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PREFACE. 


The  unexpected  success  of  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America^  of  which 
eight  editions  have  been  called  for  in  the  short  period  that  has  elapsed  since 
its  first  appearan(]^,  induces  the  publishers  to  believe  that  a  similar  survey  of 
the  Prose  Writings  of  the  country  will  be  received  with  favour. 

American  Literature  has  been  for  many  years  a  favourite  subject  with  the 
essayist  and  the  orator,  but  I  am  not  aware  that  any  one  has  hitherto  attempted 
to  present  a  comprehensive  view  of  what  our  authors  have  accomplished.  One 
has  repeated  after  another  certain  vague  generalities,  and  all  or  nearly  all  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  we  have  done,  and  are  likely  to  do,  very  little  in  the 
field  of  letters.  Our  country  has  been  regarded,  by  ourselves,  as  a  Nazareth  of 
the  mind.  The  old  question.  Who  reads  an  American  hook'}  is  asked  with  most 
pertinence  in  the  United  States.  Forefgners  have  outgrown  the  ignorance  and 
prejudice  which  first  suggested  it,  and  many  of  our  authors  are  now  much  better 
known  in  London  and  Edinburgh,  than  in  New  York,  Boston  and  Philadelphia. 

One  cause  of  this  state  of  things,  as  well  as  of  the  small  number  of  excellent 
works  published  here,  compared  with  the  number  that  would  be  published 
under  diflerent  circumstances,  is  the  absurd  and  wicked  refusal  of  our  govern- 
ment to  protect  the  copyrights  of  foreigners.  A  short  time  before  Mr.  Wash- 
ington Irving  was  appointed  Minister  to  Spain,  he  undertook  to  dispose  of  a , 
production  of  merit,  written  by  an  American  who  had  not  yet  established  a 
commanding  name  in  the  literary  market,  but  found  it  impossible  to  get  an 
offer  from  any  of  the  principal  publishers.  «  They  even  declined  to  publish 
it  at  the  author's  cost,''  he  says,  "  alleging  that  it  was  not  worth  their  while  to 
trouble  themselves  about  native  works,  of  doubtful  success,  while  they  could 
pick  and  choose  among  the  successful  works  daily  poured  out  by  the  British 
press,  for  the  copyright  of  which  they  had  nothing  to  pay.^^  And  not  only  is  the 
American  thus  in  some  degree- excluded  from  the  audience  of  his  countrymen, 
but  the  publishers,  who  have  a  control  over  many  of  the  newspapers  and  other 
periodicals,  exert  themselves,  in  the  way  of  their  business,  to  build  up  the  repu- 
tation of  the  foreigner  whom  they  rob,  and  to  destroy  that  of  the  home  author 
who  aspires  to  a  competition  with  him.  Every  thing  has  its  uses.  This  legal- 
ized piracy,  supported  by  some  sordid  and  base  arguments,  keeps  the  criminal 
courts  very  b^sy ;  makes  divorce  committees  in  the  legislatures  standing  instead 
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of  special ;  every  year  yields  abundant  harvests  of  profligate  sons  and  daughters ; 
and  inspires  a  pervading^  contempt  for  our  plain  republican  forms  and  institu- 
tions. Those  who  are  engaged  in  it  like  quick  returns  of  their  pennies^  French 
libertinism  and  English  ruffianism  find  readiest  market  in  the  stews,  which 
flourish  upon  such  food.  Our  law-makers  think  they  are  shrewdly  cheating  the 
foreigner  of  so  much  money  for  the  «  dear  people  ;^'  but  God  has  made  crime 
a  prelude  to  suflering,  and  the  denial  of  copyright  proves  but  a  theft  of  poison. 
It  is  a  pity  that  they  who  sow  the  wind  cannot  have  a  monopoly  of  the  harvest- 

This  volume  is  not  presented  as  a  complete  survey  of  our  prose  writings.  I 
have  endeavoured  however  to  make  it  as  perfect  as  its  limits  and  design  per- 
mitted. Many  authors,  of  whose  works,  under  other  circumstances,  I  would 
have  attempted  a  particular  reviewal,  are  but  incidentally  noticed,  and  some  per- 
haps are  not  in  any  way  referred  to.  Yet  I  think  that  types  are  given  of  every 
class,  so  that  a  just  impression  may  be  formed  from  it  of  the  variety  and  cha- 
racter of  the  chief  results  of  our  intellectual  activity  that  have  appeared  in  the 
prose  form,  up  to  this  time. 

It  was  my  intention,  considering  its  influence  upon  literary  tastes  and 
opinions,  to  devote  some  attention  to  the  newspaper  press ;  but  I  found  sooner 
than  I  expected  that  I  had  filled  the  number  of  pages  proposed  for  the  book. 
It  may  be  mentioned  here,  however,  that  since  John  Williams,  whom  Giffbrd 
doomed  to  immortality  in  his  Baviad  and  Mseviad,  attempted  to  live  in  New 
York  by  such  scurrility  as  he  had  thrived  upon  in  London,  and  William  Cobbelt 
set  at  naught  all  the  decencies  of  society  in  his  gazette  in  Philadelphia,  their 
successors,  firom  England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  writing  for  and  supported  by 
an  emigrant  population,  have  been  almost  alone  among  us  in  a  disregard  of 
courtesy  and  justice;  and  that  even  they,  restrained  by  the  healthy  public 
opinion  of  the  country,  have  hardly  ever  indulged  in  such  coarse  invective  and 
ribaldry  as  occasionally  distinguish  the  "  leading  journal  of  Europe,"  to  say 
nothing  of  the  myriad  of  viler  sheets  constantly  circulating  in  London,  but 
attracting  no  attention  in  its  congenial  atmosphere.  There  are  many  more 
newspapers  in  the  United  States  than  in  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  it 
must  be  admitted  that  a  large  proportion  of  them  are  conducted  with  little 
ability ;  but  remembering  the  names  of  Wheaton,  Goddard,  Sands,  Leggett, 
and  many  others  who  have  spent  their  best  days  as  journalists,  not  to  mention 
Gales,  Bryant,  and  a  hundred  more  who  are  now  active  members  of  the  profes- 
sion, we  cannot  admit  the  justice  of  the  common  opinion  in  regard  to  either  the 
intellectual  or  moral  character  of  this  First  Estate  in  the  Republic. 

Philadelphia.,  Januarv  15,  1847.  » 
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THE 


INTELLECTUAL  HISTORY,  CONDITION  AND  PROSPECTS 


or 


THE  COUNTRY. 

f        '  

I  NEED  not  dwell  upon  the  necessity  of  Literature  and  Art  to  a  people's 
glory  and  happiness.  History  with  all  her  voices  joins  in  one  judgment  upon 
this  subject.  Our  legislators  indeed  choose  to  consider  them  of  no  conse- 
qnence,  and  while  the  states  are  conrulsed  by  claims  from  the  loom  and  the 
fiimace  for  protection,  the  demands  of  the  parents  of  freedom,  the  preservers 
of  arts,  the  dispensers  of  civility,  are  treated  with  silence.  But  authors  and 
artists  have  existed  and  do  exist  here  in  spite  of  such  outlawry ;  and  notwith- 
standing the  obstacles  in  our  condition,  and  the  discouragements  of  neglect, 
the  Anglo-Saxon  race  in  the  United  States  have  done  as  much  in  the  fields  of 
InTestigation,  Reflection,  Imagination  and  Taste,  in»the  present  century,  as 
any  other  twelve  millions  of  people — about  our  average  number  for  this  period 
—in  the  world. 

Doubtless  there  are  obstacles,  great  obstacles,  to  the  successful  cultivation 
of  letters  here ;  but  they  are  not  so  many  nor  so  important  as  is  generally  sup- 
posed.  The  chief  difliculty  is  a  want  of  Patriotism,  mainly  proceeding  from 
and  perp<^ated  by  the  absence  of  a  just  law  of  copyright.  There  is  indeed 
no  lack  of  that  spurious  love  of  country  which  is  ever  ready  to  involve  us  in 
aimless  and  disgraceful  war ;  but  there  is  little  genuine  and  lofty  national  feel- 
ing; little  clear  perception  of  that  which  really  deserves  aflection  &nd  applause ; 
little  intelligent  and  earnest  effort  to  foster  the  good  we  possess  or  acquire  the 
good  we  need. 

tt  has  been  the  fate  of  colonists  in  all  ages  to  consider  the  people  from 
among  whom  they  made  their  exodus  both  morally  and  intellectually  superior  to 
themselves,  and  the  parent  state  has  had  thus  a  kind  of  spiritual  added  to  her 
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political  sovereignty.  The  American  provinces  quarreled  with  England,  con- 
quered, and  became  a  separate  nation ;  and  we  have  since  had  our  own  Presi- 
dents and  Congresses;  but  England  has  continued  to  do  the  thinking  of  a  large 
class  here — of  men  who  have  arrogated  to  themselves  the  title  of  critics— of 
our  sham  sort  of  men,  in  all  departments.  We  have  had  no  c(^dence  in 
ourselves ;  and  men  who  lack  self-reliance  are  rarely  successful.  We  have  not 
looked  into  our  own  hearts.  We  have  not  inquired  of  our  own  necessities. 
When  we  have  vrritten,  instead  of  giving  a  firfee  voice  to  the  spirit  within  us, 
we  have  endeavoured  to  write  after  some  foreign  model.*  We  have  been  so 
fearful  of  nothing  else  as  of  an  Americanism^  in  thought  or  expression.  He 
has  been  deemed  greatest  who  has  copied  some  transatlantic  author  with  most 
successful  servility.  The  noisiest  demagogue  who  afiects  to  despise  England 
will  scarcely  open  a  book  which  was  not  written  there.  And  if  one  of  our  coun- 
trymen wins  some  reputation  among  his  fellows  it  is  generally  because  he  has 
been  first  praised  abroad. 

The  commonly  urged  barriers  to  literary  advancement  supposed  to  exist  in 
our  form  of  government,  the  nature  of  our  institutions,  the  restless  and  turbu- 
lent movements  of  our  democracy,  and  the  want  of  a  wealthy  and  privileged 
class  among  us,  deserve  little  consideration.  Tumult  and  strife,  the  clashing 
of  great  interests  and  high  excitements,  are  to  be  regarded  rather  as  aids  than 
as  obstacles  to  intellectual  progress.  From  Athens  came  the  choicest  litera- 
ture and  the  finest  art.  Her  philosophers,  so  calm  and  profound,  her  poets, 
the  dulcet  sounds  of  whose  lyres  still  charm  the  ears  of  succeeding  ages, 
wrote  amid  continual  uptumings  and  overthrows.  The  best  authors  of  Rome 
also  were  senators  and  soldiers.  Milton,  the  greatest  of  the  prose  writers  aS! 
well  as  the  greatest  of  the  poets  of  England,  lived  in  the  Commonwealth,  and] 
participated  in  all  its  political  and  religious  controversies.  And  what  reposfl 
had  blind  Maeonides,  or  CamoSns,  or  Dante,  or  Tasso  ?    In  the  literature  of] 


*  The  literatine  of  other  oouDtries,  nysM.  Sismondi,  has  been  frequently  adopted  by  a  young  natioi 
with  a  sort  of  fanatical  admiration.    The  genius  of  these  countries  having  been  so  often  placed  before  i^ 
as  the  perfect  model  of  all  greatness  and  of  all  beauty,  every  spontaneous  movement  has  been  rcpresocd  itt 
order  to  make  room  for  the  most  servile  imitation,  and  every  national  attempt  to  develope  an  original  dit** 
racter  has  been  sacrificed  to  the  reproduction  of  something  conformable  to  the  model  which  has  beew 
always  before  its  eyes.    Thus  the  Romans  checked  themselves  in  the  vigour  of  their  first  conceptions  tip 
become  emulous  copyists  of  the  Greeks ;  and  thus  the  Arabs  placed  bounds  to  their  intellectual  eflbrtii 
that  they  might  rank  themselves  among  the  followers  of  Aristotle.    80  the  Italians  in  the  sixfteotl^ 
and  the  French  in  the  seventeenth  century,  desirous  only  of  imitating  the  andents,  did  not  n^ffUienihf 
coniuU,  in  their  poetical  aUempts,  their  oum  religion,  manners,  and  characters — Literature  of  the  South 
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Gennany  and  France,  too,  the  noUest  works  have  been  produced  amid  the 
shocks  of  contending  elements. 

Nor  18  the  absence  of  a  wealthy  class,  with  leisure  for  such  tranquil  pursuits, 
to  be  much  lamented.  The  privileged  classes  of  all  nations  have  been  drones. 
We  haTe,  iar  the  Southern  states  of  this  r^ublic,  a  large  class,  with  ample  for- 
tunes, leisure  and  quiet ;  but  they  have  done  comparatively  nothing  in  the 
fields  of  intellectual  exotion,  except  when  startled  into  spasmodic  activity 
by  conflicts  of  interest  with  the  North* 

To  say  truth,  most  of  the  circttmstances  usually  set  down  as  barriers  to 
csthetical  cultivation  here  are  directly  or  indirectly  advantageous.  The  real 
obstacles  are  generaUy  of  a  transient  kind.  Many  of  them  are  silently  disap- 
I  nearing ;  and  the  rest  would  be  soon  unknown  if  we  had  a  more  enlightened 
love  of  eountiy,  and  the  making  of  our  laws  were  not  so  commonly  confided 
to  a  sort  of  men  whose  intellects  are  too  mean  or  whose  principles  are  too 
wicked  to  admit  of  their  seeing  or  doing  what  is  just  and  needful  in  the  pre- 
mises. That  property  which  is  most  actual,  the  only  property  to  which  a  man's 
right  is  positive,  unquestionable,  indefeasible,  exclusive — ^his  genius,  conferred 
as  by  letters  patent  from  the  Almighty — is  held  to  be  not  his,  but  the  public's, 
and  therefore  is  not  brought  into  use.*  The  foreign  author,  by  the  refusal  to 
recognise  his  rights,  is  driven  into  inveterate  enmity  to  our  institutions  and 
iaterests,  and  at  the  same  time  such  advantage  is  given  him  in  addressing  the 
popular  mind  as  to  make  opinion  here  in  a.  large  degree  dependent  on  his  will. 
Nevertheless,  much  has  been  accomplished ;  great  advancement  has  been 
made  against  the  wind  and  tide ;  and  at  this  time  the  aspects  and  prospects 


*  Afl  «  •rgnmenti"  Agtinst  copyright,  as  uniTeraal  and  perpetual  as  the  life  of  a  hook,  are  hat  insults  to 
^  eonmoB  amse.  Some  of  them  are  ingenious,  and  may  he  admned  on  the  same  principle  that  the 
iDVeuui^  of  m  picklock  is  admired.  The  possession  of  lands  is,  hy  privilege,  conceded  to  the  indi- 
ridsal  for  the  common  h^iefit  The  right  of  an  author  rests  on  altogether  different  grounds.  The  in- 
tugible  and  inaUenaUe  power  by  which  he  works,  is  a  direct  and  special  gift  to  him,  to  he  used  in  sub- 
jedion  only  to  the  law  of  God,  who  mocks  at  the  petty  ranks  which  men  estahlidi,  hy  setting  the  seal  of 
His  nobility  and  conferring  His  riches  upon  whom  He  wilL  The  feudal  chief  by  rapine,  or  the  specu- 
lator by  cunning,  wins  an  estate,  and  the  law  secures  him  and  his  heirs  in  its  possession  while  there  are 
days  and  nights.  An  author  create*  a  book — ^which,  besides  difiiising  a  general  benefit,  yields  a  re- 
as  great  perhaps  as  Ifatt  from  the  estate  which  has  been  acquired  by  force  or  fraud,  and  the 
ithont  alleging  any  feuU,  seizes  it  and  bestows  it  on  the  mob.  The  question  b  commonly  dis^ 
as  one  of  expediency.  No  one  has  a  right  so  to  consider  it  But  if  the  argrimient,  even  upon 
ihis  principle,  were  intelligently  and  honestly  conducted,  the  result  would  invariably  be  in  fervour  of 
lbs  aAbor.  There  is  among  men  of  sense  no  actual  difierenoe  of  opinion  on  this  subject  The  plunder 
flf  4m  foreign  author  is  sanctioned  and  enforced  under  an  erroneous  impression  that  something  is 
gaiaed  by  it^  and  because  an  honest  law,  as  it  would  in  a  very  slight  degree  increase  the  prices  of 
K«  books,  might  endanger  the  seat  of  the  member  of  Congress  who  should  vote  for  it 
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of  our  aflairs  are  auspicious  of  scarcely  any  thing  more  than  of  the  saccesslul 
cultivation  of  National  Literature  and  National  Art. 

I  use  the  word  National  because  whatever  w^  do  well  must  be  done  m 
a  national  spirit.  The  tone  of  a  great  work  is> given  or  receivt^d  by  the  people 
among  whom  it  is  produced,  and  so  is  national,  as  an  eflect  or  as  a  cause. 
While  the  spirit  which  animates  the  best  literature  of  any  country  must  be  pecu- 
liar to  it,  its  subjects  may  be  chosen  from  the  world.  It  is  absurd  to  suppose  that| 
Incfian  chiefs  or  republican  soldiers  must  be  the  characters  of  our  works  of  imagi- 
nation, or  that  our  gloomy  forests,  pr-  sea4ike  prairies,  or  political  committee 
rooms  must  be  their  scenes.  Paradise  Lost  and  Utopia  are  as  much  portions  of 
British  literature  as  Alfred,  or  London  Assurance.  It  may  be  regarded  as  one  of 
the  greatest  dangers  td  which  our  literature  is  exposed,  indeed,  that  so  many  are 
mistaken  as  to  what  should  distinguish  it.  Some  writers,  by  no  means  destitute 
of  abilities,  in  their  anxiety  to  be  national  have  merely  ceased  to  be  natural. 
Their  works  may  be  original,  but'  the  men  and  manners  they  have  drawn  have 
no  existence.  Least  of  all  do  they  exist  in  America.  The  subjects  for  the 
novelist  and  the  poet  in  our  own  country  are  to  be  preferred  because  they  are 
striking  from  their  freshness,  and  because  the  physical  condition  of  a  country, 
having  a  powerfril  influence  upon  the  character  of  its  inhabitants,  naturally  fur- 
nishes the  most  apposite  illustrations  of  their  feelings .  and  habits ;  but  a 
«( national  work'^  may  as  well  be  written  about  the  builders  of  the  Pyramids  as 
about  the  mound  builders.  In  our  literature  we  must  regard  all  men  as  equal 
in  point  of  privilege,  the  church  as  the  whole  company  of  God^s  acceptable 
worshippers,  the  state  as  a  joint  stock  in  which  every  one  holds  a  share.  It 
must  be  addressed  to  the  national  feelings,  vindicate  the  national  principles, 
support  the  national  honour,  be  animated  by  an  expansive  sympathy  with 
humanity.  It  must  teach  that  the  interests  of  man  are  the  highest  concern 
of  men. 

Our  forefathers — the  men  who  from  Great  Britain  or  the  continent  settled 

■ 

this  new  world — ^were  the  product  of  an  age  prolific  in  ^s:citements.  Their 
hearts  were  busy,  some  with  plans  of  personal  ambition,  some  with  great 
problems  for  the  benefit  of  humanity.  Whatever  they  found  to  do,  they  did, 
with  directness  and  earnestness.  The  chief  causes  of  their  emigration  were 
religious ;  the  spirit  which  animated  them  when  here  was  religious ;  and  their 
literature — the  permanent  expression  of  their  character — was  a  religious  litera- 
ture. Their  first  works  were  quaint  and  curious:  many  of  them  were  original 
and  profound.  It  may  be  that  in  some  cases  they  gave  their  flour  to  the  devil, 
and  reserved  their  bran  only  for  the  Lord :  but  they  certainly  produced  the 
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flour.  They  were  acute,  powerful/ and  independent  in  argument  and  conclu- 
sion. They  commanded  the  admiration  of  those  who  thought  with  them,  and 
startled  the  defenders  of  old  and  false  opinions  by  their  thunders,  heard  and 
echoed  across  the  seas.  In  theology,  firom  the  first,  our  writers  were  un- 
shackled by  foreign  models  or  authorities.  They  acknowledged  no  infallible 
head  but  Crod  Almighty,  and  no  patristic  guides  to  faith  and  practice  but  t)ie 
holy  company  of  the  prophets  and  apostles. 

The  histoiy  of  Newman,  whose  Concordance  of  the  Bible,  made  by  the 
Hght  of  pine  knots  in  his  cottage  *at  Rehoboth,  was  for  more  than  a  century 
admitted  to  be  the  most  perfect  work  of  its  kind  in  existence  ;  of  the  pious  and 
learned  Eliot,  greatest  of  all  uninspired  missionaries,  who  reduced  a  barbarous 
language  to  order,  and  laboured  year  after  year  to  translslie  into  it  the  scriptures ; 
snd  of  Cotton  Mather,  the  first  American  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  and 
one  of  the  greatest  scholars  of  his  times,  of  whose  three  hundred  and  eighty- 
two  works  one*  at  least  is  preserved  in  the  standard  religious  literature,  prove 
that  from  the  beginning  there  was  in  America  no  deficiency  of  scholastic  learn- 
ing or  literary  industry.  , 

Early  in  the  eighteenth  century  appeared  Jonathan  Edwards,  styled  by 
Dr.  Chalmers  «  the  greatest  of  theologians,"f  of  whom  Sir  James  Mackintosh 
says,  that  « in  power  of  subtile  argument  he  was  perhaps  unmatched,  cer- 
tainly was  unsurpassed  among  men."]:  (<If  literary  ambition  had  hee^  the 
active  element  of  his  mind,"  remarks  Taylor,  « what  higher  praise  could  a 
scientific  writer  wish  for  than  that  of  having  by  a  single  and  small  dissertation 
reduced  a  numerous  and  powerful  party  in  his  own  and  other  countries,  and 
from  his  day  to  the  present  time,  to  the  sad  necessity  of  making  a  blank  pro- 
test against  the  argument  and  influence  of  his  book  ?"§  But  there  are  some 
questions  which  are  always  to  vex  the  brains  of  thinkers.  Human  pride  and 
ambition  will  never  permit  a  universal  acquiescence  in  any  conclusion.  New- 
ton's Principia  and  the  doctrines  of  Edwards  have  been  attacked  with  equal 
earnestness  by  our  living  schblars.  Dr.  Tappan,  Mr.  Bledsoe,  and  others, 
have  laboured  with  ingenuity  and  candor  to  establish  th^  self-determining  power 
of  the  will.  The  antagonists  of  Edwards  become  weary  of  saying  "  his  rea- 
soning must  be  sophistical  because  it  overthrows  our  doctrines." 


*  ^EMayi  to  do  Good,"  which,  says  Franklm,  « perhaps  gave  me  t  tone  of  thinkmg  that  had  an 

infloeoee  on  some  of  the  principal  future  events  of  my  hie." — Memcirtf  p.  16. 

t  Letter  to  Dr.  StehUns.  i  Review  of  Ethical  Philosophy,  p.  109. 

§  Essay  on  the  Application  of  Abstract  Reasoning  to  the  Christian  Doctrines ;  by  the  author  of 

The  Natural  History  of  Enthusiasm,  dice 

3  bQ  " 
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Among  the  contemporaries  or  immediate  successors  of  Edwards  were  the 
eloquent  and  independent  Jonathan  Mayhew ;  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  the  father 
of  the  American  Episcopal  Church ;  Dr.  Hopkins,  whose  name  is  so  closely 
identified  with  the  New  England  theology  of  the  last  century;  President  Styles, 
famous  for  acquirements  in  almost  every  department  of  profane  and  sacred 
learning ;  the  younger  Edwards ;  Bellamy,  and  Dwight,  and  Emmons,  all  of 
whom  were  men  of  great  abilities  and  scholarship,  whose  works  have  still  a 
powerful  influence  on  opinions. 

In  the  present  day  no  country  can  boast  8f  a  list  of  theological  writers  more 
justly  distinguished  for  learning,  logical  skill,  or  literary  abilities,  than  that 
which  includes  the  names  of  the  Alexanders,  Albert  Barnes,  George  Bush, 
Charles  Hodge,  John  Henry  Hopkins,  Samuel  Farmer  Jarvis,  Charles  P.  Mcll- 
vaine,  Andrews  Norton,  Edward  Robinson,  Moses  Stuart,  Henry  Tappau^ 
"William  R.  Williams,  James  Walker,  Leonard  W^oods,  and  others  whose  ^ 
talents  and  acquisitions  have  secured  to  them  a  general  influence  and  good 
reputation. 

James  Marshy  of  Hampden  Sidney  College  in  Virginia,  and  at  a  later  pe- 
riod, of  the  University  of  Vermont,  deserves  particular  and  honourable  mention 
in  ever)'  survey  of  our  intellectual  advancement  and  condition.  He  was  a  calm, 
chaste  scholar,  an  earnest  and  profound  thinker,  and  a  powerful  and  eloquent 
advocate  of  the  highest  principles  of  religion  and  philosophy,  whose  life  had 
that  simplicity  and  grandeur  which  are  constituted  by  a  combination  of  the 
rarest  and  noblest  of  human  virtues.  His  principal  published  writings  are 
devoted  to  those  elevated  and  spiritual  principles  of  philosophy  of  which  Cole- 
ridge and  Kant  were  the  most  celebrated  European  asserters.  Though  nearly 
agreeing  with  these  great  men,  he  was  not  less  original  than  they,  and  before 
the  works  of  the  Englishman  or  the  Prussian  were  known  on  this  continent,  by 
the  independent  action  of  his  own  mind  he  had  formed  theories  similar  to 
theirs  and  taught  them  to  his  classes. 

Many  others,  dead  and  living,  whose  names  the  present  limits  do  not 
admit,  have  been  among  the  foremost  teachers  of  religion  and  philosophy,  and 
have  vindicated  by  results  the  relation  of  civil  to  intellectual  liberty  and 
advancement. 

There  are  few  if  any  kinds  of  composition  requiring  a  higher  order  of  genius 
or  more  profound  and  varied  acquirements  than  History ;  and  it  might  be  sup- 
posed, therefore,  that  it  would  be  among  the  last  of  the  fields  in  which  the 
authors  of  a  new  nation  would  be  successful.     Yet  our  literature  embraces  a 
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&ir  proportion  of  hislorical  works  of  such  excellence  that  any  people  would 
refer  to  them  with  a  proud  satisfaction.* 

What  the  estimate  of  Mr.  Prescott  would  be  among  ourselves,  but  for  the 
concurrent  judgment  of  the  best  European  critics  that  he  has  no  superior  if  he 
has  an  equal  among  contemporary  historians,  it  might  be  difficult  t^tell.  His 
"ime,  however,  is  so  high,  so  universal,  and  so  firmly  established,  and  cheap 
ewspapers  have  made  foreign  opinions  of  him  so  familiar  here,  that  the  silliest 
of  those  persons  who  found  claims  to  reputation  for  taste  upon  expressions  of 
contempt  for  what  is  American,  are  in  the  habit  of  making  an  exception  of 
his  writings  from  their  condemnation.  How  fortunate  for  him — if  he  cares  for 
this  home  popularity — that  his  subjects  are  of  such  general  interest  as  to  have 
made  scholars  of  all  countries  the  judges  of  his  merit. 

Ferdinand  and  Isabella  and  The  Conquest  of  Mexico  are  not  only  among 

f  the  finest  models  of  historical  composition,  but  in  a  very  genuine  sense  they 

are  national  works,  breathing  so  frefely  the  liberal  spirit  of  our  institutions 

that  translators  abroad  have  had  to  change  utterly  their  tone  as  well  as  their 

language  to  make  them  acceptable  to  the  subjects  of  arbitrary  power. 

The  words  of  panegyric  have  been  wellnigh  exhausted  in  commentaries 
upon  the  Claude-like  beauty  of  Mr.  Prescott's  descriptions,  the  just  proportion 
and  dramatic  interest  of  his  narrative,  his  skill  as  a  character  writer,  the 
expansiveness  and  completeness  of  his  views,  and  that  careful  and  intelligent 
research  which  enabled  him  to  make  his  works  as  valuable  for  their  accuracy 
as  they  are  attractive  by  all  the  graces  of  style. 

Mr.  Bancroft  has  remarkable  merits,  of  a  somewhat  different  nature,  and 
some  faults,  though  not  of  such  sort  or  magnitude  as  to  prevent  his  being 
placed  in  the  very  firont  rank  of  great  historians.  He  is  emphatically  an 
.American,  He  thinks,  feels,  and  acts  the  American.  He  surveys  the  train  of 
the  ages,  and  perceives  that  humanity  is  progressive.  In  our  own  polity,  our 
institutions,  our  universal  and  safe  liberty,  he  sees  the  farthest  point  to  which 
the  race  has  yet  attained.  He  looks  hopefidly  into  the  future,  far  as  the 
human  eye  can  see,  and  his  powerful  mind  kindlei^  with  enthusiasm  as  be  finds 
our  country  fulfilling  her  mission,  in  the  subversion  of  false  opinions,  the  over- 
throw of  tyrannous  dynasties,  the'  liberation  of  mankind.  All  this  is  well. 
But  Mr.  Bancroft  is  perhaps'too  ardent  a  politician,  and  too  deeply  imbued  with 


*  Bancroft,  Preflcott,  and  Sparks,  have  effected  ao  much  in  hiatorical  composition,  that  no  living 
Sazopean  historian  can  take  precedence  of  them,  but  rather  might  feel  proud  and  grateful  to  be  admits 
ted  as  a  companion.* — Frederick  Von  Raumer, 
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the  principles  of  his  party,  to  be  a  calm  spectator  of  the  present,  or  an  un- 
prejudiced reviewer  of  the  past.  He  may  serve  the  spirit  of  his  age,  instead 
of  wrestling  with  it,  and  placing  himself  on  an  eminence  from  which  to  survey 
the  historical  drama  of  the  world.  However  these  things  be,  his  work  is 
elaboratel;[^and  strongly,  yet  elegantly  written ;  it  is  altogether  the  most  accu- 
rate and  philosophical  account  that  has  been  given  of  the  United  States ; 
and  parts  of  it  may  be  reckoned  among  the  most  splendid  in  all  historical 
literature. 

Mr.  Sparks  is  the  author  of  no  one  extensive  and  elaborate  work  which, 
perhaps,  entitles  him  to  be  ranked  among  the  great  historians ;  but  his  various 
and  numerous  contributions  to  historical  biography  and  criticism,  made  accu- 
rate by  laborious  and  philosophical  research,  constitute  a  claim  to  the  country's 
admiration  as  well  as  its  gratitude. 

To  Mr.  Cooper's  admirable  Naval  History  of  the  United  States;  the 
learned  History  of  the  Northmen  by  Mr.*  Wheaton ;  Mr.  Irving's  classical  His- 
tory of  the  Life  and  Voyages  of  Columbus ;  Dr.  Holmes's  Annals ;  Dr.  Bel- 
knap's History  of  New  Hampshire,  and  other  histories  of  individual  states 
which  are  admitted  to  be  eminently  creditable  to  their  authors,  I  can  here 
refer  only  in  this  brief  manner.  It  will  be  conceded  that  in  the  department  of 
History  our  national  literature  is  not  deficient  in  extent,*  in  distinctiveness,  or  in 
any  of  the  qualities  which  should  mark  this  kind  of  writing. 

Our  works  in  Historical  Biography  are  numerous,  and  many  of  them  are 
executed  with  singular  judgment  and  ability.  The  lives  of  Washington  by 
Marshall  and  Sparks ;  Tudor's  Life  of  Otis,  Austin's  Life  of  Gerry,  Wirt's 
Life  of  Patrick  Henry,  Wheaton's  Life  of  Pinckney,  the  Life  of  the  elder 
Quincy  by  his  Son,  the  Life  of  Franklin  by  Sparks,  the  Life  of  Jefferson  by 
Tucker,  the  Life  of  Hamilton  by  his  Son,  Biddle's  Life  of  Sebastian  Cabot, 
Gibbs's  Life  of  Wolcott,  Cooper's  Lives  of  the  Naval  Commanders  of  the 
United  States,  many  of  the  lives  in  Sparks's  Library  of  American  Biography, 
and  others  of  the  same  character,  will  be  remembered  as  productions  of  per- 
manent interest  and  importance. 

The  Historical  Correspondence  of  the  Revolutionary  Age  constitutes  a  very 
remarkable  portion  of  American  literature,  and  it  equals  if  it  does  not  surpass 
any  similar  correspondence  in  any  language,  not  only  in  the  higher  qualities  of 
wisdom  and  patriotism,  which  make  it  chiefly  valuable  to  us,  but  in  literary 


*  More  than  four  hundred  large  historical  works,  most  of  which  relate  to  our  own  country,  lunre 
been  written  in  the  United  States. 
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excellence— the  graces  of  expression  and  felicitous  illustration.  The  letters 
of  Greorge  Washington,  John  Adams,  Benjamin  Franklin,  Thomas  Jefferson, 
John  Jay,  Gouvemeur  Morris,  Alexander  Hamilton,  and  some  of  their  compa- 
triots, will  always  possess  a  peculiar  vajue  besides  that  which  they  derive  fix)m 
their  authorship  and  the  gravity  of  their  subjects. 

The  Public  Speeches  of  a  nation's  chief  legislators  are  among  the  most 
luminous  landmarics  of  its  policy,  the  most  lucid  developments  of  the  charac- 
ter snd  genius  of  its  institutions,  and  the  noblest  exhibitions  of  its  intellect. 
The  speeches  of  many  of  our  greatest  orators  have  not  been  preserved,  and  like 
those  of  Demades  the  Athenian,  who  Was  deemed  by  some  of  the  ablest  of  his 
contemporaries  superior  to  Demosthenes,  they  are  forgotten.  Of  the  orations 
of  Otis,  which  were  described  as  «  flames  of  fire,"  we  have  but  a  few  meager 
reports.  We  are  persuaded  of  the  eloquence  of  Henry  only  by  the  history  of 
its  effects.  The  passionate  appeals  of  the  elder  Adams,  which  <<  moved  his 
hearers  from  their  seats,"  are  not  in  print.  But  for  tradition  it  would  be  un- 
known that  Rutledge  was  one  of  the  greatest  of  orators.  There  is  in  exist- 
ence scarcely  a  vestige  of  the  resistless  declamation  and  argument  of  Pinkney. 
Some  of  the  speeches  of  Fisher  Ames  have  come  down  to  us,  .with  their  pas- 
sages of  chaste  and  striking  beauty,  and  they  constitute  nearly  all  the  recorded 
eloquence  of  the  time  in  which  he  was  an  actor. 

Of  the  great  orators  of  a  later  day — ^Webster,  Clay,  Calhoun  and  others 
— we  have  the  means  of  forming  a  more  accurate  judgment.  Their  works 
belong  to  our  Standard  Literature.  They  are  thoroughly  imbued  with  the 
national  spirit.     They  glow  with  the  feelings  of  the  people. 

Daniel  Webster  has  written  his  name  in  our  history.  He  has  graven  it 
indelibly  on  the  rocks  of  our  hills.  He  has  associated  it  in  some  way  with 
all  that  is  grand  and  peculiar  about  us.  Whatever  may  be  the  effects  of  Time 
upon  his  reputation  as  a  politician,  unless  the  world  return  to  barbarism  it  can- 
not destroy  his  fame  as  an  author.  If  I  were  to  compare  him  to  any  foreigner 
it  would  be  to  Burke.  But  he  is  a  greater  man  thftn  the  Irish  Colossus.  His 
genius  is  more  various.  He  is  more  chaste.  His  style  and  argument  are  not 
less  compact.  And  his  learning  is  as  comprehensive  and  more  profound.  The 
literature  of  the  language  has  no  more  splendid  rhetoric  or  faultless  logic.  Bom 
almost  contemporaneously  with  the  nation,  he  has  grown  with  its  growth, 
strengthened  with  its  strength,  and  become  an  impersonation  of  its  character 
— such  an  impersonation  as  we  proudly  point  to  when  we  remember  that  we 

alsn  sirA  Ampricsinfi. 
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The  distingaishing  characteristic  of  the  speeches  of  Henry  Clay  is  an 
eminent  practicalness.  They  are  not  imaginative,  nor  poetical,  nor  impas- 
sioned.  They  lack  the  solidity,  compactness  and  inherent  force  of  Webster, 
and  the  philosophic  generalization  of  Calhoun;  Wright  is  more  plausible  and 
ingenious,  Preston  is  more  graceful  and  ferrid,  and  Choate  more  briUiant  and 
classically  ornate.  Yet  there  is  an  unaffected  earnestness  of  conviction,  a  pro- 
found heartiness  of  purpose,  a  frank  and  perfect  ingenuousness,  a  manly  good 
sense,  exhibited  in  the  erodes  of  this  great  statesman  which  commend  them  to 
the  reader's  understanding  and  approval.  Although  the  manner  of  the  orator 
adds  force  and  significance  to  the  matter,  so  that  his  speeches  should  be  heard 
to  be  justly  estimated,  they  are  found  to»bear  a  value  in  the  closet  not  possessed 
by  the  productions  of  many  who  have  enjoyed  the. highest  eminence  in  the 
senate,  the  forum  and  the  world  of  letters. 

Mr.  Calhoun  is  another  author  of  the  highest  rank,  and  his  works,  though 
in  many  respects  very  different  from  those  of  the  great  orators  I  have  men- 
tioned, are  scarcely  less  peculiar  and  national.  It  has  been  too  much  the  habit 
to  consider  him  only  as  a  politician.  His  claims  as  a  philosopher  have  been 
almost  overlooked.  No  one  has  more  skill  as  a  dialectician.  His  sententious 
and  close  diction,  his  remarkable  power  of  analysis,  his  simplicity  and  dignity 
— ^his  doctrines,  and  all  the  elements  of  the  power  with  which  they  are  main- 
tained— ^will  secure  for  his  works  a  permanent  place  in  the  world's  considera- 
tion. 

I  may  here  allude  to  John  Qtlincy  Adams  as  altogether  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  men  of  this  century,  in  whose  various  and  voluminous  works  there 
is  not  only  marked  nationality,  but  a  wisdom  which  astonishes  by  its  univer- 
sality and  profoundness ;  to  Edward  Everett,  as  an  orator  of  the  most  compre- 
hensive learning,  elegant  taste,  and  noble  spirit ;  to  Hugh  S.  Legare,  as  one  of  the 
finest  of  our  senatorial  rhetoricians ;  to  Tristram  Burgess,  and  many  others,  whose 
speeches,  when  their  histories  as  partisans  are  forgotten,  will  be  regarded  as 
portions  of  the  classical  literature  of  the  country,  fit  to  be  ranked  among  the 
finest  works  of  their  kind  produced  in  the  most  cultivated  ancient  or  modem 
nations. 

No  other  of  the  immortal  company  by  whose  genius,  virtue  and  suffering 
our  independence  was  achieved  and  our  government  established,  has  suffered 
so  much  from  misrepresentation  as  Alexander  Hamilton,  of  whom  Guizot  says 
justly  that  « there  is  not  one  element  of  order,  strength  and  durability  in  our 
constitution  which  he  did  not  powerfully  contribute  to  introduce  into  the    I 
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scheme  and  cause  to  be  adopted.''*  He  was  the  first  of  our  great  legislators ; 
af  d  though  the  world  has  made  some  advances  since  his  time  in  political 
philosophy,  his  works  are  still  resorted  to  by*  the  judicious  as  a  storehouse  of 
the  i^rofoundest  wisdom.  Much  of  his  celebrated  Report  on  Manufactures 
combats  objections  to  the  protective  policy,  which  are  no  longer  urged,  and 
has  therefore  now  only  an  historical  value,  but  The  Federalist  will  always  be  a 
text  book  among  statesmen,  f 

The  writings  of  Madison,  though  less  important  than  those  of  Hamilton, 
show  that  he  also  was  a  consummate  statesman.  They  are  distinguished  for 
an  extent  and  fulness  of  information,  soundness  of  reasoning,  and  sagacity, 
which  characterize  but  few  even  of«the  most  celebrated  works  in  their 
department. 

The  political  writings  of  John  Adams,  Dickinson,  Jefierson,  Jay,  and  others 
of  that  age,  are  likewise  remarkable  for  great  and  peculiar  merits. 

A  very  large  proportion  of  our  works  in  Political  Economy  relate  to  the 
Circulating  Medium  and  Manufactures,  and  have  been  occasioned  by  the 
movements  of  parties  or  the  immediate  wants  of  the  country.  Those  on  cur- 
rency and  banking  by  Mr.  Gallatin,  Mr.  Raguet,  Mr.  Tucker,  and  some  others, 
with  the  discussions  of  this  subject  by  our  leading  statesmen  in  the  legislative 
assemblies  and  through  the  press,  have  shown  a  depth  of  research  and  an  acute- 
ness  of  understanding  very  rarely  equalled.  Commerce  as  affecting  manu- 
factures has  constantly  engaged  public  attention  since  the  days  of  Hamilton 
and  Madison.  Parties  have  been  for  or  against  the  American  System — for  free 
trade  or  for  protection.  Jefierson  engaged  in  the  controversy,  but  to  suit  tem- 
porary purposes,  and  without  consistency.}  Dr.  Cooper,  when  in  Pennsylva- 
nia,  wrote  forcibly  in  favour  of  protection,  and  subsequently,  when  in  South 
Carolina,  against  it.  Mr.  Clay  has  adiwcated  the  protective  system  with  con- 
sistency and  a  lucid  ability  hardly  ever  surpassed.  No  man  has  been  more 
successful  in  his  treatment  of  the  subject  in  its  secondary  aspects,  though  he 
may  have  produced  little  which  will  survive  the  changes  of  the  times. 
Mr.  Webster  has  written  ably  on  both  sides  of  the  question,  as  the  circum- 
ttances  of  the  country  seemed  to  require ;  before  1824  for  free  trade,  and 


*  Wadimgtoo,  pv  M.  Gnizot     Puis,  1S40. 

fit  ought  to  be  fiimiluur  to  the  statesmen  of  every  nation^— D«  ToctpttmOu 

It  exhibits  an  extent  and  pieeision  of  information,  a  profiindiiyVof  research,  and  an  acuteneas  of 
oulerstanding  wKith  vooi^d  have  done  honour  to  the  mott  iUuttriout  ttatetmen  of  ancient  or  modem  timet* 
^Edinburgh  Review^  No.  xziv. 

*8ee  his  letters  to  B.  Awtin  m  1816,  and  a  letter  written  by  him  on  the  same  subject  in  183d. 
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since  for  protection.  Mr.  Calhoun  has  in  both  periods  been  exposed  to  Mr. 
Webster,  and  he  is  now  undoubtedly  the  ablest  economist  of  his  party.  1^ 
protective  policy  has  also  been  defended  by  Mr.  Mathew  Carey,  Mr.  Alexan- 
der H.  Everett,  Mr.  Lawrence,  and  Mr.  Greeley ;  and  a  perfect  freeddtn  of 
trader  advocated  by  Mr.  Condy  Raguet,  Mr.  Bryant,  Mr.  Clement  Biddle^  Mr. 
Legget,  and  Mr.  Walker.  Many  other  writets  have  been  more  or  less  pro- 
minently engaged  in  this  controvert*  Works  on  Political  Economy  have  also 
been  written  by  Mr.  Cardoza,  Professor  Dew,  Dr.  McVickar,  Dr.  Vethake,  Dr. 
Wayland,  Mr.  C.  Colton,  Mr.  Middleton,  and  Mr.  Raymond,  several  of  which  are 
text-books  in  the  colleges.  Mr.  Everett  is  also  the  author  of  a  work  on  New 
Principles  of  Population,  and  Mr.  Henry  C.  Carey  has  written  largely  and  with 
ability  on  Population,  the  Production  of  Wealth,  and  Wages.* 

Among  our  writers  in  Jurisprudence  have  been  many  of  great  ability.     Oar 

books  of  Codes,  Statutes,  Reports  and  Essays  on  Rights,  Crimes  and  Puni^- 

• 

*  Wayland,  Tucker,  Dew,  et(%,  agree  rery  well  widi  Ricardo  and  Maldios.    Mr.  Cany  does  not, 

and  he  has  attempted  to  show  that  a  proper  examination  of  the  facta  that  are  before  us  prove  that 

^eir  views  are  onaound.    Ricardo  teachea  that  profits  fiiH  as  wages  rise— that  the  one  must  fall  with 

the  rise  of  the  other — diat  rent  is  paid  because  of  a  constantly  increasing  digkuUy  of  obtaining  food, 

as  population  increases,  and  consequently  that  the  interests  of  landlord  and  labourer  are  always 

opposed ;  the  one  fattening  upon  the  starvation  of  the  other.    This  whole  system  is  one  of  discords. 

Mr.  Carey  holds,  on  the  contrary,  that  wages  and  profits  both  tend  to  increase  with  the  growth  of 

capital  and  the  increase  of  production,  but  that  with  the  increased  productiveness  of  labour  the 

labourer  obtains  a  constantly  increasing  pro^rtion,  leaving  to  the  capitalist  a  constantly  decreasing 

proportion,  but  to  both  an  increased  quantity.    Thus  if  at  one  time  the  labour  of  a  man  produces 

fifty  bushels,  of  which  the  landlord  takes  hal(  and  at  another  one  hundred,  of  which  he  takes 

only  one-third,  both  are  io^^roved.  alUioagh  the  apparent  conditioQ  of  the  landlord  ia  deteriorated  fironi 

half  toone-third.  ^ 

60  100 

Labourer, — 25  67 

CapitaHst,— 26— 60  ^  83—100 

The  rent  of  land  is  held  to  be  subject  to  the  same  law,  it  being  only  profit  of  ci^tal,  under  another 
name.  With  the  increased /oci/i/y  of  obtaining  food,  as  capital  is  applied  to  the  land,  the  landlord 
takes  a  constantly  decreasing  proportion,  and  the  labourer  has  a  constantly  increasing  one*  The  in- 
terests of  all  therefore  are  in  perfect  harmony  with  each  other,  and  all  are  benefited  by  every  mea- 
sure tending  to  the  maintenance  of  peace  and  the  growth  of  capital. 

Eveiy  part  of  Political  Economy  is  included  in  the  great  law,  **  Do  unto  your  neighbour  as  you  would 
have  your  neighbour  do  unto  you."  Security  of  person  and  property  succeed  the  growth  of  capital — 
physical,  moral  and  intellectual  improvement  are  a  necessary  consequence  of  such  growth,  and  with 
every  step  in  his  material  or  mortU  advancement  man  becomes  more  conscious  of  the  existence  of 
political  rights,  and  more  able  to  maintain  them.  Democracy — self-government — b  therefore  a  neces- 
sary consequence  of  the  growth  of  wealth,  and  it  arises  out  of  the  change  of  pn^Mxtions,  above  noted. 
With  every  increase  in  the  proportion  which  capital  bears  to  labour,  their  relative  value  changes — 
labour  aroes  ud  and  canital  down— but  onlv  so  far  as  nrooortioHB  00— not  anantiti«Mi. 
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ments,  have  had  a  powerful  influence  on  the  common  and  pc^itive  laws  of 
^liristendom.  Bradford  and  Livingston,  with  many  others,  entitled  themselves* 
to  gratitude  by  efforts  to  overthrow  the  -tyranny  of  Revenge,  which  until 
recently  has  been  the  first  principle  in  criminal  legislation.  Their  influence 
has  been  widely  acknowledged  in  Europe  as  well  as  in  America.  I  ne^  but 
refer  to  the  great  Marshall,  to  Hamilton,  <<the  first  of  our  constitutional  law- 
yers ;"*  to  Parsons,  who  had  no  superior  in  the  common  law ;  to  Kent, 
whose  decisions  are  «  more  signally  entitled  to  respect  than  those  of  any  Eng- 
lish chancellof  since  the  American  Revolution,  with  the  single  exception, 
perhaps,  of -liord  Eldon;"t  to  the  voluminous  and  able  works  oS  Story;  or  to 
those  of  Livingston,  Wheaton,  Steams,  Duer,  Verplanck,  Philips,  Greenleaf, 
Binney,  and  others  whose  names  are  associated  with  these  in  the  memories  of 
the  legal  profession. 

In  archaeological,  oriental  and  (;Iassical  learning  our  scholars  may  claim  an 
equality  with  any  contemporaries  except  the  Germans.  In  Biblical  Criticism]: 
the  names  of  J.  A.  Alexander,  Albert  Barnes,  George  Bush,  Charles  Hodge, 
Andrews  Norton,  Edward  Robinson,  Moses  Stuart,  §  James  H.  Thomwell,  and 
others,  are  everywhere  honourably  distinguished.  Professors  Lewis,  Felton, 
and  Woolsey  have  published  editions  of  Greek  classics  eminently  creditable  to 
themselves  and  their  respective  universities,  and  Dr.  Robinson  had  acquired  an 
enduring  fame  as  a  Hellenist  before  he  established  a  new  era  in  the  study  of 
sacred  antiquities.  ||  Few  Americans  have  written  much  in  the  Latin  lan- 
goage.f  The  occasions  for  its  use  are  less  firequent  than  formerly.  It  is  com- 
monly taught  however  in  our  schools,  and  numerous  wor^s  of  unquestionable. 


*  3  Sergfrant  and  Rawle,  194. 

fJortke  Gibson:  3  Rawle,  139.         ^ 

i  Our  American  neighbours  are  really  (mtttr^fping  ut  in  BibHcal  Literature, — Samuel  Zee,  Profeeeor 
of  Jtrabic  and  Hebrew  in  the  Vnivertity  of  Cambridge, 

^  Bloomfield,  in  his  Notes,  Critical,  Philological  and  Exegetical  upon  the  New  Testament^tfae 
Ottst  elaborate  and  popular  work  of  its  sort  produced  in  England  in  the  present  age — acknowledges 
that  he  ^  made  large  use  of  Stuart ;  and  he  might  say  of  his  Ust  edition  that  it  owes  its  chief  value 
to Stoaitand  Robinson. 

I  Professor  Ritter,  of  Berlin,  wrote,  on  reading  Dr.  Robinson's  Researches— «  Now  just  begins  a 
wcond  great  era  in  our  knowledge  of  the  Promised  Land." 

1  The  number  of  Latin  orations  before  our  colleges  has  been  very  large.  Among  the  principal  other 
Latin  works  by  natives  of  the  country  are  the  Pietat  et  Gratulatio  addressed  to  George  m.  by  the 
Pxeaident  and  Fellow%|f  Harvard  College ;  Telemachus,  in  hexameter  verse,  by  the  Abbe  Veil,  of 
NewOrleans;  the  Life  of  Washington,  by  Francis  Glass,  of  Ohio;  and  a  System  of  Divinity,  by 

Biihop  Kcodrick,  of  Pennsylvania. 

4  C  
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merit,  among  ^which  those  of  Mr.  Leverett  and  Dr.  Anthon  may  be  particu- 
larly referred  to,  liave  appeared  here  to  facilitate  its  study. 

The  philological  labours  of  Dr.  Webster  are  universally  known  and  appre- 
ciated. After  the  devotion  of  nearly  half  a  century  to  his  Dictionary  he  saw 
it  become  the  most  generally  approved  standard  of  English  orthography.*  The 
services  of  the  late  Dr.  John  Pickering  and  others  in  this  department  are 
likewise  honourable  to  American  scholarship. 

The  Crania  Americana  of  Dr.  Morton,  a  work  of  immense  research,  in 
which  are  described  the  cranial  peculiarities  of  many  races  ^hich  in  this 
respect  were  little  known,  is  one  of  the  most  important  ethnograjAical  works 
produced  in  this  age.  Mr.  Gallatin — on  many  accounts  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  of  men — is  perhaps  to  be  longest  remembered  for  his  profound 
investigations  of  the  languages  of  the  American  continent.  To  the  laborious 
and  ingenious  Schoolcraft  future  ages  are  to  owe  the  most  valuable  part  of 
their  knowledge  of  tl\e  habits  and  intellectual  character  of.  the  Indian  race. 
Mr.  Catlin,  Mr.  Hodgson  and  other  American  travellers,  and  our  noBle  com- 
pany of  missionaries,  whose  heroism  puts  to'  shame  all  that  is  recorded  of  the 
ages  of  chivalry,  have  likewise  contributed  very  largely  to  our  knowledge 
of  the  families  of  mankind. 

The  cultivation  of  purely  mechanical  and  natural  science  has  been  carried 
much  too  far  in  this  country,  or  rather  has  been  made  too  exclusive  and 
absorbing.  It  is  not  the  highest  science,  for  it  concerns  only  that  which  is 
around  us — which  is  altogether  outward.  Man  is  greater  than  the  world  of 
•nature  in  which  he  lives,  and  just  as  clearly  must  the  science  of  man,  the  philo- 
sophy of  his  moral  and  intellectual  being,  rank  far  above  that  of  the  soulless 
creation  which  was  made  to  ministef  to  his  wants.  When,  therefore,  this 
lower  science  so  draws  to  itself  the  life  of  anv  age,  as  to  disparage  and  shut 
out  the  higher,  it  works  to  the:  well  being  of  that  age  an  injury.  Still  it  is 
only  thus  in  comparison  with  a  nobler  and  more  lofty  study,  that  the  faintest 
reproach  should  be  cast  upon  that  natural  science,  which  in  no  slight  degree 
absorbs  the  intellectual  effort  of  the  present  generation.  Regarded  as  related 
to,  and  a  part  of,  a  complete  system  of  education,  with  a  powerful  influence 


*  The  Americmn  Dictionary  of  die  English  Language  was  published  in  two  quarto  volumes  in  1828, 
after  more  than  thirty  years'  laborious  study  by  the  author.  It  contained  about  twelve  diousand 
words  and  more  than  thirty  thousand  definitions  not  found  in  any  similar  work.    Dr.  Webster  soon 

•ftAr  mmmAnAA/1  it  n«iir  AHidnn.  'which  h«>  mmn]fittf^  nnA  nnhliahM^  in  1fi4^1. 
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upon  the  purely  aesthetical  character  of  the  people,  it  becomes  most  important 
an^  necessary,  and  its  cultivation  even  to  apparent  excess  a  source  of  the 
highest  hope. 

In  Mathematics  our  first  names  are  Rittenhouse,  Bowditch,  aid  Nulty. 
The  great  work  of  Bowditch  is  his  translation  of  the  Mecardque  Celeste  of  La 
Place,  which,  with  his  commentary,  was  published  in  four  very  large  quarto 
volumes  in  the  years  1829,  1832,  1834  and  1838.  It  is  more  than  half  an 
exposition  of  the  original,  which  was  complex  and  obscure,  and  a  record  of  new 
discoveries.  It^was  remarked  in  the  London  Quarterly  Review,  on  the  ap- 
pearance of  tlfe  first  volume,  that  the  "  idea  savoured  of  the  gigantesque," 
and  that  even  if  not  completed,  the  work  should  be  considered  <<  highly  credit- 
able to  American  science,  and  as  the  harbinger  of  future  achievements  in  the 
loftiest  fields  of  intellectual  prowess." 

The  study  of  Meteorology  has  been  pursued  vrith  more  success  in  the  United 
States  than  in  any  other  country.  At  least  here  the  most  splendid  results  have 
been  reached  in  this  important  branch  of  philosophy..  The  grand  discove- 
ries of  Franklin*  in  electricity  are  of  course  familiar,  but  it  is  not  so  generally 
known  that  some  of  his  observations  contain  germs  of  the  more  recent  doc- 
trines of  storms.  The  investigations  of  this  subject  by  Mr.  Redfield  and  Mr. 
Espy,  and  their  ingenious  theories,  have  commanded  the  respect  and  admira- 
tion of  scholars;!  and  though  some  of  the  principles  of  each  are  still  subjects 
of  controversy,  it  is  everywhere  acknowledged  that  those  they  have  established 
are  of  the  highest  interest  and  importance.  The  writings  on  Meteorology  by 
Dr.  Hare  and  Mr.  Loomis,  and  the  theory  of  Dew  by  Dr.  Wells,  are  also  most 
honourable  to  our  science. 

Li  Chemisitry  it  is  necessary  only  to  refer  to  the  labours  of  Rumford,  Web- 
ster, Silliman,  Hare  and  Henry ;  in  Mineralogy,  to  those  of  Cleveland,  Dana, 
and  Beck;  in  Geology,}  to  tho^  of  Maclure,  Hitchcock,  Silliman,  Mather, 

*  His  genius  ranks  him  with  the  Gklileofl  and  the  Newtons  of  the  old  world.— Zord  Brbugham, 

The  most  rational  of  philoeophers.  No  indiTidual,  perhaps,  ever  possessed  a  juster  understandingy 
ff  WIS  so  seldom  obstructed  in  the  use  of  it  by  indolence,  enthusiasm,  or  authority w—Xorci  Jeffrey, 

Antiqajte^would  have  raised  altars  to  tlus  mighty  ganua^-^Mirabeau. 

fSee  article  vL  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  cxxxilL  by  Sir  David  Brewster;  Proceedings  of  .British 
A*odation,  1S40 ;  Report  on  Mr.  Espy's  Theory  to  the  French  Academy  by  MM.  Arago,  Ponillet 
ndBslniet 

tThe  explorations  which  have  been  made  by  authority  of  the  local  governments  into  the  Geology 
\  ^  pBoersl  Natural  History  of  the  principal  states  of  the  Union  are  among  the  proudest  achievements 
^  die  present  day,  and  I  believe  are  altogedier  unparalleled  in  other  countries.  The  published  Re- 
P*^  m  nearly  one  hundred  large  volumes,  are  splendid  monuments  of  intelligent  enterprise  in  the 
of  adenee.    They  will  be  of  incalculable  value  to  students  and  inquirers  for#ges  to  come. 
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Emmons,  Vanuxem,  Rogers,  Jackson,  Troost,  Percival,  Houghton,  and  HaU  ; 
and  in  Botany  to  those  of  Bartram,  Barton,  Elliott,  Bigebw,  Gray,  Torry,«and 
Darlington.  There  have  been  no  European  Ornithologists  during  this  century 
to  be  ranked  before  or  even  with  Wilson  and  Audubon.*  The  works  on  Ento- 
mology by  Mr.  Say  and  Mr.  Le  Conte,  on  Herpetology  by  Dr.  Holbrook,  on 
Icthyology  by  Dr.  Mitchell,  Dr.  Holbrook  and  Dr.  Storer,  on  Mammalogy  by 
Dr.  Bachman,  and  on  Conchology  by  Mr.  Lea,t  have  very  great  merits,  which 
have  been  universally  acknowledged.  The  writings  of  Godman,  Hays,  and 
other  zoologists  have  likewise  merited  and  received  general  applause. 

The  field  of  romantic  fiction  has  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  been  thronged 
with  labourers.  I  do  not  know  how  large  the  national  stock  may  be,  but  I  have 
in  my  own  library  more  than  seven  hundred  volumes  of  novels,  tales  and 
romances  by  American  writers.  Comparatively  few  of  them  are  of  so  poor  a 
sort  as  to  be  undeserving  a  place  in  any  general  collection  of  our  literature. 
Altogether  they  are  not  below  the  average  of  English  novels  for  this  present 
century ;  and  the  proportion  which  is  marked  by  a  genuine  originality  of  man- 
ner, purpose,  and  feeling,  is  much  larger  than  they  who  have  not  read  them  are 
aware. 

Charles  Brockden  Brown,  the  pioneer  in  this  department  of  our  literature, 
was  a  gentle,  unobtrusive  enthusiast,  whose  weak  frame  was  shattered  and 
wrecked  by  the  too  powerful  pulsations  of  his  heart.  He  was  no  misanthrope, 
but  the  larger  portion  of  his  life,  though  it  was  passed  in  cities,  was  that  of  a 


*  Audubon's  woiki  are  the  moit  ipleiidid  monumente  which  art  ha«  erected  im  honour  of  OmiUiology. 

He  is  the  greateet  artist  in  his  own  walk  ^t  ever  IiTedw— Pro/etior  Wilton, 
f  Mr.  Lea  has  been  much  the  largest  contributor  to  the  ^transactions  of  the  American  Philosophical 
Society,  having  elaborate  and  important  papers  upon  his  fiivourite  science  in  all  the  volumes  from  the 
third  to  the  tenth.  This  is  a  publication  of  great  value  and  interest,  not  only  on  account  of  the  in- 
trinsic excellence  of  the  papers  it  contains,  but  because  it  furnishes  an  authentic  record  of  the  progren" 
of  science  in  America.  Voluntary  associations  of  men  devoted  to  scientific  investigations,  such  as  the 
American  Philosophical  Society,  are  the  only  means  for  extending  and  rendering  vigorous  that  spirit  of 
research  and  that  intellectual  enthusiasm  upon  which  these  studies  rely  for  prosperous  and  beneficent 
cultivation ;  for  unhappily  in  the  United  States  such  men  can  look  with  slight  confidence  to  the  local 
or  federal  governments  for  aid  or  encouragement  The  late  National  Exploring  Expedition  under  Ci^ 
,  tain  Wilkes,  and  the  scientific  surveys  of  the  different  states,  however,  are  indications  that  a  better 
spirit  is  prevailing  in  the  legislatures.  The  published  Transactions  of  several  other  societies,  and  the 
important  Jou/nal  of  Professor  Silliman,  and  other  periodicals,  deserve  also  to  be  mentioned  as  reposi- 
tories of  our  scientific  litesrature.  The  papers  by  Mr.  Lea,  referred  to  in  the  beginning  of  this  note, 
ATA  thA  moBt  vmlnaUA  contributions  that  have  been  made  to  the  study  of  Conoholosrv  in  this  oenturv. 
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recluse.  He  lived  in  an  ideal  and  had  little  sympathy  with  the  actual  world. 
He  ^ad  more  genius  than  talent,  and  more  imagination  than  fancy.  It  has 
been  said  that  he  outraged  the  laws  of  art  by  gross  improbabilities  and  inconsis- 
teDcies,  but  the  most  incredible  of  his.  incidents  had  parallels  in  true  history, 
and  the  metaphysical  unity  and  consistency  of  his  novels  are  apparent  to  all 
readers  familiar  with  psychological  phenomena.  His  works,  generally  written 
with  great  rapidity,  are  incomplete,  and  deficient  in  method.  He  disregarded 
rales,  and  cared  little  for  criticism.  But  his  style  was  clear  and  nervous,  with 
little  ornament,  free  of  aflectations,  and  indicated  a  singular  sincerity  and 
depth  of  feeling.  ^ 

Mr.  Paulding's  novels  are  distinguished  for  considerable  descriptive  pow- 
ers, skill  in  character  writing,  natural  humour,  and  a  strong  national  feeling, 
which  gives  a  tone  to  all  his  works.  The  Dutchman's  Fireside  and  Westward 
Ho!  have  the  fidelity  of  historical  pictures,  and  they  are  the  best  we  have  of 
the  early  settlers  of  New  York  and  Kentucky. 

Timothy  Flint  is  better  known  by  other  works  than  bis  novels,  but  Francis 
Berrian  and  the  Shoshonee  Valley  are  books  of  merit.  Their  dramatic  inte- 
rest is  not  very  great,  but  they  are  marked  by  an  unstudied  natvetS  and  fi-eedom 
from  pretence  ;  they  abound  in  striking  and  graphic  descriptions ;  and  their 
du^cters  are  clearly  drawn  and  well*  sustained.  In  every  department  in 
which  this  author  wrote  at  all,  he  wrote  like  a  scholar,  a  man  of  feeling,  and  a 
gentleman. 

While  the  author  of  The  Spy  receives  the  applause  of  Europe  ;•  while  the 
critics  of  Germany  and  France  .debate  the  claims  of  Scott  to  be  ranked  before 
him  or  even  with  him,  his  own  countrymen  deride  his  pretensions,  and  Monikin 
^critics  afiect  contempt  of  him,  or  make  the  appearance  of  his  works  occasions 
of  puerile  personal  abuse.  I  shall  not  discuss  the  causes  of  this  feeling,  further 
than  by  remarkuig  that  Mr.  Cooper  is  a  man  of  independence  ;  that  he  is  aware  of 
the  dignity  of  his  position ;  that  he  thinks  for  himself  in  his  capacity  of  citizen; 
and  that  he  has  written  abore  the  popular  taste,  in  avoiding  the  sickly  sentimental- 
ism  which  commends  to  shop-boys  and  chamber-maids  one  half  the  transatlantic 
novels  of  this  age.  In  each  of  the  departments  of  romantic  fiction  in  which 
he  has  written,  he  has  had  troops  of  imitators,  and  in  not  one  of  them  an  equal. 
Writing  not  firom  books,  but  firom  nature,  his  descriptions,  his  incidents,  his 


*  The  Empire  of  the  lea  haa  been  conceded  to  him  by  acclamation ;  in  the  lonely  desert  or  imtrod- 
^  prairie,  among  the  savage  Indians  or  scarcely  less  savage  settlers,  all  equaUy  acknowledge  his 
^fnaoioL    <«  Within  ^us  drele  none  dares  walk  but  he." — Edinburgh  Biviiw,  cxziiL 

c9  
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characters,  are  as  fresh  as  the  fields  of  his  triumphs.  His  Harvey  Birch, 
Leather  Stocking,  Long  Tom  Coffin,  and  other  heroes,  rise  before  the  mindVach 
in  his  clearly  defined  and  peculiar  lineaments  as  striking  original  creationSy  as 
actual  coherent  beings.  His  infinitely  varied  descriptions  of  the  ocean ;  his  ships, 
gliding  like  beings  of  the  air  upon  its  surface ;  his  vast,  solitary  wildernesses ; 
and  indeed  all  his  delineations  of  nature,  are  instinct  with  the  breath  of  poetry. 
He  is  both  the  Horace  Vernet  and  the  Claude  Lorraine  of  novelists.  And  through 
all  his  works  are  sentiments  of  genuine  courtesy  and  honour,  and  an  unob- 
trusive and  therefore  more  powerful  assertion  of  natural  rights  and  dignity.  I 
shall  not  pretend  to  say  how  far  a  good  plot  is  essential  to  a  good  novel. 
Doubtless  in  a  tale,  as  in  a  play,  the  interest,  with  the  vulgar,  is  dependent  in 
a  large  degree  upon  the  plot ;  but  the  quality  of  interesting  is  of  secondary 
importance  in  both  cases.  It  must  be  confessed  that  Mr.  Cooper's  plots  are 
sometimes  of  a  common-place  sort,  that  they  are  not  always  skilfully  wrought, 
and  that  he  has  faults  of  style,  and  argument,  and  conclusion.  But  he  is 
natural,  he  is  original,  he  is  American,  and  he  has  contributed  more  than  any  of 
his  contemporaries  to  the  formation  of  a  really  national  literature. 

The  novels  of  Miss  Sedgwick,  attempered  always  by  a  cheerful  philosophy, 
with  portraits  drawn  with  singular  fidelity  from  life,  and  incidents  so  natural  that 
the  New  Englander  can  scarcely  doubt  that  they  are  portions  of  his  village's 
history,  are  not  less  American  than  Mr.  Paulding's.  They  are  in  many 
respects  very  different,  but  the  difference  is  geographical. 

The  most  voluminous  of  our  novelists,  next  to  Mr.  Cooper,  is  Mr.  Simms, 
and  he  has  many  attributes  in  common  with  that  author.     His  descriptions  are 
bold  and  graphic ;  and  his  characters  have  considerable  individuality.     He  is 
most  successful  in  sketches  of  rude  border  life,  in  bustling,  tumultuous  action.'* 
West,  the  greatest  composer  of  modem  times,  seemed  content  with  the  demon- 
stration in  a  few  pictures  that  he  was  equal  even  to  Corregio  as  a  colourist  and 
anatomist ;  he  gave  in  too  many  cases  his  last  touch  to  works  which  should 
have  occupied  a  full  decade,  in  a  single  year.     So  Mr.  Simms,  who  is  a  i^oet, 
and  has  shown  himself  a  master  of  the  intricacies  of  rhetoric,  throws  off  a 
volume  while  he  should  be  engaged  on  a  chapter.     Though  occasionally  cor- 
rect, animated  and  powerful,  his  style  is  too  frequently  abrupt,  careless,  and 
harsh.     The  scenes  of  Mr.  Simms  are  generally  in  the  Southern  States,,  and 
the  society  and  manners  described  are  very  unlike  those  of  the  North.     One 
of  the  most  marked  of  his  peculiarities  is  a  sectional  feeling  which  he  betrays 
on  almost  every  occasion.     His  « true  gentlemen,"  such  as  they  are,  are  oif  the 
country  south  of  Washington ;  his  clowns  are  direct  firom  Long  Island  or  Con- 
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necticut.  The  aim  of  a  literary  class  should  be  to  civilize  mankind,  to  soften 
aspierities,  to  abolish  prejudices,  to  extend  the  dominion  of  gentleness.  Mr. 
Simms  appears  to  have  thought  differently.  But  with  all  their  faults,  of  inven- 
tion, manner  and  spirit,  his  works  have  some  striking  merits  which  entitle 
them  to  a  higher  consideration  than  they  have  received. 

Mr.  Hoffman  has  an  eye  for  natural  scenery.  By  this  I  do  not  mean  simply 
a  capacity  of  enjoying  it,  but  a  clear  perception  of  its  features  and  a  cordial 
estimate  of  its  peculiarities.  With  most  persons  woodland,  stream  and  cloud 
leave  but  vague  impressions,  and  in  attempting  to  convey  an  idea  of  any  pros- 
pect or  range  of  country,  either  with  the  pen  or  in  conversation,  they  find  their 
memories  or  descriptive  powers  quite  inadequate  to  the  task.  Mr.  Hoffman  is 
admirably  organized  for  the  appreciation  both  of  scenery  and  character.  There 
is  a  vivacity  and  actuality  in  his  pictures  of  rural  scenes,  which  has  scarcely 
been  equalled  in  this  country.  The  heroes  and  heroines  of  his  fictions  have 
both  freshness  and  individuality,  and  this  is  enough  to  render  them  not  only 
attractive  but  natural. 

The  name  of  the  author  of  Horse  Shoe  Robinson,  Swallow  Bam,  Rob  of 
the  Bowl,  and  Quodlibet,  is  rarely  heard  by  the  lovers  of  good  literature  with- 
out a  feeling  of  regret  that  politics  should  have  allured  from  letters  one  whose 
genius  and  accomplishments  fit  him  so  well  to  shine  in  that  field  where  are  won 
the  most  enduring  as  well  as  the  noblest  reputations.  Mr.  Kennedy  is  more 
than  any  other  of  his  contemporaries  like  Washington  Irving.  He  has  much  of 
his  graceful  expression,  quiet  humour  and  cheerful  philosopl^y,  with  more  than 
he  of  the  constructive  faculty.  His  works  abound  in  the  best  qualities  which 
should  distinguish  our  American  romantic  literature,  and  prove  that  the  will 
only  is  necessary  for  him  to  secure  a  place  among  the  great  authors  of  our 
language. 

Calavar  and  The  Infidel  were  the  first  novels  of  Dr.  Bird,  and  there  are 
few  American  readers  who  need  to  be  informed  of  their  character  or  desert ; 
though  as  their  accomplished  author  has  been  so  long  in  retirement,  the  infer- 
ence is  reasonable  that  their  reception  was  equal  neither  to  their  merits  nor  his 
expectations.  Dr.  Bird  has  great  dramatic  power,  and  has  shown  in  several 
distances  considerable  ability  in  the  portraiture  of  character.  His  historical 
romances  are  deserving  of  that  title.  His  scenes  and  events  fi-om  actual  life 
^  presented  •with  graphic  force  and  an  unusual^  fidelity.  He  had  the  rare 
merit  of  understanding  his  subjects  as  perfectly  as  it  was  possible  to  do  so  by 
the  most  persevering  and  intelligent  study  of  all  accessible  authorities ;  and  in 
the  works  I  have  mentioned  has  wntten  in  an  elevated  and  effective  style.    In 
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Jalavar,  Robin  Day,  Nick  of  the  Woods,  The  Hawks  of  Hawk  Hollow, 
^eter  Pilgrim,  and  Sheppard  Lee,  he  has  exhibited  a  manner  as  various  as 
is  genius,  and  shown  that  there  is  hardly  a  school  of  fiction  in  which  he 
;annot  excel. 

There  are  very  few  works  of  their  sort  in  the  literature  of  any  country  com- 
parable to  the  Zenobia,  Probus,  and  Julian,  of  William  Ware.  Mrs.  .Child's 
leautiful  story  of  Philothea,  in  which  she  has  so  happily  depicted  Athenian 
lociety  in  the  age  of  Pericles,  is  the  only  American  romance  of  a  kind  in  any 
legree  similar.  Mr.  Ware's  characters  are  finely  discriminated  and  skilfully 
executed ;  and  his  narratives  have  a  just  proportion  and  completeness.  He 
i^ites  like  one  perfectly  at  home  amid  the  ancient  grandeur  and  civilization  of 
[lis  scenes  and  eras,  and  in  a  style  of  Augustan  elegance  and  purity. 

Mr.  Osbom's  Sixty  Years  of  the  Life  of  Jeremy  Levis  and  Confessions  of  a 
Poet  are  powerfiiUy  written  and  deeply  interesting.  The  latter  is  more  like  Mr. 
Dana's  Tom  Thornton  than  any  other  American  novel.  It  illustrates  the  meta- 
physics of  passion,  and  in  construction,  and  in  all  respects  indeed,  is  superior 
tO/his  first  work,  though  both  inculcate  a  questionable  morality. 

I  shall  have  occasion  elsewhere  to  refer  to  the  works  in  this  department  by 
Mr.  Allston,  Mr.  Irving,  Mr.  Longfellow,  Mr.  Hall,  Mr.  Thomas,  Mr.  Mathews 
and  some  other  writers. 

Since  the  days  of  Richardson,  when  novels  were  printed  sometimes  in  five 
quartos  and  sometimes  in  ten  octavos,  their  legitimate  extent  has  been  in  Eng- 
land three  duodecimo  volumes.  The  Germans  have  gone  back  to  the  more 
ancient  models,  such  as  were  furnished  by  Boccacio  and  the  authors  of  the 
Gesta  Romanorum,  and  many  things  in  our  own  country  have  tended  to  in- 
crease the  popularity  of  the  tale.  Partly  in  consequence  of  the  demand,  per- 
haps, our  productions  of  this  sort  have  been  exceedingly  numerous,  and  with- 
out the  imprimatur  of  any  foreign  publisher  they  have  been  read.  It  has 
sometimes  been  amusing,  however,  to  observe  the  servility  of  habit  and 
opinion  manifested  in  regard  to  such  of  them  as  have  been  attributed  to 
foreign  writers.  In  many  instances  the  contents  of  our  magazines,  received 
in  silence  or  with  faint  praise  on  their  first  appearance  here,  have  been  copied 
by  British  publishers,  returned  as  by  British  authors,  and  then  sent  with  extra- 
vagant commendations  through  half  the  gazettes  of  the  Union.  * 

Admitting,  very  readily,  that  it  requires  more  application — more  time  and 
toil — to  produce  a  three  volume  novel,  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  pro- 
duction of  the  tale  is  a  very  easy  business.      On  the  contrary,    there    is 
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scarcely  any  thing  more  difficult,  or  demanding  the  exercise  of  finer  genius, 
in  the  whole  domain  of  prose  composition. 

Washington  Irving  is  a  name  of  which  the  country  is  very  reasonably  proud. 
His  rich  humour,  fine  sentiment,  delicate  perception  of  the  beautiful,  and  taste, 
are  apparent  in  almost  every  thing  he  has  written.  He  has  given  us  but  little 
of  a  tender  or  romantic  kind  indeed,  and  less  perhaps  to  show  the  possession 
of  the  inventive  faculty.  The  Wife,  The  Broken  Heart,  the  Widow  and  her 
Son,  and  the  Pride  of  the  Village,  prove  however  that  he  could  summon  tears 
from  their  fountains  as  easily  as  he  has  wakened  smiles.  I  speak  of  him  thus 
briefly  here,  because  it  is  not  as  a  writer  of  such  works  as  are  now  under  obser- 
vation that  he  is  chiefly  distinguished. 

Next  to  Irving,  and  perhaps  before  him  in  point  of  time,  was  Richard  H. 
Dana.  His  stories  published  originally  in  The  Idle  Man^  are  among  the  most 
remarkable  works  of  their  class  in  modem  literature.  Paul  Felton  is  a  history 
of  wild  passion,  in  which  the  characters  are  portrayed  with  a  master's  skill,  and 
there  runs  through  it  a  strain  of  lofty  and  vigorous  thought,  and  a  knowledge  of 
human  life,  which  place  it  in  the  very  first  rank  of  ethical  fictions.  Edward  and 
Mary,  and  the  Sod,  are  of  a  more  pleasing  and  touching  nature,  and  are  scarcely 
less  deserving  of  praise. 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne  has  published  some  half  a  dozen  volumes  of  tales  and 
romantic  essays,  various  in  their  character,  but  all  marked  with  his  peculiar  and 
happy  genius.  He  is  « most  musical,  most  melancholy.*'  He  controls  his 
reader  as  the  capricious  air  does  the  harp.  The  handkerchief,  raised  toward 
the  eye  to  wipe  away  the  blinding  moisture  there,  is  checked  at  the  lips,  to 
suppress  a  smile,  summoned  by  some  touch  of  d«licate  and  felicitous  humour. 
He  has  the  most  unaflTected  simplicity  and  sincerity,  with  the  deepest  insight 
into  man^s  nature  and  the  secrets  of  his  action.  His  style  is  remarkable  for 
elegance,  clearness,  and  ease,  while  it  is  imaginative  and  metaphysical;  and 
his  themes,  chosen  most  frequently  from  the  legends  of  our  colonial  age,  though 
occasionally  from  those  of  a  later  period,  or  from  the  realm  of  allegory,  are  not 
more  national  than  almost  every  thing  in  his  fanciful  illustrations  and  <)uaint  and 
beautiful  philosophy.  His  Twice  Told  Tales 'and  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse 
are  the  perfection  of  pensive,  graceful,  humorous  writing,  quite  equal  to  the 
finest  things  of  Diedrich  Knickerbocker  or  GeoflTrey  Crayon,  and  superior  to  all 
else  of  a  similar  description  in  the  English  language. 

The  characteristics  of  Mr.  Willis  are  very  striking,  and  his  tales  are  proba- 
bly  not  inferior  to  any  of  their  kind.  His  style  is  felicitous,  his  fancy  warm 
and  exuberant,  and  he  has  a  ready  and  sparkling  wit.     No  author  has  described 
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contemporary  society  with  more  vivacity,  and  in  some  of  its  phases  perhaps  no 
one  has  delineated  it  with  more  fidelity. 

The  tales  of  Mr.  Poe  are  peculiar  and  impressive.  He  has  a  great  deal  of 
imagination  and  fancy,  and  his  mind  is  in  the  highest  degree  analytical.  He 
is  deficient  in  humour,  but  humour  is  a  quality  of  a  different  sort  of  minds, 
and  its  absence  were  to  him  slight  disadvantage,  but  for  his  occasional  forgets 
fidness  that  he  does  not  possess  it.  The  reader  of  Mr.  Poe's  tales  is  compelled 
almost  at  the  outset  to  surrender  his  mind  to  his  author's  control.  Unlike 
that  of  the  greater  number  of  suggestive  authors  his  narrative  is  most  minute, 
smd  unlike  most  who  attend  so  carefully  to  detail  he  has  nothing  superfluous — 
nothing  which  does  not  tend  to  the  production  of  the  desired  result.  His 
stories  seem  to  be  written  currente  calamOy  but  if  examined  will  be  found  to  be 
results  of  consummate  art.  No  mosaics  were  ever  piled  with  greater  delibera- 
tion. In  no  painting  was  ever  conception  developed  with  more  boldness  and 
apparent  freedom.  Mr.  Poe  resembles  Brockden  Brown  in  his  intimacy  with 
mental  pathology,  but  surpasses  that  author  in  delineation.  No  one  ever  de- 
lighted more  or  was  more  successful  in  oppressing  the  brain  with  anxiety  or 
startling  it  with  images  of  horror.  George  Walker,  Anne  Radclifie,  or  Maria 
Roche,  could  alarm  with  dire  chimeras,  could  lead  their  characters  into  diffi- 
culties and  perils,  but  they  extricated  them  so  clumsily  as  to  destroy  every  im- 
pression of  reality.  Mr.  Poe's  scenes  all  seem  to  be  actual.  Taking  into 
view  the  chief  fact,  and  the  characteristics  of  the  dramciis  persona^  we  can- 
not understand  how  any  of  the  subordinate  incidents  in  his  tales  could  have 
failed  to  happen. 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Okes  Smith  is  a  woman  of  a  most  original  and  poetical 
mind,  who  has  succeeded,  perhaps  better  than  any  other  person,  in  appreciat- 
ing and  developing  the  fitness  of  aboriginal  tradition  and  mythology  for  the 
purposes  of  romantic  fiction. 

The  tales  of  Mr.  Bryant,  Mr.  Leggett,  Mr.  HoiTman,  Mr.  Simms,  Mrs.  Child, 
Mrs.  Kirkland,  and  several  others,  will  be  remembered  as  possessing  various 
and  peculiar  merits. 

I  come  now  to  the  consideration  of  the  Humorous,  the  Comic,  and  the  Sa- 
tirical. It  has  been  so  fi'equently  asserted  by  men  of  little  observation  that 
these  qualities  are  almost  or  utterly  unknown  among  us,  that  I  should  feel  some 
hesitation  in  speaking  of  them  were  the  proofs  of  their  existence  here  less 
abundant  and  satisfactory.  It  is  true  that  we  have  no  Lucian,  no  Rabelais,  no 
Moliere ;  but  the  gay,  the  witty,  and  the  facetious,  have  nevertheless  borne  a 
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due  proportion  to  our  writers  of  the  graver,  profounder,  and  more  imaginative 
classes. 

I  am  disposed  to  think  that  however  successful  Mr.  Irving  has  been  in  other 
departments  of  literature,  he  will  be  longest  remembered  as  a  humorist.  Of 
his  History  of  New  .York,  humour  is  the  predominating  quality,  and  it  would  be 
difficult  to  find  any  thing  which  possesses  it  in  a  higher  degree.  Mr.  Irving's 
humourous  writings  are  different  from  nearly  all  others.  The  governing 
attribute  of  his  mind  is  taste^  and  he  presents  nothing  to  the  public 
before  it  has  been  polished  with  the  skill  and  care  of  a  lapidary.  In  all 
his  works  it  would  be  impossible  to  find  a  word  that  shocks  the  fastidiously 
refiued  by  its  vulgarity,  yet  there  is  in  them  no  lack  of  freshness  or  fireedom. 
In  his  vivacity  he  is  never  unguarded,  in  his  gayety  he  is  never  unchaste. 
Humour  cannot  easily  be  described.  As  Barrow  so  well  observes,  "It  is  that  we 
all^ee  and  know,  but  which  is  properly  appreciated  only  by  acquaintance.  It 
is  so  versatile,  so  multiform :  it  appears  in  so  many  shapes,  so  many  postures, 
so  many  garbs,  and  is  so  variously  understood  by  different  eyes  and  judg- 
ments, that  it  would  be  as  easy  to  paint  the  face  of  Proteus  as  to  give  a  clear 
and  certain  idea  of  it."  Yet  it  may  be  safely  averred  that  a  gentleman  had 
never  conception  of  it  which  is  not  illustrated  in  the  works  of  our  author. 

Mr.  Paulding  and  Mr.  Irving  commenced  so  nearly  together  that  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  say  which  had  precedence  in  point  of  time.  The  marriage  of  Paulding's 
sister  to  an  elder  brother  of  Irving  led  to  the  acquaintance  of  the  youthful 
wits,  both  of  whom  had  already  written  some  trifles  for  the  gazettes,  and  it 
was  soon  after  proposed  in  a  gay  conversation  that  they  should  establish  a 
periodical,  in  which  to  lash  and  amuse  the  town.  When  they  next  met,  each 
had  prepared  an  introductory  paper,  and  as  both  had  some  points  too  good  to 
be  sacrificed  they  were  blended  into  one,  Paulding's  serving  as  the  basis. 
They  adopted  the  title  of  Salmagundi,  and  soon  after  published  a  small  edition 
of  their  first  number,  little  thinking  of  the  extraordinary  success  which 
awaited  it.  Upon  the  completion  of  two  volumes  a  disagreement  with  their 
publisher  suddenly  caused  a  suspension  of  the  work,  and  the  sequel  to  it  was 
written  several  years  afterward  while  Irving  ^as  abroad,  exclusively  by  Pauld- 
ing. Salmagundi  entitles  its  authors  to  a  very  high  rank  among  the  comic 
writers.  In  this  miscellany.  The  Mirror  for  Travellers,  John  Bull  and  Brother 
Jonathan,  and  his  other  writings,  Mr.  Paulding  has  given  almost  every  sort 
of  facetious  and  satirical  composition.  He  deals  more  largely  than  Irving  in  the 
whimsical  and  the  burlesque,  and  he  is  wanting  in  the  exquisite  refinement 
which  lends  such  a  charm  to  Geoffrey  Crayon's  humour.     The  follies  of  men 
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re  often  confirmed,  rather  than  cured,  by  undisguised  attacks.  Mr.  Cooper, 
y  his  honest  and  sensible  commentaries  upon  a  class  in  our  American  society, 
athered  the  scattered  vulgar  into  a  mob.  Paulding,  who  took  greater  liberties, 
ras  perhaps  a  more  efficient  reformer,  without  startling  them  by  an  exhibition  of 
leir  deformities,  or  attracting  their  vexed  rage  to  himself.  »The  motley  crowds 
t  our  watering  places,  the  ridiculous  extravagance  and  ostentation  of  the  sud- 
enly  made  rich,  the  ascendency  of  pocket  over  brain  in  the  affairs  of  love,- 
ad  all  the  fopperies  and  follies  of  our  mimic  worlds,  are  described  by  him  in 
most  diverting  manner ;  while  the  more  serious  sins  of  society  are  treated 
ith  appropriate  severity.  Besides  his  occasional  coarseness,  however,  Mr. 
aulding  has  the  fault,  in  common  with  some  others,  of  labeling  his  characters, 
ay,  sedate,  or  cynical,  as  the  case  may  be,  in  descriptive  names,  as  if  doubtful 
f  their  possessing  sufficient  individuality  to  be  otherwise  distinguished.  If  a 
ero  cannot  make  himself  known  in  his  action  and  conversation  he  is  not  worth 
ringing  upon  the  boards. 

Robert  C.  Sands  exhibited  considerable  humour  in  both  his  poems  and  prose 
ritings.  He  excelled  in  burlesque,  of  which  he  produced  some  admirable  spe- 
imens.  Mr.  Sands,  Mr.  Verplanck  and  Mr.  Bryant  formed  together  a  "  literary 
onfederacy,"  during  the  existence  of  which  they  wrote  the  three  volumes  of 
'he  Talisman,  except  a  few  pieces  by  Mr.  Halleck,  and  another  friend  of 
leirs.  Mr,  Villecour  and  his  Neighbours,  and  Scenes  in  Washington,  in  this 
liscellany,  are  the  joint  composition  of  Sands  and  Verplanck,  and  are  excel- 
»nt,  except  that  in  a  few  instances  they  run  into  ill-natured  caricature.  The 
eregrinations  of  Petrus  Mudd,  in  The  Talisman,  (in  which  is  given  a  true 
istory  of  a  well-known  New  Yorker,)  and  other  early  writings  of  Mr.  Ver- 
lanck,  show  that  that  gentleman  needed  but  the  impulse  to  rival  the  finest  wits 
f  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne. 

John  Sanderson,  to  natural  abilities  of  a  high  order  added  a  calm,  chaste 
^holarship,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  men,  a  singularly  amiable  disposi- 
on,  and  a  frank  and  highbred  courtesy.  In  his  humour  were  blended  happily 
le  characteristics  of  Rabelais,  Sterne  and  Lamb.  To  his  appreciation  of 
le  comic  was  added  a  most  delicate,  peipception  of  the  beautiful.  He  knew 
jciety,  its  selfishness,  and  its  want  of  honour,  but  looked  upon  it  less  in 
Qger  than  in  sadness.  Yet  he  was  no  cynic,  no  Heraclitus.  He  deemed  it  wisest 
)  laugh  at  the  follies  of  mankind.  Through  all  his  experience  he  lost  none 
f  his  natural  urbanity,  his  freshness  of  feeling,  his  earnestness  and  sincerity, 
[e  was  not  less  brilliant  in  his  conversation* than  in  his  writings ;  but  he  never 
immoned  a  shadow  to  any  face,  or  permitted  a  weight  to  lie  on  any  heart. 
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In  the  OUapodiana  of  Willis  Gaylord  Clarke  are  many  of  the  character- 
istics of  Sanderson ;  but  Clarke  lived  in  a  more  quiet  atmosphere  ;  or  perhaps 
it  were  better  to  say,  he  had  a  less  independent  expression.  Bom  and  educated 
in  a  rural  village,  and  passing  his  maturer  years  in  a  metropolis,  he  was  fami- 
liar with  almost  ev^  variety  of  life  and  manners  existing  in  our  own  country. 
His  perception  of  the  ludicrous  was  quick,  and  his  taste  rejected  all  that  was 
coarse  or  depraving.  We  find  in  few  works  such  a  pleasing  combination  of 
elegant  comedy  and  fine  sentiment  as  in  the  quaint  essays  above  referred  to, 
and  in  none,  perhaps,  a  truer  index  to  an  author's  own  habits  and  feelings. 

The  Charcoal  Sketches,  and  other  humorous  writings  of  Joseph  C. 
Neal,  are  elaborate,  but  wanting  in  the  grace  and  spirit  which  distinguish 
many  productions  of  their  class.  Mr.  Neal  writes  as  if  he  had  little  or  no 
sympathy  with  his  creations,  and  as  if  he^'ere  a  calm  spectator  of  acts  and 
actors,  whimsical  or  comical, — an  observer  rather  by  accident  than  from 
desire.  It  is  not  always  so,  however,  since  in  some  of  his  sketches  he  exhibits 
not  only  a  happy  faculty  for  the  burlesque,  and  singular  skill  in  depicting  cha- 
racter, but  a  geniality  and  heartiness  of  appreciation  which  carry  the  reader's 
feelings  along  with  his  fancy. 

I  shall  but  allude  here  to  Judge  Breckenridge's  Modern  Chivalry,  Dr.  Gil- 
man's  Village  Choir,  Major  McClintock's  Yankee  Sleigh  Ride,  Wedding,  and 
other  stories,  the  Jack  Downing  Letters,  (through  which  runs  a  very  genuine 
humour  of  a  certain  sort,)  Mrs.  Kirkland's  New  Home,  and  other  works  of  a 
like  description  written  in  the  northern  and  eastern  states  of  the  Union. 

The  comic  literature  of  the  United  States  must  be  looked  for  chiefly  in 
those  parts  of  the  country  which  have  yet  fiirnished  little  or  nothing  of  a  differ- 
ent sort.  There  is  an  originality  and  riant  boldness  in  some  of  the  productions 
of  the  South  and  West  which  give  abundant  promise  for  the  future.  And 
what  we  have,  however  coarsely  stamped,  is  of  the  truest  metal.  It  is  necessary 
only  to  refer  to  Judge  Longstreet's  Georgia  Scenes,  Thompson's  Major  Jones's 
Courtship  and  Chronicles  of  Pineville,  Mr.  Thorpe's  Tom  Owen  the  Bee  Hunter 
and  Big  Bear  of  Arkansas,  Mr.  Hooper's  Simon  Suggs,  Morgan  Neville's  Mike 
Fink,  and  to  other  characteristic  prod'uctions  of  southern  and  western  men,  to 
justify  expectations  of  an  original  and  indigenous  literature  of  this  kind  firom 
the  cotton  region  and  the  valley  of  the  Mississippi. 

Of  humorous  and  satirical  poetry  we  have  no  lack  of  quantity,  and  there 
are  sq^e  good  specimens.  Trumbull's  Progress  of  Dulness  and  McFingal, 
Clifflon's  Group  and  Epistle  to  Giflbrd,  some  of  the  ballads,  etc.  of  Francis 
Hopkinson,  Fessenden's    Terrible    Tractoration,   and  Democracy   Unveiled, 
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Verplanck's  Bncktail  Bards  and  Dick  Shift,  Halleck's  Fanny,  Pierpont's  Por- 
trait, Osborne's  Vision  of  Rubeta,  The  Echo,  The  Political  Greenhouse,  and 
the  writings  of  Sands,  Sprague,  Holmes,  Ward,  Benjamin,  and  others,  furnish 
many  passages  of  humour  and  caustic  wit. 

The  Essays  of  a  people  are  among  the  best  indexes  to  their  condition  and 
character.  They  are  often  produced  by  minds  transiently  released  from  public 
afiairs,  «when  reflection  and  speculation  employ  powers  that  have  been  schooled 
for  action.  To  write  just  treatises,  says  Bacon,  requireth  leisure  in  the  writer 
and  leisure  in  the  reader.  The  essay  is  more  fit  for  the  nation  whose  energies 
and  sympathies  are  lively  and  diffused.  It  flourishes  most  where  some  degree 
of  cultivation  is  universal.  Like  the  lecture,  it  is  addressed  to  those  who  are 
familiar  with  first  principles.  An  elk  in  essay  writing  was  commenced  by  Steele 
and  Addison,  in  their  periodical  papers  suggested  by  the  follies  of  contempo- 
rary society.  This  era  closed  with  the  production  in  America  of  the  Salma- 
gundi of  Irving  and  Paulding,  the  Old  Bachelor  of  Wirt  and  his  associates, 
and  the  Lay  Preacher  of  Dennie.  Another  era  was  begun  with  the  Quarterly 
Reviews,*  which,  with  the  magazines,  have  absorbed  so  large  a  proportion  of 


*  It  is  now  more  than  a  century  since  the  first  American  Monthly  Magazine  was  established  in  Bos- 
ton, by  Jeremy  Gridley.  It  was  continued  about  three  years,  and  was  more  successful  than  any  work 
of  its  sort  commenced  before  the  Revolution.  The  Massachusetts  Magazine,  to  which  Drs.  Freeman 
and  Howe  and  Mrs.  Morton  were  contributors,  lasted  from  1784  to  1795.  In  1803  the  Anthology 
Club  was  formed,  to  conduct  the  Monthly  Anthology,  which  had  been  established  by  Phincas  Adams. 
Among  its  members  were  Professor  Ticknor,  Alexander  H.  Everett,  William  Tudor,  Drs.  Bigelow 
and  Crardner,  and  Rev.  Messrs.  Buckminster,  Thatcher  and  Emerson,  (father  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emer- 
son.) The  Anthology  was  discontinued  in  1811.  In  1812  and  1813  four  volumes  of  the  General 
Repertory  and  Review — the  first  American  quarterly — were  issued  at  Cambridge,  under  the  editor- 
ship of  Andrews  Norton.  It  was  literary  and  theological,  and  contained  some  very  able  papers.  The 
North  American  Review  was  commenced  in  1815  by  William  Tudor.  It  was  transferred  in  1817  to 
Willard  Phillips,  and  in  the  same  year  to  The  North  American  Club,  the  most  active  members  of 
which  were  Edward  T.  Channing,  Richard  H.  Daua,  and  Jared  Sparks,  then  a  tutor  in  Harvard  College. 
In  1819  Edward  Everett  became  editor,  and  its  circulation  increased  so  rapidly  that  three  editions 
were  printed  of  some  of  the  numbers.  Some  of  Mr.  Everett's  articles  relating  to  Greece,  British 
travellers  in  America,  and  belles  lettres,  attracted  very  general  attention  abroad  as  well  as  in  the  United 
States.  In  1823  the  work  was  placed  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Sparks,  who  conducted  it  until  1830, 
when  it  was  purchased  by  Alexander  H.  Everett,  then  just  returned  from  his  mission  to  Spain.  Mr. 
Everett  surrendered  it  to  Dr.  Palfrey,  in  1835,  and  I  believe  it  passed  into  the  hands  of  its  pre^-cnt 
editor,  Mr.  Bowen,  in  1842.  The  Christian  Examiner,  a  very  able  literary  and  theological  review, 
in  1818  took  the  place  of  The  Christian  Disciple,  which  had  been  published  six  years  under  ^e  direc- 
tion of  Noah  Worcester.  The  Examiner  has  contained  some  of  the  best  essays  of  Dr.  Channing, 
Dr.  Dewey,  the  Wares,  and  other  eminent  Unitarian  clergymen.  The  Christian  Review,  also 
quarterly,  and  devoted  both  to  literature  and  religion,  was  established  in  1835,  and  has  contained 
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the  best  writing  of  the  present  age,  and  the  custom  of  delivering  addresses  on 
festival  occasions  and  before  societies,  which  obtains  principally  in  the  United 
States.    These  last  are  chiefly  historical  and  moral,  are  in  many  instances  by 


trtidet  by  Dr.  Wayhndv  Dr.  WilHamB,  Dr.  Sean,  and  other  leading  clergymen  of  the  Baptiit  chnrchea. 
The  Boston  Quarterly  Review  was  commenced  in  1837,  and  its  contents  have  been  principally  writ- 
ten by  its  editor,  Mr.  Brownson.  The  New  England  Maganne  was  established  by  J.  T.  Buckingham, 
the  veteran  and  able  editor  of  the  Boston  Courier,  in  1833,  and  was  discontinued  on  the  close  of  the 
nxth  Tolame,  principally  I  believe  on  account  of  the  death  of  the  editor's  son  and  associate,  Mr. 
Edwin  Buckingham.  The  Dial,  a  maganne  of  Literature,  Philosophy  and  Religion,  was  published 
from  1841  to  1843  under  the  direction  of  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

The  New  York  Magazine  and  Literary  Repository  was  published  from  1787  to  1792.  No  literary 
periodical  of  much  merit  existed  in  New  York  until  1822  and  1823,  when  The  Literary  Review  was 
published  and  Robert  C.  Sands  was  among  its  leading  contributors.  In  the  early  pert  of  1 824  The  Athin- 
tic  Maganne  was  commenced,  and  Sands  became  its  editor.  It  was  afterwards  called  The  New  York 
Monthly  Review,  and  edited  by  Sands,  and  Mr.  Bryaiit,  who  removed  to  New  York  in  1825.  The 
Knickerbocker  Magazine  was  started  in  December,  1832,  by  C.  F.  Hoffinan,  wh6  in  1833  yielded  the  edi- 
torBhip  to  Timothy  FUnt,  who  was  in  turn  succeeded  in  the  following  year  by  its  present  editor,  Lewis 
Gajlord  Clark.  The  Knickerbocker  has  been  one  of  the  most  successful  and  brilliant  periodicals  of  the  day. 
Among  its  contributors  have  been  Irving,  Paulding,  Bryant,  Longfellow,  and  nearly  all  the  younger  wri- 
ters of  much  note  in  the  country.  The  Democratic  Review  was  commenced  in  Washington,  in  1837,  by 
Mr.  0*SiiIliTan,  one  of  its  present  editors,  and  Mr.  Langtree,  his  brother-in-law,  since  deceased.  It  was 
removed  to  New  York  in  1841.  It  has  been  the  most  successful  magazine  of  a  political  character  in 
the  United  States,  and  has  been  conducted  with  ability,  dignity,  and  good  taste.  The  American 
Monthly  Magazine,  which  had  been  published  several  years  under  Mr.  Herbert,  Mr.  Hoffinan,  and  Mr. 
Benjtmin,  was  discontinued  in  1838.  Arcturus,  a  Journal  of  Books  and  Opinion,  was  continued 
•bout  two  years  by  Mr.  E.  A.  Duyckinck  ^nd  Cornelius  Mathews,  who  wrote  its  principal  contents. 
The  American  Review,  a  Whig  Journal,  was  established  by  Mr.  George  H.  Colton,  in  1844.  The 
American  Biblical  Repository,  devoted  to  biblical  and  general  literature,  theological  discussion,  the 
history  of  theological  opmions,  etc^  was  founded  in  1831  by  Edward  Robinson,  the  distinguished 
oricDtalist,  who  conducted  it  until  1838.  Its  present  editor  is  Mr.  J.  H.  Agnew.  The  New  York 
Reriew  (quarterly)  was  published  frt>m  1837  to  1842,  during  which  time  its  principal  writers  were 
the  Rev.  Drs.  Hawks,  Henry  and  CoggsweD,  and  Messrs.  Legare,  Henry  Reed,  and  Duyckinck. 

In  Philadelphia  Ai&in*s  Pennsylvania  Magazine  was  the  most  popular  titerary  poriodical  before  the 
Revolution.  Thomas  Paine  and  Francis  Hopkinson  were  contributors.  It  was  suspended  on  the  sp- 
eech of  the  war.  Mathew  Carey  published  the  American  Museum  from  1787  to  1792.  In  1805 
A^harles  Brockden  Brown  began  the  Literary  Magazine  and  American  Register,  which  he  continued 
five  yesrs.  In  1809,  The  Portfolio  which  had  been  established  eight  years  before,  by  Joseph  Dennie, 
iru  changed  from  a  weekly  gazette  to  a  monthly  magazine.  After  the  death  of  Dennie,  eariy  in  1812, 
it  was  edited  for  a  considerable  period  by  the  late  celebrated  and  unfortunate  Nicholas  Biddle,  and  in 
1818  passed  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  J.  E.  Hall,  who  conducted  it  until  it  was  discontinued  in  1821. 
The  Aiudectic  Magazine  was  established  by  Moses  Thomas  in  1813,  and  I  believe  was*  published  until 
1820.  Many  of  the  cleverest  men  in  the  country,  including  Mr.  Irving,  Mr.  Paulding,  and  Wilson 
(the  ornithologist)  wrote  for  these  works,  which  were  more  widely  and  generally  read  than  any  peri- 
o^icsb  which  had  been  or  were  then  published  in  this  country.  They  were  in  royal  octavo,  each 
amaber  containing  from  seventy  to  one  hundred  pages,  and  were  embellished  with  engravings  scarcely 
inferior  to  the  best  now  produced,  from  original  pictures.  In  1827  the  American  Quarterly  Review 
^vu  establidied,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Robert  Walsh,  and  it  was  continued  ten  years.    The 
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our  most  eminent  scholars,  jurists  and  statesmen,  and  constitute  a  very  import- 
ant part  of  our  literature. 

The  humour,  repose,  simplicity  and  strong  sense  of  Franklin  are  conspicu- 
ous in  nearly  every  thing  he  wrote.  He  is  among  the  most  national  of  our 
authors.  The  very  spirit  of  New  England  lives  in  The  Way  to  Wealth,  The 
Morals  of  Chess,  and  The  Whistle,  as  well  as  in  his  Letters,  so  full  of  prudence 
and  sagacity.  His  style  is  elaborate,  and  in  some  respects  is  better  than  that 
of  any  of  his  contemporaries.  It  is  familiar,  condensed,  of  pure  English,  and 
has  considerable  variety. 

The  Lay  Preacher  of  Dennie  and  his  articles  in  the  Portfolio  seem  to  me 
feeble  and  afiected,  though  occasionally  marked  by  considerable  excellence. 
It  was  natural  to  overrate  him,  as  in  his  time  we  had  very  few  writers  with 
whom  he  could  be  compared.  For  several  years  after  the  death  of  Brockden 
Brown  I  believe  he  was  the  only  man  in  the  country  who  made  literature  a 
profession. 

Mr.  Wirt,  in  the  Old  Bachelor  and  The  British  Spy,  wrote  in  a  natural,  copi- 
ous and  flowing  style,  which  was  occasionally  poUshed  into  elegance.  It  was 
perhaps  too  full  and  ornate  for  a  writer,  but  was  admirable  for  an  orator.  The 
story  of  the  Blind  Preacher  was  in  his  happiest  manner,  but  his  disquisitions 
on  eloquence  are  more  carefully  composed,  and  are  vigorous  and  full  of 
just  reflections. 

Among  our  historical  essayists  a  distinguished  place  is  held  by  Mr.  Ver- 
planck.  Nearly  thirty  years  ago  he  undertook  in  various  discourses  and  reviews 
the  eulogy  of  the  excellent  men  who  had  most  largely  contributed  to  raise  or 
support  our  national  institutions  and  to  form  or  to  elevate  our  national  charac- 
ter. His  sketches  have  in  parts  the  elaboration  of  cabinet  pictures.  His 
colouring  and  drawing  have  the  fidelity  and  distinctness  of  De  Leide  and 


ture,  but  for  teveral  years  their  contents  haye  been  original,  and  their  eztraordinaiy  lale  has  .„ 
their  publi«hera  to  employ  the  best  writers.     Graham's  Magazine  is  embellished  with  the  most  costly 
engravings,  and  has  a  circulation  of  nearly  thirty  thousand  o^nes.     Like  their  predecessors,  The 
Portfolio  and  The  Analectic,  the  Philadelphia  magazines  of  the  present  day  owe  their  principal  attrac- 
tions to  New  York  and  New  England  writers. 

The  Southern  Quarterly  Review  was  established  in  Charleston  in  1828,  and  suspended  in  1833. 
It  was  recommenced  in  1842,  and  I  believe  is  now  edited  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Whittaker.  Among  its 
most  distinguished  writers  have  been  Stephen  Elliott,  Hugh  S.  Legare,  and  W.  G.  Siinms. 

The  Southern  Literary  Messenger  was  founded  by  Mr.  T.  W.  White,  in  1834,  and  since  his  death 
has  been  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  B.  B.  Miner.  The  best  writers  of  Virginia  and  some  of  the  other 
states  have  contributed  to  it,  and  it  has  been  from  the  beginning  a  very  valuable  and  interesting  work. 

The  New  Englander,  published  at  Hartford,  Conn.,  has  not  been  very  k>ng  established,  but  it  is 
amonfr  the  first  of  our  periodicals  in  character. 
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Wouvermans.  He  is  the  most  learned  of  our  writers  in  the  history  of  Dutch 
colonization,  and  occasionally  his  style  is  marked  by  a  certain  humorous 
gravity  which  is  inherited  by  the  descendants  of  the  New  Netherlanders.  All 
his  productions  are  marked  by  excellent  taste  and  a  most  genial  spirit. 

Robert  Walsh  was  editor  of  the  American  Quarterly  Review,  and  a  contri- 
butor to  some  similar  periodicals  abroad.  His  commentaries  on  books,  the 
drama,  and  works  of  art,  exhibited  industry  and  good  sense,  knowledge  and 
reflection,  within  a  limited  range  f  but  he  lacked  the  earnest  sympathy  of  such 
critics  as  Dana,  who  views  books  not  only  as  subjects  of  intellectual  obser- 
vation, but  as  appealing  to  man's  primal  instincts,  and  whose  comments  on 
works  of  genius  are  accordingly  not  merely  technical  but  psychological. 

The  works  of  Dr.  Channing  have  had  and  will  continue  to  exert  a  powerful 
and  healthful  influence.  He  is  original,  even  when  not  new  or  novel,  for  he 
gives  his  own  perceptions  of  truth.  His  style  owes  less  popularity  to  its  fluency 
than  to  its  being  a  just  expression  of  his  character :  every  faculty  of  his  mind 
and  peculiarity  of  his  position  being  reflected  in  it.  It  is  marked  by  feeling, 
imagination,  and  moral  energy.  When  he  expresses  a  common  idea,  it  will  be 
found,  on  examination,  that  he  gives  it  a  new  character,  by  connecting  it  with 
the  deepest  feelings  and  instincts.  His  clear  perception  of  man's  duties  made 
him  particularly  insist  on  many  principles  which,  though  universally  admitted, 
do  not  influence  the  conduct.  His  writings  are  the  sincere  expressions  of  an 
earnest  mind.  He  makes  his  readers  love  virtue  and  truth.  He  oflen  convicts 
us  of  a  superficial  perception  of  what  we  deemed  the  commonplaces  of  reli- 
gion and  morality,  and  makes  us  feel  their  depth  and  great  importance. f 

Edward  Everett  is  one  of  our  best  specimens  of  culture  and  scholarship. 
His  style  is  copious,  graceful,  and  justly  modulated.  It  shows  considerable 
energy  and  fancy,  and  great  command  of  language.  His  brother,  Alexander 
IL  Everett,  has  less  tact  and  taste,  but  is  perhaps  equal  to  him  in  extent 
v^owledge  and  variety  of  accomplishments.  He  is  the  author  of  more  than 
fifty  articles  in  the  North  American  Review,  of  which  he  was  a  considerable 


*  He  wrote  a  large  Tolume  in  defence  of  the  moral  and  intellectaal  chaTacter  of  the  conntrj,  in  which 
be  preaenCB  the  daims  of  many  insignificant  persons  to  consideration,  but  does  not  once  in  any  way  allude 
to  Jonathan  Edwards,  whose  simple  name  was  worth  all  his  five  hundred  pages,  for  the  purpose  he  had 
in  view.  This  was  perhaps  less  fi-om  ignorance  than  fi-om  prejudice  against  Edwards's  theology  and 
Bwtaphysics. 

f  Channing  is  one  of  those  men  whose  mind  is  hung  upon  heaven  with  golden  chords,  and  whose 
thoQgfati  vibrate  between  what  is  pure  below  and  sublime  above. — Dr,  Bowring. 

Dr.  Channing,  one  of  those  men  who  are  a  blessing  and  an  honour  to  their  generation  and  their 
wuntfyd — SotUhey, 
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time  editor,  and  has  written  largely  in  other  periodicals.     His  favourite  sub- 
jects are  connected  with  French  literature  and  political  history  and  economy. 

Hugh  S.  Legar6  was  equal  to  Edward  Everett  in  classical  scholarship,  and 
superior  in  the  vigour  and  chasteness  of  his  style.  Some  6f  his  contributions 
to*the  New  York  and  Southern  Quarterly  Reviews  have  scarcely  been  excelled  for 
accuracy  of  investigation  and  comprehensiveness  of  views.  There  was  not 
however  much  variety  in  his  subjects  or  his  manner. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Gilman,  formerly  a  frequent  contributor  to  the  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  and  the  author  of  that  graphic  and  humorous  picture  of  rural  man- 
ners, the  Memoirs  of  a  New  England  Village  Choir,  has  written  forcibly  and 
with  taste  upon  many  subjects  connected  with  philosophy  and  general  literature. 

Of  contemporary  philosbphical  essayists  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  is  the  most 
distinguished.  He  is  an  original  and  independent  thinker,  and  commands 
attention  both  by  the  novelty  of  his  views  and  the  graces  and  peculiarities  of 
his  style.  He  perceives  the  evils  in  society^  the  falsehoods  of  popular  opin- 
ions, the  unhappy  tendencies  of  common  feelings ;  and  is  free  from  vulgar  cant 
and  enslaving  prejudice.  Mr.  Emerson  is  the  leader  of  a  considerable  party, 
which  is  acquiring  strength  from  the  freshness  and  independence  of  its  litera- 
ture. 

Mr.  Orestes  A.  Brownson  is  bold  and  powerful,  and  I  suppose  honest,  not- 
withstanding his  want  of  consistency.  Conscious  of  the  possession  of  great 
abilities,  conscious  of  the  validity  of  certain  claims  he  has  to  unattained  good 
reputation  and  happiness,  he  has  sought  for  both  through  almost  every  variety 
of  action  and  opinion,  always  thinking  himself  right,  though  nejirly  always,  as 
he  has  been  doomed  to  learn,  in  the  wrong.  He  is  an  exceedingly  voluminous 
writer,  in  religion  and  politics  as  well  as  in  metaphysics,  and  his  works,  if 
collected  and  chronologically  printed,  from  Charles  Elwood  down  to  his  last 
speech  in  defence  of  the  Roman  religion,  would  present  the  most  remarkable 
and  interesting  of  psychological  histories, 

Mr.  George  P.  Marsh  is  one  of  our  most  learned  essayists,  and  his  writings 
are  as  much  distinguished  for  good  sense  and  acuteness  as  for  scholarship. 
They  are  also  marked  by  a  thorough  nationality. 

C.  C.  Felton,  Greek  Professor  in  Harvard  University,  is  one  of  the  princi- 
pal writers  for  the  North  American  Review,  and  is  a  discriminating  critic.  His 
style  is  brilliant  and  pointed. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Hawks  has  an  easy  and  copious  style,  skill  in  analysis,  accu- 
rate acquaintance  with  history,  caustic  wit,  and  a  uniform  heartiness  of  pur- 
pose, which  make  him  a  powerful  as  well  as  an  attractive  character  writer. 
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Francis  Bowen,  edkor  of  (he  North  American  Review,  is  a  clear,  forcible, 
independent  thinker,  and  has  much  precision  and  energy  of  style.  His  con- 
tributions on  metaphysical  subjects,  and  on  the  principles  of  law  and  govern- 
ment, are  of  a  very  high  character.  He  is  a  man  of  large  acquirements  both 
in  literature  and  philosophy. 

George  S.  Hillard  is  one  of  the  most  polished  writers  of  New  England. 
His  taste  is  fastidious,  and  he  is  a  fine  rhetorician.  He  excels  in  arrangement 
and  condensation,  and  has  an  imaginative  expression.  Of  his  numerous 
articles  in  the  North  American  Review  one  of  the  most  brilliant  is  on  Prescott's 
Conquest  of  Mexico,  but  I  think  the  happiest  of  his  essays  is  that  on  the 
Mission  of  the  Poet,  read  before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society. 

Charles  Sumner,  though  still  a  young  man,  is  widely  known  for  the  extent 
of  his  legal  knowledge  and  his  general  attainments.  His  style  is  rapid  and 
energetic,  with  much  fulness  of  thought  and  illustration.  He  has  a  great  deal 
of  enthusiasm  and  courage,  as  is  shown  by  his  discourse  X)n  the  True  Gran- 
deur of  Nations. 

Mr.  Tuckerman's  appreciation  of  the  beautiful  seems  instinctive,  and  the 
style  of  his  criticisms  is  unaffected,  flowing,  and  graceful.  His  Thoughts  on 
the  Poets  contain  passages  which  are  the  perfection  of  that  sort  of  writing. 
He  has  manly  sense,  and  tenderness  without  mawkish  sentiment,  and  a  just 
contempt  of  prudery  and  hypocrisy.  His  generous  warmth  and  indepen- 
dence may  serve  in  some  degree  to  counteract  in  this  country  the  sordid  and 
calculating  spirit  of  the  age. 

Mr.  E.  P.  Whipple  is  one  of  our  youngest  and  most  brilliant  writers.  His 
papers  which  have  appeared  in  the  reviews  and  magazines  are  discriminating 
and  comprehensive,  analytical  and  reflective,  and  display  an  extraordinary 
maturity  of  judgment. 

Respecting  Mr.  David  Hoffman's  volumes  of  pleasant  practical  morality, 
Mr.  Wilde's  ingenious  Researches  and  Considerations  concerning  Tasso,  Mr. 
Fay's  Dreams  and  Reveries,  Mr.  Lowell's  Essays  on  the  Old  Poets,  The  Ana- 
lyst of  Mr.  Jones,  and  the  reviews  and  other  essays  on  art,  literature,  philoso- 
phy and  manners  by  Dr.  Norton,  Dr.  Bethune,  Mr.  Hazard,  Mr.  Parker,  Mr. 
Reed,  Mr.  Carey,  Mr.  Hudson,  Mr.  Simms,  Mr.  Duyckinck,  and  many  others 
who  have  distinguished  themselves  as  essayists  and  critics,  my  present  limits 
will  not  admit  any  particular  commentary. 

I  shall  but  allude  to  our  writers  of  voyages  and  travels :  to  the  learned,  acute 
and  honest  Robinson.  Stevens,  alwavs  lively  and  nicturesaue.  the  eraphic  and 
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reflective  Cooper,  the  discriminating  and  humorous  Sanderson,  the  animated 
and  genial  Headley,  and  Cheever,  Gushing,  Dana,  Dewey,  Mackenzie,  Melville, 
Miss  Sedgwick,  Willis,  and  others,  whose  journals  abroad  have  delighted  the 
readers  of  both  continents  ;  and  with  the  same  brevity  I  must  refer  to  Lewis  and 
Clarke,  Long,  Flint,  and  Irving;  to  the  ingenious  and  laborious  SchoolcraH,  to 
Audubon  and  Catlin,  with  their  enthusiasm,  strange  adventure  and  happy  deline- 
ation, to  Stephens  and  Norman  wandering  among  the  vestiges  of  forgotten  nations 
in  the  New  World,  to  the  intrepid  Fremont,  and  many  beside,  who  have  not 
only  added  to  the  literature  of  the  country  by  their  journals,  full  of  novel  facts 
and  important  observations,  or  attractive  by  the  graces  of  style,  but  have  sown 
seeds  for  richer  harvests  in  exposing  the  subjects  and  materials  for  the  sculptor 
and  painter,  the  poet  and  romancer,  scattered  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific 
and  from  the  Polar  to  the  Carib  seas. 

I  have  yet  mad^  no  particular  notice  of  the  contributions  to  our  literature 
by  that  sex  who  until  recently  were  content  to  be  the  subjects  and  the  inspira-^ 
tion  of  the  finest  creations  of  genius.  Throughout  Christendom  woman  has 
assumed  new  offices  and  achieved  new  and  unlooked-for  triumphs.  In  fifty 
years  she  has  done  more  in  the  domains  of  intellect  than  she  had  done  before 
in  five  centuries.  WTien  Hannah  Adams  produced  her  histories  she  was  per- 
haps not  inferior  to  any  historical  writer  then  in  America.  Miss  Sedgwick  fol- 
lowed, with  her  charming  pictures  of  New  England  Life,  Redwood,  Clarence, 
Hope  Leslie,  the  Linwoods,  and  other  novels  and  tales ;  Mrs.  Child  with  Ho- 
bomok.  The  Rebels,  the  classical  romance  of  Philothea,  her  elegant  Biogra- 
phies, and  volumes  of  Letters  ;  Mrs.  Brooks  with  Zophiel,  so  full  of  imagina- 
tion and  passion ;  Mrs.  Hale  with  Northwood,  and  Sketches  of  American 
Life ;  Miss  Leslie  with  Mrs.  Washington  Potts  and  her  other  spirited 
views  of  society ;  Miss  Beecher  with  her  profound  and  acute  metaphysical 
and  religious  writings ;  Mrs.  Oilman  with  Love's  Progress,  her  graphic  Recol- 
lections of  a  Southern  Matron,  and  other  works ;  Mrs.  Kirkland  with  A  New 
Home,  Forest  Life,  and  Western  Clearings,  unequaled  as  pictures  of  manners 
among  the  pioneers  ;  Miss  Fuller  with  Summer  on  the  Lakes,  Woman  in  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  and  her  brilliant  Papers  on  Literature  and  Art ;  Miss 
Mackintosh  with  Conquest  and  Self-conquest,  Praise  and  Principle,  and 
Woman  an  Enigma ;  and  Mrs.  Embury,  Mrs.  Sigoumey,  Mrs.  Smith,  Mrs. 
EUet,  Mrs.  Stephens,  Mrs.  Worthington,  Mrs.  Judson,*  Mrs.  Sedgwick,  and 
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many  others  who  in  various   departments   of  literature   have  written  works 
honourable  to  themselves^  their  sex,  the  country,  and  the  age. 

For  a  survey  of  our  poetical  literature  I  refer  to  the  eighth  edition, 
recently  published,  of  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America.  Not  all  the  speci- 
mens in  that  book  are  fruits  of  genius  or  high  cultivation.  It  was  designed  to 
show  what  had  been  accomplished  in  the  most  difficult  field  of  intellectual 
exertion  in  the  first  half  century  of  our  national  existence.  With  much  of  the 
highest  excellence  it  includes  nothing  inferior  to  some  of  the  contents  of  the 
most  celebrated  anthologies  of  other  countries ;  and  while  the  whole  showed  a 
remarkable  diiTusion  of  taste  and  refinement  of  feeling,  we  could  point  to  Mrs. 
Brooks,  Mr.  Bryant,  Mr.  Dana,  Mr.  Halleck,  Mr.  Longfellow,  and  others,  as 
poets  of  whom  any  people  would  be  proud. 

There  is  indeed  no  reason  why  poetry  should  not  be  cultivated  here  as  suc- 
cessfully  as  in  any  country.  The  nature  of  humanity  is  the  s^pie  in  all  the  ages, 
i&id  man  is  for  ever  the  theme  of  the  poet's  noblest  song.  Paradise  Lost,  nor  the 
Inferno,  nor  Hyperion,  nor  almost  any  great  poem  of  any  nation  is  founded  on 
authentic  annals.  Scriptures  are  true,  and  old  mythologies  survive ;  the  gods 
of  Greece  yet  live,  the  sound  of  the  triton's  conch  is  mingling  with  the  roar 
of  waves,  and  nymphs  still  stir  the  forest  leaves ;  and 

Fable  is  lovers  world,  his  home,  bis  birth-place. 
Belightedlj  dwells  he  'mong  fays  and  talisman* 
And  spirits ;  and  delightedly  believes 
Divinities,  being  himself  divine. 
The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets, 
7*he  fair  humanities  of  old  religion. 
The  power,  the  beauty,  and  the  majesty. 
That  had  her  haunts  in  dale,  or  piny  mountain, 
Or  forest,  by  slow  stream  or  pebbly  spring. 
Or  chasms,  or  watery  depths ;  all  these  have  vanished : 
They  live  longer  in  the  iaith  of  reason ! 
But  still  the  heart  doth  need  a  language,  still 
Doth  the  old' instinct  bring  back  the  old  names. 

But,  were  there  a  necessity  of  local  and  special  influences,  the  dim  vistas 
which  have  been^  opened  to  us  of  ancient  civilization  on  this  continent,  the 
shadowy  views  we  have  of  the  strange  adventure  and  heroic  achievements  of 
the  many-charactered  colonists  who  first  invaded  its  different  latitude^,  and 
the^ong  and  singular  wars  by  which  nation  afler  nation  was  annihilated,  offer 
boundless  fields  for  the  heroic  bard ;  while  our  dark  old  forests,  rivers  like  flowing 
seas,  and  lakes  which  claim  firatemity  with  oceans,  valleys,  and  mountains,  and 
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caverns  in  which  whole  nations  of  the  Old  World  might  be  hidden,  and  climates 
and  seasons  which  are  our  peculiar  heritage,  are  prolific  of  subjects  and  illas- 
trations  for  the  p6etry  of  description. 

Little  has  yet  been  done  toward  an  American  drama.  Plays,  to  be  success- 
ful on  the  stage,  must  be  «  abstracts  and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time."  Their 
living  principle  must  be  the  spirit  of  the  age  and  people.  Whether  the  swell 
and  surge  of  our  revolution,  which  cannot  even  now  be  said  to  have  entirely 
subsided,  bear  to  the  present  fragments  that  may  be  completed  and  reproduced, 
or  contemporary  life  be  represented  in  the  cpmedy  of  manners,  or  subjects  of 
any  other  period  or  description  be  chosen,  the  drama  must  still  have  its 
chorusses,  not  written  by  the  author,  but  evoked  by  him  from  his  audiences  in 
appeals  to  their  hearts.  The  weak  and  wicked  policy  of  the  government 
respecting  copyrights,  inducing  a  deluge  of  the  most  worthless  foreign  litera- 
ture, and  placing  under  a  ban  most  of  those  who  would  give  utterance  to  the  true 
voice  of  the  people,  is  undermining  the  foundations  of  our  nationality ;  but  tl^ 
success  of  the  plays  of  Bird  and  Conrad,  and  the  failure  of  those  of  Longfellow 
and  Willis,  show  that  there  still  is  patriotism  enough  among  us  to  prefer  works 
with  the  American  inspiration  to  those  of  any  degree  of  artistic  merit  without 
it.  Besides  the  authors  already  mentioned,  Mr..  Hillhouse,  Mr.  John  Howard 
Payne,  Mr.  Epes  Sargent,  Mr.  George  H.  Calvert,  Mr.  Cornelius  Mathews, 
Mr.  Rufus  Dawes,  Mr.  Lawton  Osborne,  and  Mrs.  Mo  watt,  have  written 
dramatic  pieces  of  literary  merit,  some  of  which  have  been  acted  with  con- 
siderable success. 

The  relation  of  the  plastic  arts  to  poetry  is  immediate,  and  the  shortest  sur- 
vey of  our  intellectual  history  would  be  incomplete  without  some  reference  to  the 
noble  works  of  our  painters  and  sculptors.  We  may  point  with  pride  to  Copley, 
many  of  whose  best  pictures  grace  the  collections  of  his  native  town ;  to  West, 
every  where  reverenced  by  the  greatest  critics  ;*  Allston  who  in  the  world  left 


*  Mr.  West  prodaced  a  series^f  compositionB  from  sacred  and  pro&ne  history,  pvofoundlj  stadied, 
and  executed  with  the  most  &cile  power,  which  not  only  were  superior  to  any  former  productions  of 
English  art,  but,  far  surpassing  contemporary  merit  on  the  continent,  were  unequaled  at  any  period 
below  the  school  of  vthe  CaraocL — Sir  Thomat  Lawrence, 

In  hb  department  Mr.  V^ent  was  the  most  distinguished  artist  of  the  age  in  which  he  Uved^ — Sir 
Martin  Jbrcher  Shee, 

William  Beckford,  the  finest  critic  of  art  in  our  age,  exclaims  of  Mr.  West's  Lear :  «  See  how  hi* 
nostril  is  inflated,  like  an  Arab's  in  a  thondeir-storm !     I  solemnly  declare  the  figure  of  Lear  is  as  fine 
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no  one  worthy  to  receive  his  mantle;*  to  Stuart  and  Inman,  equal  to  the  first  in 
portraiture ;  and  to  Vanderlyn,  Leslie,!  Sully,  Durand,  Cole,  Wier,  Hunting- 
ton, Leutze,  and  others,  whose  places  are  in  the  front  rank  of  living  painters. 
With  i^e  same  feeling  we  may  regard  Greenougb,  whose  majestic  Washington^ 
sits  in  grand  repose  before  the  capitol ;  Powers,  in  whom  Thorwaldsen  saw  the 
restorer  of  a  glory  to  the  marble  it  had  scarcely  known  since  the  days  of  Praxi- 
tiles ;  and  Crawford,  Clevenger,  and  others  who  promise  to  make  our  country  a 
resting  place  for  the  eyes  of  future  generations  as  they  travel  backward  toward 
Rome  and  Athens. 

Having  thus  as  fully  as  seemed  practicable  in  such  narrow  limits  exhibited 
our  Intellectual  Progress  and  Condition,  attempting  to  show  that  considering 
the  facts  of  our  political  and  social  history  we  have  already  advanced  far 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  reasonable  anticipation,  we  pause  on  the  shore  of 
the  dim  future  to  catch  the  sounds  of  the  voices  ^hich  are  to  give  expression  to 
§|ie  mind  of  the  people,  and  obtain  glimpses  of  the  symbols  by  which  will  be 
shadowed  forth  their  spirit.  More  than  any  other  nation  ours  has  influenced 
the  character  of  the  last  and  the  present  age,  but  our  power  has  been  in  acts 
and  institutions,  of  whose  teachings  we  look  for  impressive  confirmations  in 
our  works  of  taste,  imagination  and  reflection. 

Doubtless  our  literature  must  continue  to  be  influenced  in  a  large  degree 
by  the  literatures  of  other  countries.  The  still  increasing  facilities  of  commu- 
nication between  all  parts  of  the  world,  bringing  remotest  nations  into  closer 
proximity  .than  were  formerly  cities  of  the  same  empire;  and  the  extending 
and  deepening  power  of  the  press,  which  in  efiect  is  making  of  one  language 
all  peoples,  as  they  were  before  the  confusion  on  the  plains  of  Shinar,  are 
rapidly  subverting  the  chief  national  distinctions,  and  preparing  the  way  per- 
ha{«  for  the   realization  of  Goethe's  idea  of  a  Literature  of  the  World. § 


u  the  Laocoon,  and  the  tone  is  as  fine  aa  fine  can  be.~..Oh  gracious  God !  he  must  have  been  inspired 
when  he  painted  this— there  are  drama,  expression,  drawing,  every  thing." 

The  best  composer  of  modem  times  and  equal  to  Corregio  in  finish,  when  he  pleased^— w^/Iiton. 

Lawrence,  Shee,  Beckford,  Allston,  against  the  cant  of  the  sciolists. 

*  What  WasUi|igton  was  as  a  statesman,  Channing  as  a  moralist,lhat  was  AUston  as  an  artisU— 
Mru  Jameson. 

t  X^  finest  interpreter  of  the  spirit  of  Shakspeare  the  world  has  yet  seen. — Mrt.  Jamuon. 

t  We  regard  Mr.  Oieenoogh's  Washington  as  one  of  the  greatest  works  of  sculpture  of  modem 
^aoe^Edward  EvertU.  * 

h  I  always  consult  foreign  nations,  and  advise  every  one  to  do  the  same.  National  literature  wiU 
A>  but  little.  The  epoch  of  a  literature  of  the  world  is  at  hand,  and  every  one  ought  to  labour  to 
biitei  iL-~E€ktrmtum*$  Cofiwrtatiofu  with  Ocethe, 


ass: 
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But  the  day  of  such  a  consummation  is  still  distant.  The  New  Civilization,  of 
which  our  fathers  were  the  apostles,  is  first  to  be  universally  difliised.  All  heredi- 
tary distinctions  of  rank,  all  difierences  of  political  privileges,  all  restraints  upon 
the  freedom  of  private  judgment,  are  to  be  broken-down.  We  may  adopt,  we 
are  adopting,  many  peculiarities,  in  manners  and  opinions,  from  the  various  older 
nations  from  which  our  country  was  settled,  and  with  which  we  have  free  and 
intimate  intercourse ;  but  the  recognition  of  the  freedom  and  dignity  of  man  is 
to  be  the  vital  principle  in  our  literature — its  distinctive  and  difTusive  element. 
The  growth  of  American  Literature  cannot  be  forced  by  any  hotbed  process. 
Except  by  the  acknowledgment  of  foreign  copyrights,*  which  indeed  is  needed 
as  much  for  the  protection  of  morals  as  for  the  protection  of  letters,  little  can 
be  done  for  it  by  any  general  legislation.  Our  authors,  if  admitted  to  a  fair 
competition  with  foreigners,  will  take  care  of  their  own  interests.     But  professed 


•For  the  information  of  readers  anacquainted  with  the  operation  of  the  present  system,  it  may  be  necess^'v «« 
state  more  particularly  than  has  been  done  in  the  text,  some  of  the  ways  in  which  it  tends  to  weaken  the 
and  deprave  the  heart  of  the  nation.  Its  literature  is  the  richest  boon  we  receive  from  the  Past,  and  the 
ture  of  the  Present,  if  fkirly  represented  in  the  republications,  would,  upon  the  whole,  no  doubt,  have  a  most 
salutary  influence.  But  the  denial  of  copyright  to  foreigners  effectually  deprives  us  of  most  of  the  really  great 
works  with  which  the  presses  of  Europe  are  teeming,  while  it  gives  us  nearly  all  they  produce  that  is  frivolous 
and  vicious.  It  costs  a  great  deal  of  money  as  well  as  labour  to  prepare  the  market  for  large  works ;  there 
must  be  much  advertising,  a  large  distribution  of  copies,  elaborate  abstracts  in  reviews  and  journals,  and  many 
other  means  to  create  a  demand;  and  the  expenses  of  these  meant  must  be  added  to  those  of  the  mechanical 
manufacture.  Yet  now,  as  has  been  ihown  by  numerous  instances,  as  soon  as  a  house  with  enterprise  and  capt- 
tal  has  issued  a  readable  impression  of  a  work,  and  secured  for  it  such  a  circulation  as  promises  a  fair  remunera- 
tion,  some  base  fellow  is  sure  to  bring  out  on  dingy  brown  paper  and  small  t)'pe  a  deluge  of  cheap  copies,  with 
which  he  reaps  all  the  advantages  of  the  first  publfsher-s  efforts,  and  leaves  him  with  his  stock  unsold,  and 
his  investment  unreturned.  It  is  true  that,  notw^hstanding  these  dangers,  a  few  of  the  more  indispensable  histo- 
ries and  other  fruits  of  true  cultivation  are  reprinted  here :  but  they  are  generally  issued  in  the  most  compact 
and  cheap  style,  sometimes  much  abridged,  and  nearly  always  without  those  charts  and  plates  which  add  so  much 
to  the  value  of  many  foreign  editions.  A  recognition  of  the  foreign  author's  right  of  property  would  at  once  remedy 
this  part  of  the  evil  entirely. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  is  extraordinary  activity  in  the  republication  of  the  light  and  licentious  literature  of 
the  time.  It  is  sickening  to  lean  over  the  counters  of  the  shops  where  cheap  books  are  sold,  and  survey  the  trash 
with  which  the  criminal  folly  of  the  government  is  deluging  the  country.  Every  new  issue  deepens  the  wide 
spread  depravity,  and  extends  the  demand  for  its  successor.  As  but  little  capital  is  required  for  the  business,  and 
the  returns  are  quick,  these  leprous  spots  arc  constantly  springing  up  in  the  cities ;  and  to  gratify  the  prurient  tastes 
which  they  create,  the  literary  sewers  of  Paris  and  London  are  dragged  for  the  filthiest  stuff*  which  floats  or  sinks 
in  their  turbid  waters.  The  demoralization  increaxes,  and  the  novels  of  Paul  de  Kock,  disgusting  as  they  are,  in 
the  original,  (in  which  a  racy  style  and  sparkling  wit  render  them  attractive,  despite  their  moral  deformity.)  are 
made  worse  by  the  addition  of  gross  obscenity  by  the  translator ;  and  from  those  of  Eugene  Sue  the  reflective 
portions,  which  serve  to  neutralize  the  effects  of  the  narrative,  are  left  ont.  All  private  morals,  all  domestic 
peace,  fly  before  this  withering  curse  which  the  Congress  persists  in  sustaining,  by  its  refusal  to  recognise  the 
rights  of  the  foreign  author.  For,  if  the  respectable  publishers  could  be  protected  in  their  business,  they  would 
furnish  good  editions  of  good  books,  ^at  would  give  a  healthy  tone  to  the  common  sentiment,  and  drive  this  profli- 
gate literature  into  oblivion ;  if  the  foreign  author  were  protected  in  his  rights,  he  would  be  but  a  competitor  of 
the  native  author,  and  would  have  an  inducement  to  support  those  liberal  principles  of  society  which  are  here  esta- 
blished, thus  strengthening  them  here,  and  diffusing  them  in  his  own  country;  and  if  the  American  were  thus 
admitted  to  a  competition  in  his  own  market  with  the  European,  our  best  intellects  would  be  busy  with  the  inllnic- 
tion  of  the  people,  which  is  now  in  so  large  a  degree  surrendered  to  the  supporters  of  aristocracies. 

Within  the  last  year  how  many  fathers,  like  one  in  Richmond,  (whose  testimony  at  a  recent  trial  in  that  city 
attracted  to  the  subject  an  indignant  but  momentary  attention,)  have  pointed  to  these  stolen  poisons  as  the  prime 
cause  of  the  demoralization  of  their  daughters, — how  many  murders,  in  all  parts  of  the  country,  have  been  traced 
to  the  same  fruitful  source  of  crime  and  woe!    That  the  literature  of  a  country  sinks  with  its  morals,  needs  hardly- 
to  be  suggested.  . 
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authors  alone  are  not  to  create  a  great  National  Literature  ;  such  a  literature  is 
not  to  be  a  result  of  any  direct  eflTort  for  its  production.  It  must  be  in  a  large 
degree  but  an  incidental  consequence  of  energetic  and  well  directed  action  for 

r  the  moral  and  spiritual  liberation  and  elevation  of  man.  To  'this  end,  the 
strong-minded  and  thoroughly  educated,  leading  the  onward  march  of  the  race, 
combating  every  species  of  error,  in  morals  and  physics,  in  religion  and  legis- 
lation, and  never  talcing  a  thought  whether  they  are  •  speaking  or  writing  in  an 
American  style,  or  on  an  American  subject,  will  strike  out  such  sparks  from 

I   the  intellect  as  will  shine  like  stars  into  the  farthest  future  ages. 

Leaving  literature,  then,  as  a  subject  of  special  public  regard,  to  take  care 
of  itself,  we  must  instruct  the  mind  and  improve  the  heart  of  the  people,  must 
deyelope  the  great  souls  that  are  every  day  bom  into  the  world.  The  number 
of  colleges  need  not  be  increased.  It  would  be  better  perhaps  if  half  we  have 
were  abandoned,  and  their  resources  given  to  the  rest.  But  we  need  a  great 
university,  into  which  only  learned  men  can  enter,  where  there  can  be  a  more 
ugh  literary  and  scientific  culture,  where  the  genius  of  the  Past  can  be 

J  more  familiar,  where  the  genius  of  the  Present  can  be  strengthened  and 

directed :  a  university  that  shall  have  to  other  schools  the  relation  of  a  mint 
to  the  mines,  giving  form  and  authority  to  the  first  order  of  understandings 
which  in  them  are  brought  to  light.  There  is  no  more  pernicious  error  than 
that  the  whole  people  should  be  instructed  alike.  There  must  be  a  class,  the 
end  of  whose  lives  shall  be  to  search  after  and  reveal  beauty  and  truth,  a  class 
acting  upon  the  nation,  but  acted  upon  both  by  it  and  by  all  nations  and 
all  ages.  And  we  need  libraries,  and  learned  institutions,  and  galleries  of  art. 
These  things  are  coming  rapidly.  Their  necessity  is  discerned,  and  the  "vo- 
luntary principle"  in  our  firee  states  is  doing  far  more  than  has  been  elsewhere 
eflfected  by  coercion,  to  sustain  whatever  is  really  calculated  in  any  way  to  un- 
fold human  nature.  Our  wise  and  liberal  merchants,  manufacturers,  farmers, 
and  professional  men, — ^we  have  no  drones, — are  beginning  to  understand  that 
the  true  doctrine  of  Progress  is  comprised  in  the  word  Culture.  Late  events, 
that  have  saddened  the  heart  of  the  intelligent  patriot,  have  brought  with  them 
cheering  proofs  of  a  conservative  element  in  our  society,  and  the  sufiering  and 
dishonour  which  have  been  caused  by  the  uncultivated  and  reckless,  may  be 
atoned  for  by  the  life  they  will  impart  to  energies  that  have  hitherto  been  dor- 
maitf.  Literature,  thr  condensed  and  clearly  expressed  thought  of  the  country, 
will  keep  pace  with  its  civilization ;  and  without  any  straining  after  originality, 
without  any  tricks  of  diction,  without  any  aim  but  to  press  the  truth  directly, 
earnestly  and  courageously  upon  the  popular  heart,  under  the  inspiration  of  an 
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enlightened  love  of  country,  and  the  guidance  of  a  high  cultivation,  our  authors 
will  be  sufficiently  distinctive  and  national,  in  both  manner  and  matter. 

There  is  an  absurd  notion  abroad  that  wi  are  to  create  an  entirely  new 
literature.  Some  critics  in  England,  e^ect  us,  who  write  the  same  language, 
profess  the  same  religion,  and  have  in  our  intellectual  firmament  the  same  Bacon, 
Sidney  and  Locke,  the  same  Spenser,  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  to  difier  more 
from  themselves  than  they  difier  from  the  Greeks  and  the  Romans,  or  from  any 
of  the  modems.  This  would  be  harmless,  but  that  many  persons  in  this  country, 
whose  thinking  is  done  abroad,  are  constantly  echoing  it,  and  wasting  their 
little  productive  energy  in  efibrts  to  comply  with  the  demand.  But  there  never 
was  and  never  can  be  an  exclusively  national  literature.  All  nations  are 
indebted  to  each  other  and  to  preceding  ages  for  the  means  of  advancement ; 
and  our  own,  which  from  our  various  origin  may  be  said  to  be  at  the  conflu- 
ence of  the  rivers  of  time  which  have  swept  through  every  country,  can  with 
less  justice  than  any  other  be  looked  to  for  mere  novelties  in  art  and  fancy. 
The  question  between  us  and  other  nations  is  not  who  shall  most  completelj| 
discard  the  Past,  but  who  shall  make  best  use  of  it.  The  Past  belongs  not  to 
one  people,  but  to  those  who  best  understand  it.  It  cannot  be  studied  too 
deeply,  for  unless  men  know  what  has  been  accomplished,  they  will  exhaust 
themselves  in  unfolding  enigmas  that  have  been  solved,  or  in  pursuing  ignesfa- 
iui  that  have  already  disappointed  a  thousand  expectations.  The  Reformation 
had  an  extraordinary  influence  upon  the  literatures  of  the  world,  and  some  such 
influence  has  been  exerted  by  oyr  Revolution  and  the  establishment  of  our 
institutions.  The  intellectual  energy  of  America  has  been  felt  far  more  in 
Europe,  than  its  own,  for  the  period  of  our  national  existence,  has  been  felt 
here ;  and  with  all  the  enslaving  deference  to  foreign  authority  and  all  the  imi- 
tation of  foreign  models  of  which  we  have  had  to  complain  in  our  inferior 
authors,  there  has  been  no  want  of  the  truest  nationality  in  our  Franklin,  Web- 
ster, Channing,  Cooper,  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Bryant,  Whittier,  and  others,  in 
almost  every  department,  who  have  written  with  an  integrity  of  understanding 
and  feeling. 

It  has  been  objected  to  our  society  that  it  is  too  practical.  It  has  been  sup- 
posed that  this  national  characteristic  forbids  the  expectation  of  great  achieve- 
ments in  the  highest  domains  of  art.  But  the  question  Cui  bono?  should  always 
be  entertained.  Utility  is  in  every  thing  the  truest  of  principles,  though  more 
intelligence  and  liberality  than  belong  to  a  low  state  of  civilization  are  neces- 
sary to  its  just  appreciation  and  application.  Whatever  contributes  to  the 
growth  and  satisfaction  of  the  mind,  whatever  has  in  it  any  absolute  beauty,  ii 
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beginning  to  be  regarded  as  not  less  useful  than  that  which  ministers  to  our 
physical  necessities.  All  works,  even  of  imagination,  must  have  in  them  some- 
thing of  genuineness  and  earnestness.  Poets,  and  novelists,  and  essayists,  when 
they  write,  must  look  not  only  into  theit  minds  but  into  their  hearts.  To  persons 
of  the  sensibility  and  refinement  which  are  inseparable  from  high  cultivation,  all 
truth  is  of  a  practical  value,  and  in  the  most  aerial  creations  it  will  be  demanded 
by  the  first  order  of  critics. 

The  old  sources  of  intellectual  excitement  seem  to  be  wellnigh  exhausted. 
Love  will  still  be  sung,  but  in  no  sweeter  strains  than  those  of  Petrarch,  or 
Tasso ;'  Courage,  such  as  is  celebrated  by  the  old  poets  and  romancers,  is  hap- 
pily in  disrepute ;  Religion,  as  it  has  commonly  appeared  in  the  more  elegant 
forms  of  literature,  has  not  been  of  a  sort  that  ennobles  m^n  or  pleases  God ; 
and  Ambition,  for  the  most  part,  has  been  of  a  more  grovelling  kind  than  may 
be  looked  for  under  the  new  forms  of  society.  Christian  virtue  is  no  longer 
the  observance  of  senseless  pagan  forms  that  have  been  baptized,  but  »<  the  love 
fof  truth,  for  its  own  beauty  and  sweetness ;"  and  the  desire  of  man  is  not  so 
much  to  win  titles  and  power,  as  the  consciousness  or  the  reputation  of  doing 
something  that  shall  entitle  him  to  the  general  respect  and  gratitude.  The 
materials  among  us  for  the  externals  of  literature  have  been  referred  to.  The 
elements  6f  it^vitality  and  power,  which  are  most  clearly  apprehended  in  this 
century,  though  in  their  nature  universal,  for  many  reasons  are  likely  to  be  most 
active  with  us.  "Peace  on  earth  and  good  will  to  man,"  is  here  to  be  the 
principle  of  life  and  progress,  in  Letters,  as  in  Religion  and  Politics. 

Considering  the  present  condition  of  society ;  that  new  inventions  are  con- 
stantly releasing  immense  numbers  from  a  portion  of  the  toil  required  for  the 
atisfaction  of  physical  necessities,  and  giving  to  all  more  opportunity  for  intel- 
lectual  pursuits ;  that  steam  and  electricity  are  making  of  the  world  a  common 
neighbourhood,  knitting  its  remotest  parts  together  by  interchange  of  fabrics  and 
thoughts  ;  that  the  press,  in  the  United  States  alone,  scatters  every  hour  more 
than  the  contents  of  the  Alexandrian  Library,  and  is  increasing  in  refinement 

r 

and  energy  with  the  expansion  of  its  issues ;  and  that  associations  for  moral  and 
intellectual  improvement  were  never  more  numerous  or  efficient, — we  cannot 
doubt  that  the  Progress  of  Civilization  in  the  coming  age  will  be  rapid  and  uni- 
versal. This  country,  which  is  the  centre  of  the  new  order  of  things,  is  destined 
to  be  the  scene  of  the  greatest  conflicts  of  opinion.  Much  as  has  been  done  here 
in  literature  and  art,  much  as  we  have  surpassed  all  reasonable  expectation  in 
the  works  of  our  philosophers,  orators,  historians  and  poets,  while  clearing  away 
the  primeval  forests,  organizing  society,  and  establishing  the  institutions  of 
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scientific  and  literary  culture,  we  have  not  yet  that  distinct  image  of  the  feelings 
of  the  nation,  in  a  great  body  of  works  in  all  the  departments  of  reflection,  ima- 
gination, and  taste,  of  which  the  auspicious  commencement  of  our  literature, 
and  our  advantageous  position  with  regard  to  the  most  important  subjects  of 
research  and  speculation,  justify  the  hope.  Schools  may  be  well  endowed,  and 
iiklividuals  may  labour  with  loving  earnestness  upon  their  life  poems,  but  the 
whole  people,  by  recognising  the  principle  of  beauty  as  a  law  of  life,  and 
cheering  with  their  encouragement  its  teachers  who  shall  deserve  their  best  ap- 
proval, and  by  cherishing  a  hearty  love  of  our  country,  and  making  ceaseless 
efforts  to  render  it  in  all  respects  worthy  of  affection,  must  aid  in  rearing  the 
noble  structure  of  a  National  Literature  that  shall  fulfil  our  promise  to  mankind, 
and  realize  the  prophecy  which  nearly  a  century  ago  was  made  of  our  destiny  by- 
one  of  the  wisest  of  the  sons  of  Europe. 

The  Mum,  disgusted  at  an  age  and  cllmo 

Barren  of  every  gloriona  theme. 
In  distant  lands  now  waits  a  better  time, 
•0  Prodacing  subjects  worthy  fame. 

In  happy  climes,  where  from  (he  genial  sun 

And  virgin  earth  such  scenes  ensue, 
The  force  of  art  by  nature  seems  ouldonej 

And  fkncled  beauties  by  the  true : 

In  hfl4>py  climes,  the  seat  of  innocence,  0 

Where  nature  guides  and  virtue  rules ; 
Where  men  shall  not  impose  for  truth  and  sense 

The  pedantry  of  courts  and  schools, 

There  shall  be  sung  another  golden  age. 

"Die  rise  of  empires  and  of  arts, 
The  good  and  great,  inspiring  epic  rage, 

The  wisest  heads  and  noblest  hearts. 

Not  such  as  Europe  breeds  in  her  decay, 

Such  as  she  bred  when  fresh  and  young, 
When  heavenly  flame  did  animate  her  clay. 

By  Aitnre  poets  shall  be  sung. 

Westward  the  course  of  empire  takes  its  way ; 
The  first  four  acts  already  past, 

A  fifth  shall  close  the  drama  with  the  day- 
Timers  noblest  offspring  is  the  last. 


r 

/ 


/%i} n n  1-^ " n    Liinlari-l 


^^ 


JONATHAN  EDWARDS. 

[Bora  iru.    Died  17S8.] 


The  first  man  of  the  world  daring  the 
se^nd  quarter  of  the  eighteenth  century  was 
Jonathan  Edwards  of  Connecticut.  As  a 
theologian  Robert  Hall  and  Thomas  ChaU 
mers  admit  that  he  was  the  greatest  who  has 
lived  in  the  Christian  ages ;  and  as  a  meta- 
physician Dugald  Stewart  and  Sir  James 
Mackintosh  agree'  that  he  was  never  sur- 
pas^.  In  Great  Britain  and  on  the  conti- 
nent of  Europe  men  disavowed  belief  in 
some  of  his  doctrines,  but  confessed  that  they 
had  only  protests  to  oppose  to  them :  Edwards 
had  anticipated  and  refuted  all  arguments. 
Adopting  some  of  his  principles,  others  built 
up  for  themselves  great  reputations  by  per- 
verting tlilsin  or  deducing  from  them  illegit!^' 
mate  coqclusioris.  In  whatever  light  he  is 
regarded  he  commands  our  admiration.  He 
was  unequalled  in  intellect  and  unsurpassed 
in  virtue^.  Bacon  was  described  ar  the 
^  wisest  and  the  meanest  of  mankind  ;**  but 
Edwards,  not  inferior  to  the  immortal  Chan- 
cellor in  genius,  suffers  not  even  tn  accusa- 
tion of  any  thing  unbecoming  a  gentleman,  a 
philosopher,  or  a  Christian. 

Bom  ia|^  country  which  was  still  almost  a 
irildemess ;  educated  in  a  college  which  had 
icarcely  a  local  habitation;   settled,  a  large 
art  of  his  life,  over  a  church  upon  the  con- 
nes  of  civilization,  and  th#  rest  of  it  in  the 
3Ty  midst  of  barbarism,  in  the  humble  but 
ononrable  occupation  of  a  missionary,  he 
wed  nothing  to  adventitious  circumstances. 
iTith  a  fjragile  body,  a  fine  imagination,  and 
spirit  the  most  gentle  that  ever  thrilled  in 
Jie  presence  of  the  beautiful,  he  seemed  of 
all  Tsfn  the  least  fitted  for  the  great  conflict 
in  which  he  engaged.     But  He  who,  giving 
to  Milton  the  Dorian  reed,  sent  out -his  sera- 
phim to  enrich  him  with  utterance  and  know- 
ledge, with  fire  from  the  same  altar  purified 
the  lips  of  Edwards,  to  teach  that  *'  true  re- 
ligion consists  in  holy  affections,*'  the  spring 
of  all  which  is  '*  a  love  of  divine  things  for 
tkdr  own  htauty  and  Bwutnetsy 

The  father  of  Jonatl^n  Edwards  was  for 
sixty  years  the  humble  pastor  of  the  church 


in  Windsor,  on  the  margin  of  the  Connecticut 
He  was  a  man  of  learning,  and  of  that  consist- 
ent piety  which,  in  the  religious  teacher,  is 
the  summing  up  and  conclusion  of  his  best 
argument.  Our  author  was  his  only  son,  and 
#he  named  him  **  the  gi(^  of  the  Lord."  He 
was  carefully  instructed  from  infancy,  and  al 
thirteen  years  of  age  entered  Yale  College 
far  advanced  in  classical  and  general  learning. 
While  a  freshman  he  read  Locke  on  the 
Human  Underetanding,  with  a  higher  plea- 
sure than  the  *'  miser  feels  when  gathering  up 
•handfuls  of  silver  and  gold  from  some  newl^ 
discovered  treasure;"  and  at  seventeen  he 
graduated,  with  great  reputation  for  both 
knowledge  and  wisdom.  ''  After  receiving  his 
firet  degree,  he  remained  two  yeare  in  the 
college,  studying  divinity,  and  early  in  the 
summer  of  1722  was  Hcensed  to  preach. 
When  only  nineteen  he  accepted  an  invita- 
tion to  New  York,  where  his  ministry  gav( 
abundant  satisfaction ;  but  after  eight  monthf 
circumstances  induced  him  to  return  to'hif 
father's  house,  where  the  summer  of  172^ 
was  devoted  to  theologrical  studies.  He  formec 
warm  attachments  in  New  York.  "  My  hear 
seemed  to  sink  within  me,"  he  says,  "at  leav 
ing  the  family  and  city  where  I  had  passed  s< 
many  pleasant  days.  I  went  to  Wetherefielc 
by  water,  and  as  I  sailed  away  I  kept  sigh 
of  the  city  as  long  as  I  could."  But  at  Say 
brook,  where  he  went  on  shore  to  spend  th< 
Sabbath,  he  recovered  his  composure  in  \ 
"refreshing  season,  walking  alone  in  th< 
fields." 

In  the  autumn  of  1723  Edwards  went  U 
New  Haven  to  receive  the  degree  of  Maste; 
of  Arts,  and  while  there  was  elected  a  tutor  ii 
the  college.  President  Stiles  assures  us  tha 
his  '*  tutorial  renown  was  great  and  excellent.' 
When  he  had  held  the  office  about  two  years 
he  accepted  an  invitation  from  the  church  ii 
Northampton,  to  become  the  colleague  of  hii 
maternal  grandfather,  a  venerable  man  whi 
for  more  than  half  a  century  had  been  it 
pastor.  He  was  installed  in  February,  1727 
and  in  the  following  July  he  was  married  U 
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Sarah  Pierrepont,  a  woman  of  remarkable 
beauty,  as  is  known  botk  from  tradition  and 
from  a  portrait  of  her  which  was  painted  so 
late  as  1740  for  Dr.  Erskine  of  Scotland. 
Edwards  described  her  before  their  marria|pB, 
when  he  was  himself  but  twenty  years  of  age. 
**,She  has  a  singular  purity  in  her  affections,'* 
he  say9,  **  and  you  could  not  persuade  her  to 
do  any  thing  wrong  or  sinful  if  you  could 
give  her  all  the  world.  She  is  of  wonderful 
gentleness,  calmness,  and  universal  benevo- 
lence of  mind.  She  will  sometimes  go  about 
from  place  to  place,  singing  sweetly;  and|| 
seems  to  be  always  full  of  joy  and  pleasure, 
and  no  one  knows  for  what.  She  lovft  to  be 
alone,  walking  in  the  fields  and  groves,  and 
seems  to  have  some  one  invisible  always  con- 
versing with  her."  Happy  man  !  they  lived 
together  thirty  years,  and  he  was  to  the  end 
the  same  enthusiastic  admirer.  She  relieved 
him  from  all  cares  beyond  his  study,  whither 
every  day  she  carried,  in  a  silver  bowl,  his 
simple  diet ;  and  every  night,  af(er  the  other 
members  of  their  family  had  retired  to  rest, 
they  met  there  to  spend  an  hour  in  conversa- 
tion and  prayer. 

In  1731  Edwards  visited  Boston,  and  while 
there  delivered  before  an  association  of  minis- 
ters a  sermon,  which  by  their  request  was 
published.  It  was  the  first  of  his  works 
which  was  printed,  and  it  made  such  an  im- 
pression that  public  thanks  were  offered  to 
the  Head  of  the  Church  for  raising  up  so^ieat 
a  teacher.  Soon  afterwards  commenced  that 
famous  revival  of  religion  upon  which  the 
American  historians  of  the  last  century  dwell 
so  frequently.  This  is  not  a  place  for  the 
discussion  or  even  a  statement  of  the  ques- 
tions which  at  that  time  occupied  more  than 
any  other  the  public  mind  not  only  in  New 
England  but  throughout  the  settled  portions 
of  the  country.  Edwards  was  in  every  thing 
consistent,  and,  though  earnest,  had  no  sym- 
pathy with  the  miserable  fanaticism  which 
has  almost  always  in  such  periods  brought 
religion  into  contempt.  His  Narrative  of  Sur- 
prising Conversions  in  and  about  Northamp- 
ton was  publisiihed  in  London  from  his  MS. 
by  the  celebrated  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  in  1736. 

In  the  eastern  colonies  a  hundred  years  ago 
all  the  politicians  and  men  of  fashion  managed 
to  retain  a  **  regolai  standing  "  in  some  reli- 
gious society ;  if  was  essential  to  their  re- 


introduced of  making  a  mere  assent  to  certain 
opinions  the^^ondition  of  fellowship.  About 
the  year  1714  Exi wards  began  to  insist  upon 
a  return  ato  old  usages.  The  devil  had  "  great 
speculative  Miowledge  in  divinity,"  more 
than  a  *'  hundred  saints  of  ordinary  educa- 
tion," and  was  very  "  orthodox  in  his  faith," 
but  he  had  given  *^  no  evidence  of  saving 
grace  in  his  heart."  More  recent  events  than 
these  in  Northampton  have  shown  that,  how- 
ever proper  universal  suffrage  may  be  in  the 
state,  it  is  far  from  being%  expedient  in  the 
church,  'lliose  who  were  never  there  before 
now  thronged  the  meeting-house  to  vote 
against  their  own  disfranchisement;  and  after 
a  while  the  mob  succeeded  in  procurin^^  the 
dismission  of  the  faith  fullest  and  wisest  of 
pastors.  Edwards  bore  himself  heroically 
through  the  controversy;  and  in  1751  re- 
moved to  Stockbridge,  to  preach  to  the  In- 
dians and  a  small  church  of  Anglo-Americans 
which  had  been  formed  there  by  an  earlier 
%rissionary.  During  his  residence  in  North- 
ampton the  famous  apostle,  Dav^d  Brain- 
erd,  had  died  in  his  house,  and  he  had  pub- 
lished his  Memoirs;  in  1746  he  had  given 
to  the  world  his  admirable  Treatise  on  Reli- 
gious Affections  ;  and  he  had  consented  to  the 
publication  o(  some  dozen  sermons,  any  one 
of  which  contained  more  thought  than  the 
complete  works  of  almost  any  fashionable 
preacher  of  later  days. 

Soon  after  his  settlement  in  Stockbridge 
Edwards  announced  his  intention,  in  a  letter 
to  his  friend  Erskine,  to  write  a  work  upon 
Free  Will  and  Moral  Agency,  in  which  he 
would  bring  tHi  popular  objections  to  the 
"  Calvinistic  divinity "  to  the  test  of  the 
strictest  reasoning;  '^and  particularly  that 
great  objection  in  which  the  modern  writers 
have  so  much  gloried,  so  long  triumphed, 
with  so  great  a  degree  of  insult  toward  the 
most  excellent  divines,  and  in  effect  against 
the  gospel  of  Christ,  that  the  CalvtnUlfiic  no- 
tions of  God*8  vioral  government  are  contrary 
to  the  common  sense  of  mankind,'*^  It  is  hardly 
necessary  to  speak  of  the  result.  The  work 
was  written  in  four  months  and  a  half,  amid 
all  the  cares  and  labours  of  his  vocation.  I 
never  have  read  or  heard-  that  anybody  sup- 
posed it  had  been  or  could  be  answered.* 

*  Edwards  on  the  Will  u  a  work  which  never  was  an- 
rwered,  and  which  never  will  be  aDawered.~/>»^aM 
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Hie  subject,  since  then,  has  hardly  been  one 
of  controTersy,  th(/(^  it  has^  pccasionally 
been  talked  about.  Some  ingenious  persons, 
to  attract  attention  to  essays  against  Vitalism, 
hare  called  them  replies  to  Bd wards  {  but 
scholars  hare  no  need  to  be  informed  that 
Edwards  never  entertained  any  such  doctrine 
as  that  word  describes. 

In  the  autumn  of  1754  he  was  seized  with 
a  serere  fever,  from  which  he  did  not  recover 
untU  the  following  January ;  and  hh  fevourite 
pursuits  were  still  vfurther  interrupted  by  the 
war  with  the  French  and  Indians,  during 
which  soldiers  were  quartered  in  his  house. 
In  the  last  three  years  of  his  residence  in 
Stockbridge,  however,  he  wrote  some  of  his 
ablest  works,  among  which  are  the  disserta- 
tions on  God^s  Last  End  in  the  Creation  of 
the  World,  and  on  The  Nature  of  True  Virtue. 
The  last  of  these  sjibjects  has  been  a  favourite 
one  with  ethical  writers.  Aristotle  regarded 
virtue  as  tin  jumU  mifieu  ,*  Hume  says  it  is 
whatever  is  useful  or  agreeable  to  ourselves  ^ 
and  (ythers ;  and  Pafey,  who  as  well  as  Hume 
had  been  a  careful  reader  of  Edwards,  that  it 
is  ^'  the  doing  good  to  mankind  in  obedience 
to  the  will  of  God,  and  for  the  sake  of  ever- 
lasting happiness."  Edwards  held  it  to  be  in 
some  sense  the  same  as  beauty;  in  other  words, 
to  be  every  voluntary  act  of  which  the  ultimate 
end  is  the  great^t  good  of  the  greatest  num- 
ber. The  dissertation  on  the  Nature  of  Virtue 
is  perhaps  the  most  original  of  his  works,  and 
is  so  conclusive  that  all  others  on  the  subject 
have  since  been  **  considered  as  objects  of 
cariosity  rather  than  as  guides  of  opinion."* 

His  Treatise  on  Original  Cin  is  usually 
ranked  next  to  that  on  the  Freedom  of  the 
Will,  for  clearness,  foree  and  comprehensive- 
nesn.  It  was  finished  in  1757.  Dr.  Taylor, 
of  Norwich,  had  foolishly  boasted  that  his 
argument  on  this  question  could  never  be 
answered.  The  refutation  of  it  by  Edwards 
was  8<M^omplete  that  even  Taylor  was  com- 
pelled to  admit  that  there  could  be  no  rejoin- 
der; his  mortification  on  his  ignominious 
defeat  is  said  to  have  shortened  his  days; 
**  the  grasp  of  his  antagonist  was  death." 

While   Edwards  was  labouring  with   his 

*  A.Rionff  Uie  writers  who  have  been  largely  Indebted 
to  this  wnrk  waa  William  Godwin,  who  .in  his  Poluieal 
JnMtu$^tM  Robert  Hall  well  ubaervea,  *' with  a  daring 
eoaaistence  baa  pursued  the  prlnciplea  of  Eidwards  to  an 
esirene  frnin  which  that  moat  excellent  man  would  have 
recoiled  with  horror.*' 


wonted  industry  at  Stockbridge,  he  received 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  his  son-in-law, 
the  Rev.  Aaron  Burr,  President  of  the  t^ollege 
of  New  Jersey  ;*  and  in  a  few  days  afterward 
he%as  advised,  in  a  letter  from  the  Trustees, 
of  his  election  to  the  vacant  ofl[ice.  In  his 
reply  he  expressed  surprise  that  gentlemen 
by  whom  he  was  so  well  known  should  have 
thought  him  worthy  of  so  distinguished  an 
honour.  **So  far  as  I  myself  am  able  to 
judge  of  what  talents  I  have  for  benefiting 
my  fellow  creatures  by  word,'?  he  says,  •'  I 
ihink  I  can  write  1>etter  than  I  can  speak ;" 
and  he  proceeded  to  describe  several  great 
literarjT  enterprises  which  he  had  in  view. 
One  was  a  History  of  the  Work  of  Redemp- 
tion, a  complete  system  of  divinity  on  a  new 
plan,  in  which  the  events  of  heaven,  earth  and 
hell  should  be  treated  in  their  natural  order, 
and  the  various  parts  of  dogmatical  theology 
so  interwoven  as  to  appear  in  beautiful  con- 
texture and  harmony  with  the  whol«.  This 
work  had  already  been  commenced,  but  no 
part  of  it  was  prepared  for  the  press.  If 
finished,  it  probably  would  have  been  his 
masterpiece,  and  would  have  raised  him  in 
reputatioiiRis  much  higher  than  he  is  now,  as 
his  completed  works  entitle  him  to  be  ranked 
above  all  other  theological  writers  of  his  age. 
Another  work  which  he  contemplated  was  a 
Harmony  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments. 

Edwards  determined  to  submit  the  question 
whether  he  should  accept  the  presidency  of 
the  College  to  some  of  his  most  enlightened 
and  pious  friends,  and  upon  their  advice  he 
left  his  family  in  Stockbridge  and  proceeded 
to  Princeton,  where  he  arrived  in  January, 
1758.  A  few  days  afterward  he  was  informed 
of  the  death  of  his  father,  whose  useful  life 
had  been  lengthened  out  to  nearly  ninety 
years.  Several  weeks  passed  before  his  in- 
auguration, but  he  preached  in  the  mean  time 
in  the  college  chapel,  which  his  fame  caused 
to  be  filled  on  every  occasion  to  its  utmost 
limit.  The  institution  was  formally  commit- 
ted to  his  charge  on  the  sixteenth  of  February ; 
on  the  twenty-third  of  the  same  month  he  was 
inoculated  for  the  small-pox,  which  then  pre- 
vailed in  the  town,  and  on  the  twenty-second 
of  March  he  died  of  that  disease,  f 

*IIe  waa  the  father  of  Aaron  Jffiir^^  afterward  Vice 
Preaident  of  the  United  Sutea. 

t  On  Weduetday,  the  22d  of  la<i(  mnnih,  died  nf  inocu- 
lation at  Naa«au  Hall,  an  eminent  aervant  of  God,  the 
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Seeds  from  Edwards  have  taken  root  in 
Strang  fields.  A  single  stalk  from  his  phi- 
losophy has  shed  beanty  and  peifnme  over 
wastes  of  modem  speculation.  Many,  of 
whose  opinions  all  is  dross  that  is  not  bor- 
rowed from  him,  have  exhibited  the  poverty 
of  their  natural  powers  in  assaults  upon  his 
system ;  and  others,  incapable  of  penetrating 
beyond  the  shell  of  his  logic,  and  understand- 
ing the  beauty  of  his  life  and  doctrine,  have 
done  him  much  greater  injury  by  professing 
to  be  of  his  school. 

The  style  of  Edwards  i^ncommonly  goodk 
It  is  suitable  for  his  subjects.  It  has  seldom 
been  surpassed  in  perspicuity  and  pftcision. 
It  is  deficient  in  harmony,  indeed,  and  occa^ 
sionally  has  other  feults  of  a  mechanical  sort, 
but  he  wrote  hastily  and  printed  without  re- 
vision. Scarcely  any  of  his  sermons  were 
intended  for  the  press,  and  several  of  his  more 
ex  nded  treatises  are  but  rough  drafU  of  what 
he  designed.  He  appears  never  to  have 
thought  much  of  the  importance  of  style  until 
a  few  years  before  his  death,  when  a  copy  of 
Richardson's  Sir  Charles  Grandison  falling  in 
his  way,  he  read  it  with  pleasure  and  disco- 
vered the  secret  of  its  influence,  t  rom  this 
time  he  attempted  to  write  more  gracefully, 
and  the  works  on  the  Will  and  on  Original  Sin, 
subsequently  finished,  show  that  he  improved. 

He  had  a  very  powefful  imagination,  and 
some  of  his  writings  are  full  of  the  most  im- 
pressive imagery.  In  his  earlier  years  he 
gave  free  rein  to  his  creative  faculty,  but 
afterwards  restrained  it  except  when  expres- 
sion of  his  thought  was  difficult  without  its 
aid.  His  wit  was  of  the  Damascus  sort, 
shining  and  keen.  He  delighted  in  the  re- 
ductio  ad  absurdumy  of  which  his  works  pro- 
bably contain  the  finest  specimens  in  the  Eng- 
lish language.  He  directed  his  wit  against 
principles,  and  never  against  his  antagonists. 

No  assertion  in  regard  to  Edwards  has  been 
more  common  than  the  one  that  he  was  not 


reTerepd  and  pioiia  Mr.  Jonathan  Edwards,  president 
of  the  College  of  New  Jersey  ;  a  gentleman  of  di»tin> 
gabbed  abilities  and  of  a  heavenly  temper  of  mind  ;  a 
most  rational,  generous,  catholic  and  exemplary  Chris* 
tian,  admired  by  all  who  linew  him  for  his  uncommon 
candour  and  diei^jterested  benevolence  ;  a  pattern  of 
temperance,  meetcnesSf  candour  and  charity  ;  always 
steady,  solemn  and  serene  ;  a  very  judicious  and  in- 
structive preacher,  and  most  excellent  divine.  And  as 
he  lived  cheerfully  resigned  to  the  will  of  Heaven,  so  he 
died,  or  rather,  as  the  Scriptures  emphatically  express  it 
with  regard  to  good  men,  he  fell  asleep  in  Jesus,  without 
the  least  appearance  of  paiu.—  Boaton  Oai^  AfrU  10,1758. 


eloquent.  The  mounjtebank  declamation  of 
these  latteijr^ys  has  so  perverted  men's  judg- 
ments that  they  cannot  understand  how  a 
preacher  who  rested  one  arm  upon  a  high  pul- 
pit, with  its  diminutive  and  delicately  moulded 
hand  holding  a  small  manuscript  volume  all 
the  while  close  to  his  eyes,  and  with  the  other 
made  slowly  his  few  and  only  gestures,  could 
be  an  orator.  But  he  could  keep  a  congrega- 
tion that  had  assembled  to  hear  a  morning 
sermon  ifnorant  of  the  approach  of  noon 
until  throtigh  the  uncurtained  windows  of  the 
church  the  setting  sun's  red  rays  were  shining 
upon  its  ceiling.  One  time  when  he  was  dis- 
coureing  of  death  andlthe  judgment,  people 
rose  up  from  their  seats,  with  pallor  o^i  their 
faces,  to  see  Christ  descend  through  the  part- 
ing heavens.  Being  requested  to  preach  at 
Enfield,  where  he  was  a  stranger,  and  the  as- 
sembly were  so  indifierenl^  religion  as  to  be 
neglectful  of  the  decency  of  silence  while  he 
prayed,  he  had  not  half  finished  his  sermon 
before  the  startled  'sinnere,  having  **  already 
passed  through  the  valley  of  silence,"  began 
to  wail  and  weep  so  bitteriy  that  he  could  not 
go  on  for  their  distvess.  These  are  triumphs  of 
eloquence*  not  dreamed  of  by  such  as  deem 
themselves  mastere  of  the  art  from  reading 
the  foolish  recipe  ascribed  to  Demosthenes. 

*  In  the  same  page  of  Mr.  Gilfillan's  Sketches  of  Mo- 
dern Literature,  in  which  he  declines  that  Edwards's 
style  "never  rises  into  eloquence,'*  he  gives  the  follow- 
ing  anecdote :  **  He  reminded  you  of  Milton's  line,  *  Tb« 
ground  burns  frore,  and  cold  performs  the  effect  of  fire.' 
A  signal  instance  of  this  is  recorded.  A  large  congrega- 
tion, including  many  ministers,  were  assembled  to  hear 
a  popular  preacher,  who  did  not  fulfil  his  appointment. 
Edwards  was  selected  to  fill  his  place,  principally  be- 
cause, being  in  tHi  habit  of  reading  his  discourses,  he 
happened  to  have  a  sermon  ready  in  his  pocket.  He  as- 
cended the  pulpit  accordingly,amid  almost  audible  marks 
of  disappointment  from  the  audiencei  whom,  however, 
respect  for  the  abilities  and  character  of  the  preacher 
prevented  from  leaving  the  church.  He  chose  for  his 
text,  *  Their  foot  shall  slide  in  due  time/  and  began  to 
read  in  his  usual  quiet  way.  At  first  he  had  barely  their 
attention;  by  and  by  he  succeeded  in  riveting  everyone 
of  them  to  his  lips ;  a  few  sentences  more,  and  they  be- 
gan to  rise  by  twos  and  threes ;  a  little  (krtber,«id  tears 
were  flowing;  at  the  close  of  another,  particumr  deep 
groans  were  heard,  and  one  or  two  went  off  in  fits ;  and 
ere  he  reached  the  climax  of  his  terrible  appeals,  the 
whole  audience  had  risen  up  in  one  tumult  of  grief  and 
consternation.  And,  amid  all  this,  there  stood  the  ca'.m, 
imperturbable  man,  reading  on  as  soAly  and  gently  as  if 
he  were  in  his  own  study.  >  And,  in  reading  the  sermon, 
we  cfn  not  wonder  at  the  impression  it  produced  upon  an 
audience  constituted  as  that  audience  must  have  been. 
It  is  a  succession  of  swift  thunder-claps,  each  drowning 
and  deafening  the  one  which  preceded  it.  We  read  it 
once  to  a  distinguished  navanty  who,  while  disapproving 
of  its  spirit,  was  compelled,  literally,  to  shiver  under  the 
<  fury  of  its  power.'  " — SkeUhta  of  Modem  LiUratun 
and  Eminent  Literarf  Men*    London^  1845. 
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From  the  first  metaphysician  of  the  eight- 
eenth century  we  turn  to  another  New  Eng- 
lander,  but  three  years  younger  than  £d wards, 
whose  name,  says  Lord  Brougham,  uttering 
the  common  judgment  of  mankind,  **  in  one 
point  of  view  must  be  considered  as  standing 
higher  than  any  of  the  others  which  illustrated 
the  eighteenth  century.'*  In  statesmanship 
and  philosophy  he  was  equally  illustrious, 
**and  his  efiorts  in  each,"  proceeds  the  noble 
critic,  "were  sufficient  to  have  made  him 
greatly  famous  hair  he  done  nothing  in  the 
other." 

BiNjAMur  FnANtLiN  was  born  in  Boston 
on  the  seventeenth  of  January,  1706,  and  was 
the  youngest  but  two  of  seventeen  children. 
His  parents  were  poor,  but  prudent,  virtuous, 
and  intelligent.     His  father  had  emigprated 
from  England  to  enjoy  religious  liberty,  and 
would  have  educated  his  youngest  son  for  the 
ministry,  but  that  his  poverty  made   it  ne- 
cessary to  take  him  from  the  free  grammar 
school  to  cut  wipks  and  fill  candle  moulds  in 
the  workshop.     This  was  mortifying  to  the 
aspiring  boy,  and  he  wished   to  become  a 
sailor ;  but  his  father  refused,  and  at  the  end 
of  two  years  apprenticed  him  to  an  elder  bro- 
ther who  had  learned  the  printing  business  in 
London,  and  returned  to  setlllp  an  office  in 
his  native  city.     His  new  employment  pleased 
him,  and  he  quickly  became  familiar  with  it 
He  had  read  Defoe   upon   Projects,  Cotton 
Mather's  Essays  to  do  Good,  the  Pilgrim's 
Progress,  Plutarch's  Lives^  and  some  other 
books  which  were  owned  by  his,  father ;  and 
he  no^  stole  hours  from  sleep  to  study  the 
volames  he  was  enabled  to  borrow,  each  for 
a  single  night,  from  the  apprentices  of  book- 
sellers.   Thinking  he  could  write  poetry,  he 
composed  and  printed  ballads,  which  his  bro- 
ther sent  him  to  sell  in  the  streets,  and  his 
vanity  was  flattered  by  their  success ;  but  his 
Other's  criticisms  discouraged  him,  and  he 
afterward  confined  himself  to  prose  writing, 
in  which  he  constantly  and  successfully  en- 
deavoured to>  improve.    When  about  sixtiten 
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years  of  age  he  abandoned  the  use  of  animal 
food,  and  agreeing  with  his  brother  to  support 
himself  with  half  the  money  that  was  paid 
for  his  board,  managed  by  cooking  his  own 
vegetables  to  save  «each  week  a  share  of  his 
allowance  for  the  purchase  of  books.  With 
the  increased  means  and  leisure  thus  acquired 
he  obtained  and  studied  Cocker's  Arithmetic, 
Stumy's  and  Seller's  Navigation,  which  made 
him  acquainted  with  geometry,  Locke  on  the 
Human  Understanding,  the  Art  of  Thinking 
by  the  Port  Rojralists,  and  Xenophon's  Me- 
^morabilia.  This  sort  of  education  was  pro- 
bably the  best  for  such  a  mind  as  Franklin's. 
It  is  by  no  means  certain  that  he  would  have 
been  so  great  a  philosopher  if  he  had  been 
bred  in  a  ynivereity.  He  is  worth  contem- 
plating, as  he  whirls  the  printer's  balls  or 
pulls  at  Ihe  press,  silently  meditating  the 
questions  in  logic  and  mathematics  he  has 
studied  through  the  night  in  his  chamber. 
He  perceives  that  learning  is  to  be  his  capital 
for  distinction  as  well  as  profit,  and  every 
principle  and  combination  suggested  in  his 
books  is  revolved  in  his  mind  until  it  is  un- 
derstood, while  his  hands  are  so  busy  with 
his  art. 

James  Franklin,  who  had  been  printer  of 
the  Boston  Gazette,  the  second  American 
newspaper,  in  1721,  established  the  fourth 
one,  called  the  New  England  Courant,  on  his 
own  account,  and  his  apprenticed  brother  car- 
ried the  copies  for  subscribers  about  the  city. 
Anonymously  and  in  a  disguised  hand  he 
wrote  articles  for  the  Courant  which  were 
applauded,  and  by  James  and  his  associates  at- 
tributed in  his  presence  to  the  cleverest  men  in 
Boston.  When  however  the  secret  was  dis- 
covered James  was  displeased,  lest  the  appren- 
tice should  become  too  vain,  and  from  that  time 
treated  him  with  increasing  harshness,  so  that 
he  probably  would  have  brokeA  his  indentures 
had  not  an  unlooked-for  circumstance  caused 
them  to  be  surrendered.  James  was  arrested 
by  order  of  the  Assembly  and  imprisoned  on 

a  charge  of  having  published  in  his  paper 
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passages  reflecting  on  Ike  goTernment,  the 
churches,  and  the  college.  On  being  set  at 
liberty* he  was  prohibited  from  any  longer 
printing  the  Counint,  and  after  consultation 
with  his  friends  it  was  decided  to  issue  it  in 
the  name  of  Benjamin  Franklin,  whose  in- 
dentures were  therefore  cancelled,  that  they 
might  be  shown  if  any  one  should  be  suspi- 
cious that  the  arrangement  was  but  an  evasion 
of  the  legislative  order.  Upon  their  next 
disagreement,  for  the  new  relationship  made 
no  difference  in  the  severity  of  his  treatment, 
he  asserted  his  freedom,  and  selling  his  books 
to  obtain  money  for  the  expenses  of  the  pas- 
sage, privately  quitted  Boston,  and  in  October, 
1723,  after  a  fatiguing  journey,  partly^on  foot 
and  partly  at  the  oar,  reached  Philadelphia. 

Every  one  has  read  in  his  delightful  me- 
moirs— ^the  most  natural,  ingenuous^  and 
interesting  autobiography  in  our  language— 
of  Franklin's  arrival  in  this  city ;  how  with 
his  pockets  filled  with  shirts  and  stockings, 
a  penny  roll  under  each  arm,  and  eating  an- 
other, he  was  seen  by  Miss  Reed,  whom  he 
afterward  married,  walking  wearily  and  awk- 
wardly up  Market  street,  and  how  he  went 
into  a  Quaker  meeting-house  and  slept  on  one 
of  the  benches  until  the  people  dispersed. 
^*  Who  would  have  dreamed,**  exclaims  Bris- 
sot  de  Warville,  "that  this  poor  wanderer 
would  become  the  ornament  of  the  New 
World,  the  pride  of  modem  philosophy  1" 

After  working  a  short  time  for  the  printer 
Keimer,  he  attracted  the  notice  of  Sir  William 
Keith,  governor  of  the  province,  who  urged 
him  to  establish  an  office  on  his  own  account; 
and  he  made  a  journey  to  Boston,  bearing  a 
letter  from  the  governor  full  of  promises  of 
countenance  and  assurances  of  success,  to  ask 
assistance  of  his  father.  But  Josiah  Franklin 
thought  him  too  young,  and  would  not  help 
him,  though  he  was  proud  that  his  boy  had 
gained  so  distinguished  a  friend.  "Then,*' 
said  Sir  William,  when  he  heard  it,  'U  my- 
self will  set  you  up,  and  you  shall  repay  me 
when  you  are  able ;"  and  he  directed  him  to 
be  in  readiness  to  go  with  letters  of  credit  in 
the  next  ship  to  London,  that  he  might  in 
person  select  the  furniture  of  a  printing-house. 
Franklin  accofBingly  went  on  board,  expect- 
ing to  find  his  letters  in  the  hands  of  the  cap- 
tain, and  having  for  his  companion  James 
Ralph,  a  young  Philadelphian,  who  afterward 
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upon  the  appearance  of  his  "  Night,  a  psero, 
was  immort^zed  by  Pc^e  in  the  Dunciad : 

Silence,  ye  wntves,  while  Ralph  to  Cynthia  howie, 
And  makes  ,^right  hideous;  antwerhlm,  yeowie! 

On  arriving  in  London  he  found  that  the  let- 
ters marked  to  his  care  had  no  reference  to 
his  business,  and  that  they  would  have  been 
^lueless  if  of  the  kind  promised,  as  Keith 
had  no  credit  for  himself.  Thus  disappointed, 
he  obtained  a  situation  as  a  compositor,  and 
being  employed  on  an  edition  of  the  Religion 
of  Nature,  by  Wollaston,  some  of  whose  rea- 
sonings did  not  appear  to  him  well-founded, 
he  wrote  a  metaphysical  tract  in  reply,  enti- 
tled a  Dissertation  on  Liberty  and  Necessity, 
Pleasure  and  Pain,  which  led  to  his  introduc- 
tion to  Dr.  Mandeville,  author  of  the  Fable 
of  the  Bees,  and  several  other  gentlemen,  one 
of  whom  offered  to  take  him  to  see  the  great 
Newton,  who  was  then  alure;  but  something 
'  prevented,  and  the  light  of  that  age  set  before 
the  new  luminary  rose  above  the  horizon. 

Of  Franklin's  life  in  London  we  have 
but  few  glimpses.  It  is  probable  that  with 
Ralph  he  acted  some  such  part  as  Johnson 
about  the  same  time  did  with  Savage,  though 
their  indulgences  could  not  have  been  in  all 
respects  alike,  as  Franklin  continued  to  be 
temperate  in  his  diet.  His  most  expensive 
amusement  vras  probably  the  play;  but  as 
he  attempted  to  seduce  the  ipistress  of  his 
friend,  moral  principles  could  not  have  stood 
much  in  the  way  of  his  desires.  With 
Ralph's  borrowings,  and  his  own  habits, 
though  he  had  constant  employment  and 
was  a  quick  workman,  he  never  had  money 
enough  to  pay  tiis  passage  to  America,  and 
probably  would  have  remained  in  Europe,  had 
not  a  Philadelphia  shop-keeper,  who  chanced 
to  be  in  London,  offered  to  take  him  home  as 
his  clerk.  After  an  absence  of  nearly  two 
years  he  reentered  the  Delaware,  and  until 
the  death  of  his  new  employer,  which  oc- 
curred a  few  months  afterward,  was  iearn- 
ing  the  mysteries  of  trade;  but  that  event 
left  him  without  occupation,  and  he  re- 
turned to  Keimer's  printing-office,  where  he 
remained  until  he  had  an  opportunity  to  go 
into  partnership  with  a  young  man  named 
Meredith,  whose  father  furnished  the  neces- 
sary capital  and  offered  him  half  the  profits 
for  his  attention  and  skill,  and  the  benefit 
he  expected  his  son  to  derive  from  the  con- 
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Franklin^s  ability,  industry,  and  integrity 
commanded  success.  Keiwer  failed  and  left 
the  country;  and  his  paper  was  continued  and 
Bade  a  source  of  revenue  and  influence  by 
Franklin,  who  soon  was  able  to  purchase  the 
interest  of  his  partner,  and  assume  the  sole 
management' of  the  business.     Miss  Reed,  to 


Harvard  bestowed  ||ie  Master's  degree  for 
the  very  achievements  which  soon  after  led 
the  Oxford,  Edinburgh,  and  St.  Andrews  uni- 
versities to  declare  him  a  Doctor  of  Laws. 

It  was  in  June,  1752,  that  Franklin  first 
demonstrated  the  identity  of  lightning  and 
electricity,  bringing  with  his  hempen  lasso 


whom    he    had  been  engaged  before  going  i  ^  the  leaping  thunderer  in  perfect  docility  to 


to  London,  and  who  in  consequence  of  his 
neglect  had  suffered  herself  to  be  persuaded 
into  a  match  with  an  adventurer,  who  soon 
afterward  was  found  to  have  another  wife, 
and  compelled  to  leave  th^  province,  was  now 
free  again ;  and  by  marrying  *her  he  ^*  cor- 
rected the  erratum'*  of  his  infidelity.  A  sta- 
*tioner*s  shop  was  opened,  which  she  attended, 
while  he  prepared  articles  for  his  paper,  made 
contracts,  and  worked  at  his  trade. 

In  1729  Franklin  wrote  and  published  an 
anonymous  pamphlet  on  the  Nature  and  Ne- 
cessity of  a  Paper  Currency,  which  in  a  shor^ 


time  led  to  the  emission  of  eighty  thousands  ^explanations  are  suggested  by  him  as  if  they 


pounds,  and  much  increased  his  popularity.^ 
In  1731  he  founded  the  public  library  in 
Philadelphia,  and  in  the  following  year  com- 
menced the  publication  of  Poor  Richard's 
Almanac,  celebrated  for  its  maxims  of  pru- 
dence, and  which  was  so  well  received  that 
in  some  of  the  twenty-five  years  for  which 
it  was  printed  he  sold  more  than  ten  thou- 
sand copies  of  it.  He  also  founded  the 
American  Philosophical  Society  and  the  Unl- 
Tersity  of  Pennsylvania,  and  was  foremost 
in  all  enterprises  calculated  in  any  way  to 
improve  the  condition  of  the  people.  In 
1736  he  was  chosen  clerk  of  the  provincial 
Assembly  ;  in  the  following  ^ear  was  made 
postmaster  of  Philadelphia;  and  when  the 
war  with  France  broke  out,  he  published  a 
tract  entitled  Plain  Truth,  calling  upon  the 
inhabitants  of  the  colony  to  enrol  themselves, 
to  which  ten  thousand  quickly  answered  with 
their  names.  Soon  after  he 'was  elected  a 
member  of  the  Assembly,  and  commissiqjper 
for  making  a  treaty  with  the  Indians,  and  in 
1753  was  appointed  postmaster-general  for 
British  America,  when,  the  business  of  his 
office  calling  him  to  New  England,  H^lrvard 
University  followed  the  example  of  Yale 
College  in  presenting  him  the  degree  of 
Master  of  Arts,  in  consideration  of  his  im- 
provements in  natural  philosophy.  It  was 
characteristic  of  our  recognitions  of  genius 
and  learning  in  Americans,  that  Yale  and 


acknowledge  at  his  feet  the  supremacy  of 
man's  dominion.  While  in  Boston,  six  years 
before,  he  had  seen  some  imperfect  experi- 
ments in  electricity,  which  induced  him  to 
study  the  subject,  and  his  investigations  had 
been  aided  by  accounts  transmitted  by  Mr. 
Peter  Collinson,  of  the  Royal  Society,  to  the 
Philadelphia  Library  Company.  He  exhi- 
bited ingenuity  in  experiments,  sagacity  in  de- 
ductions^  precision  in  views,  and  clearness  in 
statements  which  excited  among  the  learned 
as  much  admiration  as  surprise.  As  Lord 
Jeffrey  well   observes,  "the  most  profound 


were  the  most  obvious  and  natural  way  of 
accounting  for  phenomena,"  and  he  seems  to 
pride  himself  so  little  upon  his  most  splendid 
discoveries  that  it  is  necessary  to  compare^ 
him  with  others  before  we  can  form  a  just 
opinion  of  his  merits.  The  same  simplicity, 
perspicuity,  and  frankness  are  shown  in  the 
papers  respecting  all  his  inventions,  disco- 
veries, and  observations.  His  prime  aim  in 
every  thing  w^  to  benefit  mankind.  Allud- 
ing to  his  coiftrivance  of  magical  squares, 
he  says,  that  however  wonderful  these  arith- 
metical amusements  may  seem,  he  cannot 
value  himself  upon  them,  but  is  rather 
ashamed  to  have  it  known  that  he  had  spent 
any  part  of  his  time  in  an  employment  that 
could  "  not  possibly  be  of  any  use  to  him- 
self or  others."  The  construction  of  fire- 
places, improvements  in  navigation,  and  other 
subjects  of  practical  importance  were  far  more 
interestincr  to  him.  * 

Whil#  pursuing  his  philosophical  inqui- 
ries, the  results  of  which  from  1747  to  1754 
were  detailed  in  letters  to  Mr.  Collinson,  he 
was  still  busy  in  the  public  service.  At 
tlie  head  of  five  hundred  men  he  had  gone 
through  a  laborious  campaign  in  the  interior 
of  Pennsylvania,  and  he  had  attended  and 
been  a  principal  actor  in  the  congress  which 
assembled  Bf  Albany  and  recommended  a 
union  of  the  colonies  under  a  royal  president. 
It  may  be  regarded  as  a  proof  of  the  excel- 
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lence  of  his  plan,  which  was  acc^ted  by  the 
Congress,  that  it  was  refused  \iy;,  the  assem- 
blies on  the  g:round  that  it  gave  (oo  much 
authority  to  the  crown,  and  by  the  ^ministry 
because  it  yielded  too  much  to.  the  representa- 
tives of  the  peoj^le.  He  had  been  several 
years  the  leader  of  the  Assembly  of  Pennsyl- 
vania in  a  controversy  with  the  governor, 
who-  was  appointed  by  the  heirs  of  .William 
Penn  and  instructed  by  them  to  approve  no 
laws  for  taxing  their  estates,  even  for  the 
dommon  defence ;  and  in  1757  he  was  chosen 
an  agent  to  represent  the  province  in  Eng- 
land,  and  if  unable  otherwise  to  procure  re- 
dress of  grrievances,  to  petition  for  a  change 
in  the  charter,  so  that  the  chief  magistrate 
>  might  be  appointed  by  the  king.  His  Letters 
on  Electricity  had  previously  been  published, 
|n  a  quarto  volume,  under  the  direction  of  one 
of  his  corresp'^ndents,  and  **  nothing,*'  says 
Priestley,  "  was  ever  written  on  the  subject 
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publfe  burdens,  and  in  1762,  having  passed 
five  years  in  Gr^t  Biitain,  he  returned  to 
America.    While  pPbroad  he  had  Written  his 
celebrated  pamphlet  on  the  acouisition  of> 
Canada  and  Guadaloupe,  distinguished  for  ex- 
traordinary clearness,  compactness^and  force 
of  reason,  and  several  important  papers  on 
scientific  subjects^  and  had  added  largely  to 
the  number  of  his  acquaintances  among  states- 
men and   men  of  letters,  particularly  Lord 
Kaimes,  David  Hume,  and  Dr.  Robertson, 
with  whom  he  many  years  kept  ap  an  inti-* 
mate  correspondence.     Alluding  to  a  visit  tt> 
his  friends  in  4Scotland,  made  in  the  summer 
of  1759,  he  says  that  on  the  whole  the  time   | 
spent  among  them  was  ^*  six  weeks  of  the  * 
densest  happiness'*  he  had  met  with  in  any  . 
part  of  his  Nfe. 

S|pn  after  bis  retunf,  being  still  colonial 
postmaster-general,  he  spent  several  months 

jti  visiting  and  inspecting  the  northern  and 
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more  justly  applauded.    All  the  world,  even.w^stern  offices.     He  travelled  sixteen  hundred 


kings,  flocked  to  see  them,  and  retired  full  of 
admiration.''  They  were  verified  in  Paris 
before  Louis  XV.  by  M.  de  Lo^,  in  I'urin 
by  M.  Beccaria,  in  Russia  by  Professor  Rich- 
mann,  who  was  killed  by  lightning  while 
making  one  of  the  experiments,  and  by  not 
less  eminent  persons  in  other  parts  of  Europe. 
The  Royal  Society,  too,  repenting  of  previous 
neglect,  had  elected  him  a  fellow  and  pre- 
sented him  the  Copley  medal.  As  soon  as 
it  was  known  therefore  that  he  was  in  Lon- 
don, the  most  distinguished  men  of  that  me- 
tropolis hastened  to-pay  their  respects  to  him, 
and  the  scholars  of  the  continent  quickly  fol- 
lowed with  lettera  of  congratulation.  For 
two  months  he  was  confined  to  his  room  by 
illness,  but  as  soon*  as  his  health  permitted 
he  devoted  himself  with  assiduity  to  the  busi- 
ness of  his  mission.  Earljr  in  1759,  to  disa- 
buse the  popular  mind  of  prejudices  which 
had  been  cllated  by'  the  partisans  of  the  pro- 
prietors, he  published  a  large  volume  entitled 
An .  Historical  Review  of  Pennsylvania,  of 
which  he  was  long  supposed  to  be  the  author, 
though  it  is  now  certain  that  he  wrote  very 
little  of  it.  It  was  prepared,  under  his  direc- 
tion, probably  by  Ralph,' who  had  now  been 
in  England  more  than  thirty  years,  and  was 
esteemed  one  of  the  best  political  writers  in 
the  kingdom.  He  was  finallv  successful 
with  the  miiystry,  who  decided  uiat  the  land- 
holdere  should  bear  a  just  proportion  of  the 


jniles  in  a  light  carriage,  driven  by  himself, 
with  a  saddle-horee  attached  on  which  his 
daughter,  who  accompanied  him,  occastbnally 
rode.  In  the  difictent  towns  he  was  received 
with  flattering  hospitalities  by  his  old  friends, 
and  in  some  of  them  was  detained  many  days. 
Upon  his  return  to  Philadelphia  he  entered 
with  characteristic  ardor  upon  public  a&ire. 
He  was  the  first  citizen  of  the  province,  apd 
in  every  emergency  atfted  with  a  fearlessness 
only  equalled  by  his  wisdom.  The  indignant* 
eloquence  of  his  pamphlet  oh  the  Paxton  i|i- 
surrection,  'showed  with  what  feelings  he 
regarded  popular  violence,  and  the  people 
might  have  seen  in  his  stern  respect  for  law 
the  best  proof  of  his  fitness  for  the  high  duties 
to  which  they  called  him.  He  perceived, 
what  every  man  worthy  of  freedom  perceives, 
that  the  laws  of  a  state  should  be  as  certain 
of  execution  as  decrees  of  God,  no  possible 
contingency  juHifying  the  slightest  deviation 
froj|i  them,  and  proofs  of  oppressiveness  or 
any  kind  of  unfitness  having  no  proper  use 
but  as  arguments  for  modification,  or  in  ex** 
tremity  for  revolution. 

The  controversy  bet^^een  the  proprietors  and 
the  inhabitants  was  not  yet  ended.  The  ad- 
ministration was  ijiefficient,  and  every  part  of 
the  public  service  ei^^barrassed.  In  a  pamph- 
let entitled  Cool  Thbughts  on  tbe  Present 
Situation  of  Affairs,  he  showed  that  the  evils 
tHiich  all  acknowledged  to  exist  were  inhe- 
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Teat  in  the  nature  of  the  government,  an^  that 
it  was  necessary  at  o^^pe  to  take  the  chief  ap- 
pointing p^wer  from  the  foreign  fendholders. 
A  large  majority  of  the^'people  and  of  the 
Assembly  were  of  this  opinion,  and  in  1764 
itikUri  procefded  a  second  time  to  England, 
h  a  petilion  fot  a  change  of  the  charter, 
and  to  manage  the  general  affairs  of  the  pro- 
vince. But  air  local  controversies  were  soon 
forgotten  in  preparations  for  a  more  gei^ral 
and  important  conflict. 

The  plan  for  taxing  the  colonies  had  cre- 
ated a  profound  sensati<y),  and  clearsighted  . 
men  in  both  countries  saw  the  storm  that  was 
approaching.  Franklin  was  appointed  agent 
fer  Massachusetts,  New  Jersey,  and  Georgia, 
arid  was  looked  upon  as  the  representative  of  the 
whole  American  people.  In  his  memorable 
examination  before  th^  House  of  Commons,  in 
1766,  his  simplicity,  composure,  and  firmness, 
the  precision  of  his  language,  and  the  aston- 
ishing fulness  and  impressive  character  of  his 
information,  produced  such  an  efifect  that  th^ 
stamp  act  was  repealed.  That  spirit  of  obedi- 
ence, that  respect  for  what  is  established,  as 
being  to  us  in  the  place  ^f  destiny  until  re- 
jf  versed  by  the  operation  of  fit  causes,  to  which 
allusion  has  been  made,  still  marked  his 
conduct,  it  was  a  part,  and  one  of  the  best 
parts,  of  his  nature. .  He  protested,  warned, 
and  made  argument  against  the  policy  of  the 
ministers,  as  tending  fp  revolution,  but  was 
-one  of  the  last  to  revolt.  When  he  saw  that 
that "  noble  vase,"  as  he  styled  the  British 
empire,  in  a  letter  to  Lord  Howe,  was  to  be 
broken,  that  the  civil  war  which  he  had  la- 
boured with  such  unwearied  earnestness  to 
avert  was  to  come  at  last  with  all  its  dire  ca- 
lamities, he  may  have  faltered  a  moment,  as 
one  who  thinks  of  toil  unprofitably  spent ;  but 
America  was  to  Europe  then  the  country  of 
Franklin,  and  his  wise  conduct, — ^his  pru- 
dence, modeottion,  and  firm«39,^which  the 
rabble  on  both  sides  called  treason;  had  its 
'  uses,  and  gained  for  us  a  national  oharffiter, 
before  we  had  a  national  existence.  The 
great  Lord  Chatham  did  not  hesitate,  while 
some  in  the  parliament-house  were  planning 
his  arrest,  to  speak  of  him  as  **  one  who  was 
an  honc^r  not  to  England  only,  but  to  human 
namre ;"  and  the  manner  in  which  his  grate- 
ful countiymen  received  hipi,  showed  that 
there  were  few  here  who  did  not  justly  appre- 
ciate his  character  and  services. 


Immedi^ly  a^er  his  return  he  was  elected 
a  member  of  the  Congress,  then,  sitting  in 
Philadelphia.  Though  he  seldom  addressed 
that  bo^,  he  was  one  of  its  most  efficient 
members,  serving  constantly  on  its  important 
committees.  Aher  signing  the  Declaration 
of  Independence,  he  was  appointed  minister 
plenipotentiary  to  .France,  and  placing  his 
property  at  the  disposal  of  Congress,  he  de- 
parted for  Paris,  where  hq  arrived  near,  the 
close  of  December,  1776. 

He  w^s  not  at  first  formally  received  by  the 
coQrt,  but  the  French  peoplo  welcomed  him 
with  more  than  even  their  characteristic  eh- 
thusiasm.  Portraits  of  the  venerable  old  man, 
who  joined,  it  was  said,  the  demeanouiv  of 
Phocion  to  the  spirit  of  Socrates,  were  every- 
where to  be  seen,  with  Turgot's  sublime  in- 
scription, 

**  Eripuit  e«Uo  fulmtn,  Mceptrumqttt  tyranni$  ;**    . 

busts  and  prints  of  him  were^multiplied  and 
sold  in  extraordinary  numbers ;  his  head  was 
represented  on  medalions  set  in  snuflj^-boxes^ 
or  worn  by  both  sexes  in  rings,  brooches,  and 
otheQ  ornaments ;  the  most  eminent  persons 
thronged  His  house  at  Passy;  and  crowds  in 
the  streets  greeted  him  with  acclamations 
when  he  appeared  in  the  city.  The  age^ 
Voltaire,  who,  after  having  received  the  ho- 
mage of  one  generation,  reappeared,  with  a 
new  tragedy,  in  the  midst  of  another,  to  be 
crowned  with  chaplets  by  posterity,  was  then 
in  Paris,  and||rhen  they  jnet,  though  he  had 
long  ceased  to  speak  our  language,  he  made 
the  attempt,  and  failing,  added«  *^  Je  n'ai  pii 
resister  au  desir  dt  parler  un  moment  la  langue 
de  Franklin."  The  philosopher  presented 
his  grandson,  and  asked  a  blessing :  *'  God 
and  Liberty,"  said  the  poet,  "  is  the  only  one 
fitting  for  Franklin's  children."  The  great 
men  met  again,. '^ays  Lord  Brougham,  at  a 
public  sitting  of  the  Academy,  and  when 
they  took  their  places,  side  hH  side,  and 
shook  hands  together,  a  burst  of  applause 
involuntarily  rosd  from  the  whole  assembly. 
Afler  this  picture  it  is  needless  to  detail  the 
story  of  his  negotiations  with  the  court.  "  His* 
virtues  and  his  renown,"  observes,  the  his- 
torian Lacretelle,  ^*  negotiated  for  him,,  and 
before  the  second  year  of  his  mission  had 
expired,  no  one  conceived  it  possible  to  refuse 
fleets  and  an  army  to  the  compatriots  of 
Franklin."  • 

When  he  had  signed  the  treaty  of  alliance 
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with  France,  and  the  definitive  treaty  of  peace 
with  Great  Britain,  he  requested  permission 
to  retire  from  the  public  service,  in  which  he 
had  now  passed  more  than  Half  a  century. 
But  it  was  still  three  years  before  Congress 
could  be  induced  to  appoint  his  successor. 
His  last  official  act  in  Europe  was  t)fe  sign- 
ing of  the  treaty  with  Prussia,  containing  his 
philanthropic  article  against  privateering  and 
for  the  protection  of  private  property  in  time 
of  war.  The  emperor  of  Austria  had  invited 
him  to  visit  Vienna,  but  he  was  too  feeble. 
The  queen's  litter  was  kindly  offered  him  for 
his  journey  to  Havre,  where  he  arrived  in  six 
days  after  leaving  Passy;  and  on  the  four- 
teenth of  September,  1785,  when  he  was  in 
the  eightieth  year  of  his  age,  he  landed  at 
Philadelphia,  on  the  spot  where  he  had  stood 
sixty-three  years  before,  a  poor  and  friend- 
less youth.  Now  he  was  greeted  with  the 
acclamations  of  an  admiring  people,  with  the 
ringing  of  bells  and  the  discharge  of  artiUery— >^ 
one  of  the  proudest  triumphs  in  history,  won 
without  an  act  of  violence  or  crime. 

For  three  years  he  was  president  of  tK^  com- 
monwealth, and  in  1787  he  sat  wilii  Washing- 
ton and  Hamilton  in  the  federal  convention 
which  gave  his  countrymen  the  freest  of  con- 
stitutions. He  had  lived  long ;  he  had  learned 
that  '^  God  governs  in  the  affairs  of  men,''  he 
said,  in  one  of  his  brief  speeches,  in  which  he 
proposed  that  the  convention  in  daily  prayers 
should  seek  His  guidance  and  protection.  Tlie 
last  year  of  his  presidency  ended  in  Octooer, 
1788,  and  after  that  time,  though  he  was  often 
consulted  on  public  affairs,  he  held  no  office 
in  the  government. 

He  resided  in  Philadelphia,  with  his  daugh- 
ter and  grandchildren,  in  such  dignified  repose 
as  ^ecame  a  philosopher  and  sage,  until  the 
seventeenth  of  April,  179||,  when  he  died. 
"  Benjamin  and  Deborah  Franklin,  1790,"  is 
the  simple  und  only  inscription  upon  the  plain 
marble  under  which,  with  the  partner  of  his 
youth  and  middle  age,  he  is  sleeping.  No  co- 
lumn has  been  raised  to  him.    None  is  needed. 

The  news  of  his  death  reached  Paris,  and 
Mirabeau  announced  in  the  General  Assembly 
that "  the  genius  which  had  freed  America  and 
poured  a  flood  of  light  over  Europe,  had  returned 
to  the  bosom  of  the  Divinity."  "Everywhere," 
to  use  the  language  of  Rochefoucauld, "  he  was 
the  object  of  the  regrets,  as  he  had  been  of  the 
admiration  of  the  friends  of  liberty." 


Ii^  all  respects  Franklin's  character  was  nv- 
markable.  The  acuteness,  solidity  and  prac- 
ticalness of  his  ifnderstanding  are  not  more 
striking  than  his  happy  temper.  Whether 
assailed  to  his  face  by  a  brutal  Wedderbum, 
or  covertly  slandered  by  an  eavious  And  feeble 
Izard ;  made  the  idol  of  a  frivolous  court,  or 
greeted  with  acclamations  by  an  assembly  of 
academicians ;  he  maintained  the  same  unva- 
rying serenity.  He  would  have  been  more  or 
less  than  man  if  insensible  of  his  successes 
and  celebrity,  but  he  was  not  more  humble 
when  trundling  paper  on  a  handbarrow  through 
the  streets,  than  when  standing,  the  observed 
of  all  observera,  in  the  presence  of  kings; 
when  chronicling  the  results  of  everyday  ex- 
perience, than  when  unfolding  the  profoand- 
est  mysteries  of  nature ;  when  reconciling  the 
diffejences  of  his  shop-mates,  than  when  mak-  % 
ing^eaties  between  belligerent  empires. 

His  moral  writings  have  had  a  powerful 
influence  upon  the  character  of  the  American 
people.  They  are  eminently  distinguished 
for  what  is  called  common  sense.  Their 
tone  is  rather  below  than  above  that  of  most 
similar  compositions.  His  ideal  of  utility  is 
too  humble.  His  virtue  is  the  doing  good  to 
mankind,  not  for  its  own  sweetness,  but  that 
they  may  do  good  to  us.  Yet  the  sort  of  per- 
sons he  addressed,  in  the  essays  of  "  Richard 
Saunders"  and  in  much  of  his  familiar  corre- 
spondence, should  noy>e  forgotten.  Nothing 
could  be  better  suited  to  their  underatandings 
and  conditions. 

Franklin's  style  is  in  all  respects  admirable. 
That  of  his  scientific  papers,  in  simplicity, 
clearness,  precision  and  condensation  is  un- 
paralleled. Discarding  the  symbols  of  geo- 
metry, and  indeed  all  technical  language,  he 
succeeded  in  presenting  the  most  difficult 
problems  and  abstruse  speculations  in  the 
shortest  space,  and  so  perspicuously  that  a 
child  could  perfectly  understand  them.  That 
of  his  letters  and  essays  is  various,  but  always 
excellent.  It  is  much  better  than  Addison's, 
of  whom  he  has  absurdly  been  called  a  copy- 
ist, because  he  mentions  as  one  of  his  boyisK 
experiments  an  attempt  to  write  in  the  manner 
of  the  Spectator.  It  is  more  concise  and  point- 
ed, clear  and  forcible,  and  has  quite  as  much 
wit  and  humour,  ease  and  elegance.  Bowditch 
might  as  well  be  called  an  imitator  of  DaboU 
because  he  once  worked  out  some  of  the  pro- 
positions of  that  famous  arithmetician. 
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THE  WAY  TO  WEA^JH. 

CoiTBTsous  Rbadck,  I  havo  heard,  that  no- 
thing gives  an  author  so  great  pleasure  as  to  find 
his  works  Respectfully  quoted  by  others.  Judge, 
then,  how  much  I  must  have  been  gratified  by  an 
incident  I  am  going  to  relate  to  you.  I  stopped 
my  horse  lately,  Where  a  gpreat  number  of  people 
were  collected  at  an  auction  of  merchants'  goods. 
The  hoar  of  Ae  sale  not  being  come,  Uiey  were 
coDTersing  on  the  badness  of  the  times ;  and  one 
of  the  company  called  to  a  plain,  clean,  old  man, 
with  white  locks,  **  Pray,  Father  Abraham,  what 
think  you  of  the  times  ?  Will  not  these  heavy 
taxea  quite  ruin  the  counUy?  How  shall  we 
ever  be  able  to  pay  theml^  What  would  you 
advise  us  to  ?*'  Father  Abraham  stood  up  and 
replied,  **  If  you  would  have  my  advice,  I  will 
give  it  you  in  short;  for  ^  word  to  the  tnse  it 
enough,  as  Poor  Richard  says.*'  They  joined  in 
desiring  him  to  speak  his  mind,  and  gathering 
round  him,  he  proceeded  as  follows. 

**  Friends,"  Mud  he,  « the  taxes  are  indeed  very 
heavy,  and,  if  those  laid  on  by  the  govenHbent 
were  the  only  ones  we  had  to  pay,  we  might  more 
easily  discharge  them ;  but  we  have  many  others, 
and  much  more  grievous  to  some  of  us.  We  are 
taxed  twice  as  much  by  our  idleness,  three  times 
ss  much  by  our  pride,  and  four  times  as  much  by 
oar  foQy  ;  and  from  these  taxes  the  commission- 
ers cannot  ease  or  deliver  us,  by  allowing  an 
emenL  However,  let  us  hearken  to  good  ad- 
and  something  may  be  done  for  us;  God 
»../,•  them  that  help  themuheSf  as  Poor  Richard 
says. 

«<I.  It  would  be  thought  a  hard  government, 
that  should  tax  its  people  one-tenth  part  of  their 
time,  to  be  employed  in  its  service ;  but  idleness 
taxes  many  of  us  much  m^ ;  sloth,  by  bringing  on 
diseases,  absolutely  shortens  life.  Slothy  like  rtutj 
consumes  faster  than  labour  toears;  while  the  used 
key  is  always  hv^hty  as  Poor  Richard  says.  But 
dost  thou  laoe  life,  then  do  not  squander  timeyfor 
that  is  the  stuff  Hfe  is  made  ofy  as  Poor  Richard 
says.  How  much  more  than  is  necessary  do  we 
spend  in  sleep,  forgetting,  that  The  sleeping  fox 
catches  no  poultry^  and  that  There  will  be  sleeping 
0umgh  in  the  grave,  as  Poor  Richard  says. 

«  If  time  be  of  all  things  the  most  precious^  xcast- 
ing  time  imot  6^  as  Poor  Richard  says,  the  greatest 
prodigality ;  since,  as  he  elsewhere  tells  us,  Lost 
time  is  never  found  again ;  and  what  we  call  time 
encmgk,  always  proves  Httle  erumgh.  Let  us  then 
up  and  be  doing,  and  doing  to  the  purpose ;  so  by 
diligence  shall  we  do  more  with  less  perplexity. 
Sloth  makes  all  things  difficulty  btU  industry  all 
lasy;  and  He  that  riseth  late  must  trot  all  day,  and 
shall  scarce  overtake  his  business  at  night ,  while 
Laziness  travds  so  slmely,  that  Poverty  soon  over- 
takes hini.  Drive  thy  business,  let  not  that  drive 
and  Early  to  bed,  and  early  to  rise,  makes  a 
healthy,  wealthy,  and  wise,  as  Poor  Richard 

what  signifi^  wishing  and  hoping  for  bet- 
r  times  ?     We  may  make  these  times  better,  if 


we  bestir  ourselves.  Industry  need  not  wish,  and 
he  that  lives  vpon  hopes  wUl  die  fasting.  There 
are  no  gains  without  pains ;  then  help,  hands,  for 
I  have  no  lands ;  or,  if  I  have,  they  are  smartly 
taxed.  He  that  hath  a  trade  hath  an  estate ;  and 
he  thai  hath  a  calling,  hath  an  office  of  profit  and 
honour,  as  Poor  Richard  says ;  but  then  the  trade 
must  be  worked  at,  and  Uie  calling  followed,  or 
neithe/  the  estate  nor  the  office  will  enable  us  to 
pay  our  taxes.  If  we  are  industrious,  we  shall 
never  starve ;  for.  At  the  working  maWs  house  hun- 
ger looks  in,  but  dares  not  enter.  Nor  will  the 
bailiff  or  the  constable  elfter,  for  Industry  pays 
debts,whUe  despair  increaseth  them.  What  though 
you  have  fouqd  no  treasure,  nor  has  any  rich  relap 
tion  left  you  a  legacy.  Diligence  is  the  mother  of 
good  luck,  and  God  gives  all  things  to  industry. 
Therf,  plough  deep  while  sluggards  sleep,  and  you 
shall  have  corn  to  sell  and  to  keep.  Work  while  it 
is  called  to-day,  for  you  know  not  how  much  you 
may  be  hindered  to-morrow.  One  to-day  is  worth 
two  to-morrows,  as  Poor  Richard  says ;  and  further. 
Never  leave  that  till  to-morrow,  which  you  can  do 
to-day.  If  you  were  a  servant,  would  you  not  be 
ashamed  that  a  good  master  should  catch  you  idle  ? 
Are  you  then  your  own  master  1  Be  ashamed 
^to  catch  yourself  idle,  when  there  is  so  much  to 
be  done  for  yourself,  your  family,  your  country, 
and  your  king.  Handle  your  tools  without  mit- 
tens ;  remember,  that  The  cat  in  gloves  catches  no 
mice,  as  Poor  Richard  says.  It  is  true  there  is 
much  to  be  done,  and  perhaps  you  are  weak- 
handed  ;  but  stick  to  it  steadily,  and  you  will  see 
great  effects;  for  Constant  dropping  wears  away 
stones }  and  By  diligence  and  patience  the  mousi 
ate  in  tuH)  the  cable ;  and  Little  strokes  fell  great 
oaks. 

"  Methinks  I  hear  some  of  you  say,  « Must  a 
man  afford  himself  no  leisure  V  I  will  tell  thee, 
my  fnend,  what^  Poor  Rich^d  says :  Employ  thy 
tim»  well,  if  thou  meanest  to  gain  leisure ;  and,  since 
thou  art  n(H  sure  of  a  minute,  throw  not  away  an 
hour.  Leisure  is  time  for  doijsg  something  useful ; 
this  leisure  the  diligent  man  will  obtain,  but  the 
lazy  man  never ;  for  ji  Hfe  of  leisure  and  a  life  of 
laziness  are  tux>  things.  Many,  without  labour, 
would  live  by  their  wits  only,  but  they  break  for 
want  of  stock;  whereas,  industry  gives  comfort, 
and  plenty,  and  respect  Fly  pleasures,  and  they 
will  follow  you,  Tkt  diligent  spinner  has  a  Icwge 
shift ;  and  'now  I  have  a  sheep  and  a  cow,  every- 
body bids  me  good  morrow. 

<*  n.  But  with  our  industry  we  must  likewise 
be  steady,  settled,  and  careful,  and  oversee  our 
own  af&irs,  with  our  own  eyes,  and  not  trust  too 
much  to  others ;  for,  as  Poor  Richard  says, 

/  never  saw  an  oft-remevi  tree, 

M'or  yet  an  oft-removed  familf, 

l^kat  throve  mo  weU  as  those  that  settled  be. 

And  again.  Three  removes  are  as  bad  as  a  fire; 
and  again,  Keep  thy  shop,  and  thy  shop  will  keep 
thee ;  and  again,  If  you  would  have  your  business 
done,  go  ;  if  not,  send.     And  again, 

He  that  by  the  plough  would  thrive, 
Binuelf  must  eithor  hold  or  drive. 
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And  again,  The  eye  of  a  niMter  unU  do  more  work 
than  both  hi$  hands ;  and  again,  Want  of  care  does 
us  more  damage  than  want  of  knowledge  ;  and  again, 
Not  to  oversee  uorhmenf  is  to  leave  them  your  purse 
open.  Trusting  too  much  to  others'  care  is  Uie 
ruin  of  many ;  for  In  the  affairs  of  this  tcorld  men 
are  saved,  not  by  faith,  but  by  the  want  ofit;  bu^  a 
man's  own  care  is  profitable ;  for,  If  you  would  have 
a  faithful  servant,  and  one  that  you  like,  serve  your- 
self A  little  neglect  i§ay  breed  great  mischief;  for 
want  of  a  nail  the  shoe  was  lost ;  for  want  of  a 
shoe  the  horse  was  lost  ^  and  for  want  of  a  horse 
the  rider  was  lost,  being  overtaken  and  slain  by  the 
enemy  ;  all  for  want  of  a  little  core  about  a  horse' 
shoe  naiL 

"  ni.  80  much  for  industry,  my  friends,  and 
attention  to  one's  own  business ;  but  to  these  we 
must  add  frugality,  if  we  would  make  our  industry 
iiCiore  certainly  successful.  A  man  may,  if  he 
knows  not  how  to  save  as  he  gets,  keep  his  nose  . 
all  his  life  to  the  grindstone,  and  die  not  worth  a 
groat  at  last.     Ji  fat  kitchen  makes  a  lean  wUl ;  and 

Many  estates  art  spent  m  tks  getting, 

Sinee  vomen  for  tea  forsook  spinning  and  knitting, 

Jlnd  men  for  punck  forsook  kewing  and  splitting. 

If  you  would  be  wee^hy,  think  of  saving  as  well  as 
of  getting.  The  Indus  have  not  made  Spain  rich, 
beaiuse  her  outgoes  art  greener  than  her  incomes, 

^  Kvrvf  then  with  your  expensive  follies,  and 
you*  will  not  then  have  so  much  cause  to  complain 
of  hard"times,  heavy  taxes,  and  chargeable  fiuni- 
lies;  for  ^ 

Women  and  wins,  game  and  deceit. 

Make  tke  wealth  smaU  and  tks  want  groat. 

And  further.  What  maintains  one  vice  would  bring 
up  two  children.  You  may  think,  perhaps,  that  a 
little  tea,  or  a  little  punch  now  and  then,  diet  a 
little  more  costly,  clothes  a  little  finer,  and  a  little 
entertainment  now  and  then,  can  be  no  great 
matter;  but  remember.  Many  a  little  makes  a 
ntickle.  Beware  of  little  expenses ;  A  small  leak 
will  sink  a  great  ship,  as  Poor  Richard  says  ;  and 
again,  Who  dainties  love,  shall  beggars  prove ;  and 
moreover,  Fttols  make  feasts,  and  wise  men  eat 
them. 

"  Here  you  are  all  got  together  at  this  sale  of 
fineries  and  knick-knacks.  You  call  them  goods; 
but,  if  you  do  not  take  care,  they  will  prove  evils 
to  some  of  you.  You  expect  they  will  be  sold 
cheap,  and  perhaps  they  may  for  less  than  they 
cost ;  but,  if  you  have  no  occasion  for  them,  they 
must  be  dear  to  you.  Remember  what  Poor 
Richard  says :  Buy  what  thou  hast  no  need  of,  and 
ere  long  thou  shult  sell  thy  necessaries.  And  again, 
M  a  great  pennyworth  pause  a  while.  He  means, 
that  perhaps  the  cheapness  is  apparent  only,  and 
not  real ;  or  the  bargain,  by  straitening  thee  in 
,  thy  business,  may  do  Uiee  more  harm  than  good. 
For  in  another  place  he  says.  Many  have  been 
ruified  by  buying  good  pennyworths.  Again,  It  is 
foolish  to  lay  out  money  in  a  purrhnse  of  repentance  ; 
and  yet  this  folly  is  practised  every  day  at  auc- 
tions, for  want  of  minding  tho  Almanac  Many 
a  one,  for  the  sake  of  finery  on  tho  back,  have  | 


gone  with  a. hungry  belly  and  half-starved  their 
families.  SHJcs  and  satins,  scarlet  and  velvets,  put 
out  the  kitchen  fre,  as  Poor  Richard  says. 

«  These  are  not  the  necessaries  of  life ;  they  can 
scarcely  be  called  the  conveiliences ;  and  yet,  only 
because  they  look  pretty,  how  many  want  to  have 
them !  By  these,  and  other  extravagances,  tiie 
genteel  are  reduced  to  poverty,  and  forced  to  bor-' 
row  of  those  whom  they  formerly  despised,  but 
who,  through  industry  and  frugality,  have  main- 
tained their  standing;  in  which  case  it  appears 
plainly,  that  Jl  ploughman  on  his  legs  is  higher  than 
a  gentleman  on  his  knees,  as  Poor  Richard  says. 
Perhaps  they  have  had  a  small  estate  left  them, 
which  they  knew  not  the  getting  of;  they  think. 
It  is  day,  and  will  H^ever  be  night ;  that  a  little  to 
be  spent  out  of  so  much  is  not  worth  minding ; 
but  Always  taking  out  of  the  meal-tub,  and  never 
putting  in,  soon  comes  to  the  bottom,  as  Poor 
Richard  says;  and  then.  When  the  well  is  dry, 
they  know  the  worthy  water.  But  this  they 
might  have  known  before,  if  they  had  taken  his 
advi^.  If  you  would  know  the  value  of  money,  go 
ana^ry  to  borrow  some  ;  for  he  that  goe$  a  borrowing 
goes  a  sorrowing,  as  Poor  Richard  says ;  and  in- 
deed so  does  he  that  lends  to  such  people,  when 
he  goes  to  get  it  in  again.  Poor  Dick  further 
advises  and  says, 

Fond  pride  of  dress  is  sure  a  very  eurse ; 
Ere  fancy  you  consult,  eoiuult  your  purss. 

And  again,  Pride  it  cu  loud  a  beggar  as  WanU, 
and  a  great  deal  more  saucy.  When  you  have 
bought  one  fine  thing,  you  must  buy  ten  more, 
that  your  appearance  may  be  all  of  a  piece ;  but 
Poor  Dick  says.  It  is  easier  to  suppress  the  first 
desire,  than  to  satisfy  all  that  follow  it.  And  it  is 
as  truly  folly  for  ^e  poor  to  ape  the  rich,  as  for 
the  fi-og  to  swell  in  order  to  equal  the  ox. 

Vsssels  large  may  venture  mors, 

But  little  boats  skoutd  keep  near  okore. 

It  is,  however,  a  folly  socfti  punished ;  for  as  Poor 
Richard  says.  Pride  that  dines  on  vanity,  sups  on 
contempt.  Pride  breakfasted  with  Plenty,  dined 
with  Poverty,  and  supped  with  Infamy.-  And,  after 
all,  of  what  use  is  this  pride  of  appearance,  for 
which  so  much  is  risked,  so  much  is  suffered  1 
It  cannot  promote  health,  nor  ease  pain ;  it  makes 
no  increase  of  merit  in  the  person;  it  creates 
envy ;  it  hastens  misfortune. 

"  But  what  madness  must  it  be  to  run  in  debt 
for  these  superfluities  ?     We  are  offered,  by  the 
terms  of  this  sale,  six  months'  credit ;  and  that, 
perhaps,  has  induced  some  of  us  to  attend  it,  be- 
cause we  cannot  spare  the  ready  money,  and  hope 
now  to  be  fine  without  it.     But,  ah !  think  what 
you  do  when  you  run  in  debt;  you  give  to  an- 
other power  over  your  Uberty .    If  you  cannot  pay 
at  the  time,  you  will  be  ashamed  to  see  your  cre- 
ditor; you  will  be  in  fear^vhen  you  speak  ti  *  ' 
you  will  make  poor,  pitiful,  sneaking  excuse 
by  degrees,  come  to  lose  your  veracity,  an 
into  base,  downright  lying;  for  The  seconc 
lying,  the  firtt  is  running  in  deb\  as  Poor  i 
says;  and  again,  to  the  same  purpose,  Lying  ] 
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vpon  DtWs  back ;  wherran  a  firee-boni  Engluh- 
man  ought  not  to  be  aahamed  nor  afraid  to  see  or 
speak  to  any  man  living.  But  poverty  often  de- 
piives  a  man  of  all  spirit  and  virtue,  h  it  hard 
for  an  empty  bag  to  ttand  vpright, 

<•  What  would  you  think  of  that  prince,  or  of 
that  government,  who  should  issue  an  edict  for- 
bidding you  to  dress  like  a  genUeman  or  gentle- 
woman, on  pain  of  imprisonment  or  servitude  1 
Would  you  not  say  that  you  were  free,  have  a 
ri^t  to  diess  aa'you  please,  and  that  such  an 
edict  would  be  a  breach  of  yqur  privileges,  and 
such  a  government  tyrannical  1  And  yet  you  are 
about  to  put  yourself  under  such  tyraimy,  when 
you  TKOL  in  debt  for  such  dr^^!  Your  creditor 
has  authori^,  at  his  pleasure,  to  deprive  you  of 
your  liberty,  by  confining  you  in  jail  till  you  shall 
be  able  to  pay  him.  When  you  have  got  your 
bsrgain,  you  may,  perhaps,  thq;ik  little  of  pay- 
ment; but,  as  Poor  Richard  says.  Creditors  have 
better  memoriei  than  debtors;  creditors  are  a  super' 
sfiiious  sect,  great  observers  of  set  days  and  times. 
The  day  comes  round  before  you  are  aware|pLnd 
the  demand  is  made  before  you  are  prepared  to 
SBtiify  it ;  or,  if  you  bear  your  debt  in  mind,  the 
tenn,  which  at  first  seemed  so  long,  will,  as  it  lea- 
sens,  appear  extremely  short  Time  will  seem  to 
have  added  wings  to  his  heels  as  well  as  his 
ihoulderB.  Those  have  a  short  Lent,  who  owe  mo~ 
ney/io  be  paid  at  Easter,  At  present,  perhaps, 
you  may  think  yourselves  in  thriving  draun- 
stances,  and  that  you  can  bear  a  little  extravagance 
without  injury ;  but 

For  age  and  want  save  whilt  jf»u  may  ; 
JVo  wioming  sun  laaU  a  whole  day. 

Gain  may  be  temporary  and  uncertain,  but  ever, 
while  you  live,  expense  is  constant  and  certain ; 
sod  It  is  easier  to  build  two  chimneys,  than  to  keep 
one  in  fitet,  as  Poor  Richard  says ;  so.  Rather  go  to 
bed  supperless,  than  rise  yi  debt. 

Get  what  jf—  can,  and  what  yen  get  hold ; 

'  Tie  the  aiana  Aat  will  turn  tUl  your  lead  into  gold. 

And,  when  you  have  got  the  Philosopher's  stone, 
sore  you  will  no  longer  complain  of  bad  times,  or 
the  difficulty  of  paying  taxes. 

**  IV.  This  doctrine,  my  friends,  is  reason  and 
wisdom ;  but,  after  all,  do  not  depend  too  much 
upon  your  own  industry,  and  frugahty,  and  pru- 
dence, though  excellent  things;  for  they  may  all 
be  Usoted,  without  tho  blessing  of  Heaven ;  and, 
dierefore,  ask  that  blessing  humbly,  and  be  not 
imrhaT*«^»^«*  to  those  that  at  piesent  seem  to  want 
it,  but  comfixt  and  help  them.  Remember,  Job 
suffered,  and  was  afterwards  prosperous. 

«  And  now,  to  conclude.  Experience  keeps  a  dear 

school,  but  fools  vnll  learn  in  no  other,  as  Poor 

iK^jjfd  says,  and  scarce  in  that ;  for,  it  is  true, 

ay  give  advice,  but  we  cannot  give  conduct, 

er,  remember  this.  They  that  wHl  not  be 

ltd,  canMOt  be  helped ;  and  further,  that,  If 

^  not  hear  Reason,  she  wiU  surely  rap  your 

t,  as  Poor  Richard  says." 

■  the  old  gentleman  ended  his  harangue. 

M.  uo  |ri90ple  heard  it,  and  ^iproved  the  doctrine ; 
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and  immediately  practised  the  contrary,  just  as  if 
it  had  been  a  common  sermon;  for  the  auction 
opened,  and  they  began  to  buy  extravagantly.  I 
found  the  good  man  had  thoroughly  studied  my 
Almanacs,  and  digested  all  I  had  dropped  on  these 
topics  during  the  course  of  twenty-five  years.  The 
frequent  mention  he  made  of  me  must  have  tired 
any  one  else ;  but  my  vanity  was  wonderfully  de- 
lighted with  it,  though  I  was  conscious  that  not  a 
tenth  part  of  the  wisdom  ^Was  my  own,  which 
he  ascribed  to  me,  but  rather  the  gleanings  that  I 
had  made  of  the  sense  of  all  ages  and  nations. 
However,  I  resolved  to  be  the  better  for  the  echo 
of  it ;  and,  though  I  had  at  first  determined  to  buy 
stuff  for  a  new  coat,  I  went  away  resolved  to  wear 
my  old  one  a  little  longer.  Reader,  if  thou  wilt 
do  the  same,  thy  profit  wilt  be  as  great  as  mine. 
I  am,  as  ever,  thine  to  serve  thee, 

RlCHAKD    SAUirnCKS. 


MORALS  OF  CHESS. 

■ 

PLATiHe  at  chess  is  the  most  ancient  and  most 
universal  game  known  among  men ;  for  its  origi- 
nal is  beyond  the  memory  of  history,  and  it  has, 
for  numberless  ages,  been  the  amusement  of  all 
the  civilized  nations  of  Asia,  the  Persians,  the  In- 
dians, and  the  Chinese.  Europe  has  had  it  above 
a  thousand  years ;  the  Spaniiu^s  have  spread  it 
over  their  par^  of  America ;  anil  it  has  lately  be- 
gun to  make  its  appearance  in  the  United  States. 
It  is  so  interesting  in  itself,  as  not  to  need  the 
view  of  gain  to  induce  engaging  in  it ;  and  thence 
it  is  seldom  played  for  money.  Those,  therefore, 
who  have  leisure  for  such  diversions,  caimot  find 
one  that  is  more  innocent;  and  the  following 
piece,  written  with  a  view  to  correct  (among  a 
few  young  fiiends)  some  little  improprieties  in  the 
practice  of  it,  shows  at  the  same  time  that  it  may, 
in  its  eflfects  o|i  the  mind,  be  not  merely  innocent, 
but  advantageous,  to  the  vanquished  as  well  as 
the  victor. 

The  game  of  chess  is  not  merely  aa  idle  amuse- 
menL  8e  veral  very  valuable  qualities  of  the  mind, 
useful  in  the  course  of  human  life,  are  to  be  ac- 
quired or  strengthened  by  it,  so  as  to  become 
habits,  ready  on  all  occasions.  For  life  is  a  kind 
of  chess,  in  which  we  have  often  points  to  gain, 
and  competitors  or  adversaries  to  contend  with, 
and  in  which  there  is  a  vast  variety  of  good  and 
evil  events,  that  are  in  some  degree  the  efifects  of 
prudence  or  the  want  of  iL  By  playing  at  cheas, 
then,  we  may  learn, 

I.  Foresight,  which  looks  a  little  into  futurity, 
and  considers  the  consequences  that  may  attend 
an  action ;  for  it  is  continually  occurring  to  the  ' 
player,  *<  If  I  move  this  piece,  what  will  be  the  ad- 
vantage of  my  new  situation  1  What  use  can  my 
adversary  make  of  it  to  annoy  me  1  What  other 
moves  can  I  make  to  support  it,  and  to  defend 
myself  from  his  attacks  V* 

n.  Cvrcumspection,  which .  surveys  the  whol^ 
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cheMboaid,  or  aoene  of  action;  the  relatioiiB  of  the 
MTeial  pieces  and  ntoalioDe,  the  daiigen  they  are 
lespectiTely  exposed  to,  the  seTeial  poasbilitiee  of 
their  aiding  each  other,  the  probabilitiet  that  the 
adversary  may  make  this  or  Uiat  move,  and  attack 
this  or  the  other  piece,  and  what  difiinrent  means 
can  be  used  to  avoid  his  stroke,  or  turn  its  con- 
sequences against  hinu 

III.  Ca«4/um,  not  to  make  our  mores  too  hastily. 
This  habit  is  best  acquired  by  observing  strictly 
the  laws  of  the  game ;  such  as,  «<  If  you  touch  a 
piece,  you  must  move  it  somewhere ;  if  you  set 
it  down,  you  must  let  it  stand ;"  and  it  is  there- 
fare»  best  that  these  rules  should  be  observed,  as 
the  game  thereby  becomes  more  the  image  of  hu- 
man life,  and  particularly  of  war;  in  which,  if  you 
have  incautiously  put  yourself  into  a  bad  and 
dangerous  position,  you  cannot  obtain  your  ene- 
my's leave  to  vrithdraw  your  troops,  and  place 
them  more  securely,  but  you  must  abide  all  the 
consequences  of  your  rashness. 

And,  lastly,  we  learn  by  chess  the  habit  of  not 
being  durour€igtd  by  praent  appearancu  in  the  itate 
of  our  affa^n^  the  habit  of  hoping  for  a  favouraUe 
ehange,  and  that  of  penemring  in  the  mai:ch  of 
reaourcee.  The  game  is  so  full  of  events,  there  is 
such  a  variety  of  turns  in  it,  the  fortune  of  it  is 
so  subject  to  sudden  vicissitudes,  and  one  so  fre- 
quently, after  long  contemplation,  discovers  the 
means  of  extricating  one's  self  from  a  supposed 
insurmountable  difficulty,  that  one  is  encouraged 
to  continue  the  contest  to  the  last,  in  hopes  of  vic- 
tory by  our  own  skill,  or  at  least  of  getting  a  stale 
mate,  by  the  negligence  of  our  adversary.  And 
whoever  considers,  what  in  chess  he  often  sees 
instances  of,  that  particular  pieces  of  success  are 
apt  to  produce  presumption,  and  its  consequent 
inattention,  by  which  the  losses  may  be  recovered, 
will  learn  not  to  be  too  much  discouraged  by  the 
present  success  of  his  adversary,  nor  to  despair  of 
final  good  fortune  upon  every  little  check  he  re- 
ceives in  the  pursuit  of  it 

That  we  may  therefore  be  induced  more  fre- 
quently to  <^^ooae  this  beneficial  amusement,  in 
preference  to  others  which  are  not  attended  with 
the  same  advantages,  eveiy  dnsumstance  which 
may  increase  the  pleasures  of  it  should  be  re- 
garded ;  and  every  action  or  word  that  is  unfair, 
disreapeetful,  or  that  in  any  way  may  give  uneasi- 
ness, should  be  avoided,  as  contrary  to  the  imme- 
diate intention  of  both  the  players,  which  is  to 
pass  the  time  agreeably. 

Therefore,  first,  if  it  is  agreed  to  play  according 
to  the  strict  rules,  then  those  mJes  are  to  be 
exactly  observed  by  both  parties,  and  should  not 
be  uisisted  on  for  one  side,  while  deviated  from 
by  the  other,  for  this  is  not  equitable. 

Secondly,  if  it  is  agreed  not  to  observe  the  rules 
exactly,  but  one  party  demands  indulgenioes,  he 
should  then  be  as  willing  to  allow  them  to  the 
other. 

Thirdly,  no  false  move  should  ever  be  made  to 
extricate  yourself  out  of  difficulty,  or  to  gain  an 
advantage.  There  can  be  no  pleasure  in  playing 
with  a  person  once  detected  in  such  unfair  practice. 


Fourthly,  if  your  adversary  is  long  in  playing^ 
you  ought  not  to  hurry  him,  or  express  any  un- 
easiness at  his  delay.  You  should  not  ang,  nor 
whistle,  nor  look  at  your  vratch,  nor  take  op  a 
book  to  read,  nor  make  a  tapping  with  your  feet 
on  the  floor,  or  with  your  fingers  on  the  table,  nor 
do  any  thing  that  may  disturb  his  attention.  For 
all  these  things  displease ;  and  they  do  not  show 
your  skill  in  playing,  but  your  craftiness  or  your 
rudeness. 

FifUily,  you  ought  not  to  endeavour  to  amnae 
and  deceive  your  adversary,  by  pretending  to  have 
made  bad  moves,  and  saying,  that  you  have  now 
lost  the  game,  in  order  tp  make  him  secure  and 
careless,  &d  inattentive  to  your  schemes ;  for  this 
is  fraud  and  deceit,%ot  skill  in  the  game. 

Sixthly,  you  must  not,  when  you  have  gained 
a  victory,  use  any  triumphing  or  insulting  expres- 
sion, nor  show  too  much  pleasure ;  but  endeavour 
to  console  your  adversary,  and  make.him  leas  dis- 
satisfied with  himself/ by  every  kind  of  civil  ex- 
pression that  may  be  used  with  truth,  such  aa,  ' 
^  Y^  understand  the  game  better  than  I,  hut  you 
are  a  little  inattentive ;"  or,  **  You  play  too  &st ;" 
or,  «  Yoi;  had  the  best  of  the  game,  but  something 
happened  to  divert  your  thoughts,  and  that  turned 
it  in  my  fiivour.*' 

Seventhly,  if  you  are  a  spectator  while  others 
play,  observe  the  most  perfect  silence.-  For,  if 
you  give  advice,  you  ofiiend  both  parties,  him 
against  whom  you  give  it,  because  it  may  cause 
the  loss  of  his  game,  him  in  whose  fevour  you 
may  give  it,  because,  though  it  be  good,  and  be 
follows  it,  he  loses  the  pleasure  he  might  havje 
had,  if  you  had  permitted  hilh  to  think  until  it 
had  occurred  to  himselfl  Even  after  a  move  or 
moves,  you  must  not,  by  replacing  the  pieces, 
show  how  they  might  have  been  placed  better ; 
for  that  displeases,  and  may  occasbn  disputes  and 
doubts  about  their  true  situation.  All  talking  to 
the  players  lessens  or  diyerts  their  attention,  and 
'  is  therefore  unpleaaing.  Nor  should  you  give 
the  least  hint  to  either  party,  by  any  kind  of  noise 
or  motion.  If  you  do,  you  are  unworthy  to  be  a 
spectator.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  exercise  or 
show  your  judgment,  do  it  in  playing  your  own 
game,  when  you  have  an  opportunity,  not  in  cri- 
ticising, or  meddling  with,  or  counselling  the  play 
of  others. 

Lastly,  if  the  game  is  not  to  be  played  rigor- 
ously, according  to  the  rules  above  mentioned, 
then  moderate  your  desire  of  victoiy  over  your 
adversary,  and  be  pleased  with  one  over  yourselH 
Snatch  not  eagerly  at  every  advantage  offered  by 
his  unskilfulness  or  inattention ;  but  point  out  to 
him  kindly,  that  hy  such  a  move  he  places  or 
leaves  a  piece  iii  danger  and  unsupported;  that 
by  another  he  will  put  his  king  in  a  perilous  situa- 
tion, dtc     By  this  generous  civility  (so  oppr-^"- 
to  the  unfairness  above  forbidden)  you  may 
deed,  happen  to  lose  the  gpime  to  your  oppoi 
but  you  will  win,  what  is  better,  his  esteei 
respect,  and    his    afl^tion,  together    i 
silent  approbation    and   good-will  of  l_.^. 
spectators. 
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DIALOGUE  WITH  THE  GOUT. 

MUnigM,  tS  Oetober,  IfM. 

FnmkKn.  £■!  Oh!  Eh!  What  hAve  I  done 
to  merit  then  cmel  eufleringit 

GoitL  Many  thing* ;  yon  ha^e  ate  and  dnmk 
too  freely,  and  too  much  indulged  tiioae  legs  of 
yoon  ra  their  indolence. 

FrankUn,    Who  is  it  that  accuaei  me  1 

GaitL    It  ia  I,  even  I,  the  Gh>ut 

FrankUn.     "What !  my  enemy  in  pen<Hi  1 

GomL    No,  not  your  enemy. 

Fmtddiiu  I  repeat  it — my  enemy;  for  yoa 
weoJd  not  only  tonnent  my  body  to,  death,  but 
rain  my  good  name ;  you  mroach  me  as  a  glut- 
too  and  a  tifypler ;  now  all  the  world  that  knows 
me,  wiU  allow  that  I  am  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other. 

G<mt,  The  world  may  think  aa  it  pleases;  it  is 
■Iwiys  Tciy  complaisant  to  itself  and  sometimes 
to  itg  fiiends;  but  I  very  Well  know  that  the  qnan- 
titj  of  meat  and  drink  proper  for  a  man,  who  takes 
t  reasonable  degree  of  exercise,  would  be  too 
■Qch  for  another,  ^ho  never  takes  any. 

FroMklin,  I  take— Eh !  Oh ! — as  much  exer- 
riis  Eh  !^-as  I  can,  Madam  Gout  You  know 
my  lodcntfry  state,  and  on  that  account,  it  would 
teem,  Madam  Gout,  as  if  you  might  spare  me  a 
little,  seeing  it  is  not  altogether  my  own  fault 

G<mt,  Not  a  jot ;  your  rhetoric  and  your  po- 
IKenesB  are  thrown  away;  your  apology  avails 
Dotfaing.  If  yom  situation  in  life  is  a  sedentary 
one,  your  amuaelnents,  your  recreations,  at  least, 
should  be  active.  You  ought  to  walk  or  ride ;  or, 
if  the  weather  prevents  that,  play  at  billiards.  But 
let  us  examine  your  course  of  life.  While  the 
Domings  sre  long,  and  you  have  leimire  to  go 
•hroad,  what  do  you  do  1  Why,  instead  of  gain- 
bg  an  appetite  for  break&st,  by  salutary  exercise, 
ym  amuse  yourself  with  books,  pamphlets,  or 
oewtpapeis,  which  commonly  are  not  worth  the  * 
reading.  Yet  you  eat  an  inordinate  break&st^ 
four  diifaes  of  tea,  with  cream,  and  one  or  two 
hotteied  toasts,  with  slices  of  hung  beef^  which  I 
&nry  are  n6t  things  the  most  easily  digestedi 
Immediateiy  afterward  you  fdt  down  to  write  at 
your  desk,  or  converse  with  persons  who  apply  to 
yoa  on  busincsa.  Thqs  the  time  passes  till  one, 
without  any  kind  of  bodily  exercise.  But  all  this 
I  could  pardon,  in  regard,  as  yon  say,  to  your 
wdentary  condition.  But  what  b  your  practice 
after  dinner  f  Walking  in  the  beautiful  gardens 
of  those  friends  with  whom  you  have  dinod, 
would  be  the  choice  of  men  of  sense ;  yours  is  to 
be  fixed  down  to  chess,  where  you  are  found  en- 
giged  for  two  or  three  hours !  This  is  your  per- 
'^'^  *  ^eation,  which  is  the  least  eligible  of  any 
itary  man,  because,  instead  of  aco^lerat- 
}  motion  of  the  fluids,  th^  rigid  attention  it 
helps  to  retard  the  drculation  and  obstruct 
secretions.  Wrapt  in  the  speculations  of 
etched  game,  you  destroy  your  constitution. 
<ean  be  expected  frtnn  such  a  course  of  liv- 
it  a  body  replete  with  stagnant  humors, 
tofoU  a  prey  to  all  kinds  of  dangerous  mala- 


dies, if  I,  the  QfMA,  did  not  oocaaionally  bring  yoa 
relief  by  agitatiiig  thoaehumors,  and  so  purifying 
or  dissipating  them  1  If  it  waa  in  some  nook  or 
alley  in  Paris,  deprived  of  vralks,  that  you  played 
awhile  at  chess  after  dinner,  thia  might  be  excusable ; 
but  the  same  taste  prevails  widi  you  in  Passy, 
Auteuil,  Montmartre,  or  Sanoy,  places  where  there 
are  the  finest  gardens  and  walks,  a  pure  air,  beau- 
tiful women,  and  most  agreeable  and  instructive 
conversation;  all  of  which  you  might  ei^joy  by 
frequenting  the  walks.  But  these  are  rejected  for 
this  abominable  game  of  chess.  Fie,  Uien,  Mr. 
Franklin!  But  amidst  my  instnictiona,  I  had 
almost  forgot  to  administer  my  wholesome  ofDeo- 
tions ;  so  take  that  twinge,— and  that 

FrarnkKn.  Oh!  Eh!  Oh!  Ohhh!  Aa  much 
instruction  aa  you  please.  Madam  Gout,  and  a# 
many  reproaches ;  but  prey,  Madam,  a  truce  with 
your  corrections ! 

Gout.  No,  sur,  no,^I  will  not  abate  a  particle 
of  what  is  so  much  for  your  good^ — ^therslfore— 

FrankUn.  Oh!  Ehhh!— It  is  not  fidr  to  say  I 
take  no  exercise^  when  I  do  very  often,  going  out 
to  dine  and  returning  in  my  carriage.' 

Gout,  That,  of  all  imaginable  exercises,  is  the 
most  slight  and  insignificant,  if  you  allude  to  the 
motion  of  a  carriage  suspended  on  springs.  By 
observing  the  degree  of  heat  obtained  by  different 
kinds  of  motion,  we  may  form  an  estimate  of  the 
quantity  of  exercise  given  by  each.  Thus,  for 
example,  if  you  turn  out  to  walk  in  winter  with 
cold  feet,  in  an  hour's  time  you  will  be  in  a  glow 
all  over ;  ride  on  horseback,  the  same  eflfect  will 
scarcely  btf  perceived  by  four  hours'  round  trotting; 
but  if  you  loll  in  a  carriage,  such  as  you  have 
mentioned,  you  may  trevel  all  day,  and  gladly 
enter  the  last  inn  to  warm  your  feet  by  a  fire. 
Flatter  yourself  then  no  longer,  that  half  an  hour's 
airing  in  your  carriage  deserves  the  name  of  exer- 
cise. Providence  has  appointed-  few  to  roll  in 
carriages,  while  he  has  given  to  all  a  pair  of  legs, 
which  are  machines  infinitely  more  commodious 
and  serviceable.  Be  grateful,  then,  and  make  a 
proper  use  of  yours.  Would  you  know  how  they  ^ 
forward  the  circulation  of  your  fluids,  in  the  very 
aetion  of  transporting  you  from  place  to  place; 
observe  when  you  vralk,  that  all  your  weight  is 
alternately  thrown  from  one  leg  to  the  other ;  this 
occasions  a  great  pressure  on  the  vesseb  of  the  foot, 
and  repels  their  contents ;  when  relieved,  by  the 
weight  being  thrown  on  the  other  foot,  the  vessels 
of  the  first  are  allowed  to  replenish,  imd,  by  a  re^ 
turn  of  this  weight,  this  repidsion  again  succeeds ; 
thus  accelerating  the  circulation  of  the  blood. 
The  heat  produced  in  any  given  time  depends  on 
the  degree  of  this  acceleration;  the  fluids  are 
shaken,  the  humora  attenuated,  the  secretions  feci- 
litated,  and  all  goes  well;  the  cheeks  are  ruddy, 
and  health  is  established.  Behold  your  fair  friend 
at  Auteuil  ;*  a  lady  who  received  from  bounteous 
nature  more  really  useful  science  than  half  a 
doien  such  pretenders  to  philosophy  aa  you  have 
been  able  to  extract  frx>m  all  your  boc^LS.  '  When 

*  Madame  Hslvetitti. 
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ihe  honoiin  you  with  a  visit,  it  is  on  foot  She 
wnXka  all  hours  of  the  day,  and  leavea  indcdenoe, 
ind  its  concomitant  maladies,  to  be  endured  by 
ler  horses.  In  this  see  at  once  the  preservative 
>f  her  health  and  personal  charms.  But  when 
rou  go  to  Auteuil,  you  must  have  your  carriage, 
hough  it  is  no  furUier  from  Passy  to  Auteuil  than 
rom  Auteuil  to  Passy. 
^  Fra  nklin.     Your  reasonings  grow  very  tiresome. 

Crout,  1  stand  corrected:  I  will  be  silent  and 
xmtinue  my  office ;  take  that,  and  that 

Franklin.    Oh!  Ohh!  Talk  on,  I  pray  you ! 

Crout,  No,  no;  I  have  a  good  number  of 
winges  for  you  to-nig^t,  and  you  may  be  sure  of 
Mime  more  to-morrow. 

Franklin.  What,  with  such  a  fever !  I  shall 
po  distracted.  Oh!  Eh!  Can  no  one  bear  it 
or  met 

Gout.  Ask  that  of  your  horses;  they  have 
lerved  you  fidthfully.  v 

FrankUn.  How  can  you  so  cruelly  sport  with 
ny  torments  1 

Gout.  Sport !  I  am  very  serious.  1  have  here 
I  list  of  ofifences  against  your  own  health  distinctly 
vritten,  and  can  justify  every  stroke  inflicted  on 
rou. 

Franklin.    Read  it  then. 

Gout.  It  is  too  long  a  detail ;  but  I  will  briefly 
oention  some  particulais. 

Franklin.     Proceed.     I  am  all  attention. 

Gout.  Do  you  remember  how  often  you  have 
iTOmised  yourself  the  following  morning,  a  walk 
n  the  grove  of  Boulogne,  in  the  garden  de  la 
^uette,  or  in  your  own  garden,  and  have  violated 
rour  promise,  alleging,  at  one  time,  it  was  too 
iold,  at  another  too  warm,  too  windy,  too  moist, 
>r  what  else  you  pleased ;  when  in  truth  it  was 
oo  nothing,  but  your  insuperable  love  of  ease  ? 

Franklin.  That  I  confess  may  have  happened^ 
ttcasionally,  probably  ten  times  in  a  year. 

Gout.  Your  confession  is  very  far  short  of  the 
ruth;  the  gross  amount  is  one  hundred  and 
linety-nine  times. 

Franklin,    b  it  possible  t 

Gout.  So  possible,  that  it  is  fact ;  you  may  rely 
m  the  accuracy  of  my  statement  You  know 
At.  Brillon's  gardens,  and  what  fine  vralks  they 
»ntain;  you  know  the  handsome  flight  of  an 
kundred  steps,  which  lead  from  the  terrace  above 
o  the  lawn  below.  You  have  been  in  the  prao- 
ioe  of  visiting  this  amiable  family  twice  a  week, 
i]fter  dinner,  and  it  is  a  maxim  of  your  own,  that 
'  a  man  may  take  as  much  exercise  in  walking  a 
nile,  up  and  down  st&irs,  as  in  ten  on  level 
pround."  What  an  opportunity  was  here  for  you 
o  have  had  exercise  in  both  these  ways!  Did 
rou  embrace  it,  and  how  often  ? 

Franklin.  I  cannot  unmediately  answer  that 
juestion. 

Crout.    I  vrill  do  it  for  you ;  not  once. 

Franklin.    Not  once  t 

Gout.  Even  so.  During  the  summer  you  went 
here  at  six  oViock.  You  foimd  the  charming 
ady,  with  her  lovely  children  and  friends,  eager 
x>  walk  with  you,  and  entertain  you  wUh  their 


agreeable  conversation ;  and  what  has  been  your 
choice?  Why  to  sit  on  the  terrace,  satisfying 
yourself  with  the  fine  prospect,  and  passing  your 
eye  over  the  beauties  of  the  garden  below,  with- 
out taking  one  step  to  descend  and  walk  about  in 
them.  On  the  contrary,  you  call  for  tea  and  the 
chessboard;  and  lo!  you  are  occupied  in  your 
seat  till  nine  o'clock,  and  that  beades  two  houn^ 
play  after  dinner ;  and  then,  irtstead  of  walking 
home,  which  would  have  bestirred  you  a  little, 
you  step  into  your  carriage.  How  absurd  to  sup- 
pose  that  all  this  carelessness  can  be  reconcilable 
with  health,  vrithout  my  interposition ! 

Franklin.  1  am  convinced  now  of  the  justness 
of  poor  Richard's  remark,  that  "  Our  debts  and  our 
flins  are  always  greater  than  we  think  for." 

Gout.  So  it  is.  You  philosophers  are  sages  in 
your  nikxims,  and  fools  in  your  conduct 

Franklin,  But  do  you  charge  among  mj 
crimes,  that  I  return  in  a  carriage  from  Mr.  Bril- 
ton's  ?  * 

Gout.  Certainly;  for,  liaving  been  seated  aU 
the  while,  you  cannot  object  the  fittigue^of  the 
day,  and  cannot  want  therefcve  the  relief  oi  a 
carriage. 

Franklin.  What  then  would  you  have  me  to 
do  with  my  carriage  1 

Gout.  Bum  it  if  you  chooee ;  yoir  weuld  at 
least  get  heat  out  of  it  once  in  this  way ;  or,  if  you 
dislike  that  proposal,  here's  another  for  you ;  ob- 
serve the  poor  peasants,  who  work  in  the  vkie- 
yards  and  grounds  about  the  villages  of  Passy, 
Auteuil,  Chaillot,  Sec ;  you  may  find  every  day, 
among  these  deserving  creatures,  isur  or  five  old 
men  and  women,  bont  and  perhaps  crippled  by 
weight  of  years,  and  too  long  and  too  great  labour. 
After  a  most  fatiguing  day,  these  people  have  to 
trudge  a  mile  or  two  to  their  smoky  huts.  Order 
your  coachman  to  set  them  down.  This  is  an  act 
that  will  be  good  for  your  soul ;  and,  at  the  same 
time,  after  your  visit  to  the  Brillons,  if  you  retom 
dn  foot,  that  vrill  be  good  for  your  body. 

Franklin.    Ah !  how  tireeome  you  are ! 

Gout,  Well,  then,  to  my  office ;  it  should  not 
be  forgotten  that  I  am  your  physician.    There. 

FrankUn.    Ohhh !  what  a  devil  of  a  physician ! 

Gout.  How  ungrateful  yon  are  to  say  so !  Is 
it  not  I  who,  in  the  character  of  your  physician, 
have  saved  you  firom  the  palsy,  dropsy,  and  apo- 
plexy ?  one  or  other  of  which  would  have  done 
for  you  long  ago,  but  for  me. 

Franklin.  I  submit,  and  thank  you  for  the 
past,  but  entreat  the  discontinuance  of  your  visits 
for  the  future;  for,  in  my 'mind,  one  had  better 
die  than  be  cured  so  dolefully.  Permit  me  just  to 
hint,  that  I  have  also  not  been  unfiriendly  to  you. 
I  never  feed  physician  or  quack  of  any  kind,  to 
enter  the  list  against  you;  if  then  you  ^  not 
leave  me  to  my  repose,  it  may  be  said  you  are 
ungratefiil  too. 

Gout.    I  can  scarcely  acknowledge  that  as  any 

objection.    As  to  quacks,  I  despise  them;  they 

may  kill  you  indeed,  but  caimot  injure  me.    And, 

*  as  to  regular  physicians,  they  are  at  last  oonvinoed, 

that  the  gout,  in  such  a  subject  as  you  are,  is  no 
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diaeaie,  bat  a  remedy ;  and  wherefore  eure  a  r^ 
Dwdy  1 — ^but  to  our  buaiiieM, — there. 

FrankHm,  Oh !  Oh ! — for  Heaven's  nke  leave 
me;  and  I  promiw  faithfully  never  more  to  play 
at  chess,  but  to  take  exerdse  daily,  and  live  tem- 
perately. 

Goui.  I  know  yon  too  weU.  You  promise 
fiur;  bat,  after  a  few  months  of  good  health,  you 
will  retuni  to  your  old  habits ;  your  fine  promises 
will  be  forgotten  like  the  forms  of  the  last  year's 
dooda.  Let  us  then  finish  the  account^  and  I  will 
go.  But  I  leave  you  with  an  assurance  of  visiting 
you  again  at  a  proper  time  and  place ;  for  my  ob- 
ject is  your  good,  and  you  are  sensible  now  that  I 
am  your  not  friend. 


TO  MADAME  HELVETIUS. 


WairiAN  AT  PASBT. 


MoKTiriBO  at  the  barbarous  resolution  pro- 
nouncad  by  you  so  positively  yesterday  evening, 
^  that  you  would  remain  single  the  rest  of  your  life, 
as  a  compliment  due  to  the  memory  of  your  hus- 
band, I  retired  to  my  chamber,  llirowing  myself 
upon  my  bed,  I  dreamt  that  I  was  dead,  and  was 
tran^Kite^  to  the  Elysian  Fields. 

I  was  asked  whether  I  wished  to  see  any  per- 
sons in  particular ;  to  which  I  replied,  that  I  wished 
to  see  the  philosophers.    « There  are  two  who 
five  here  at  hand  in  this  garden ;  they  are  good 
neighbours,  and  very  friendly  towards  one  another." 
«Who  are  theyV     » Socrates  and   Helvetius." 
•<  I  esteem  them  both  highly ;  but  let  me  see  Hel- 
vetius  first,  because  I  understand  a  little  French, 
bat  not  a  word  of  Greek."     I  was  conducted  to 
him ;  he  received  me  with  nrach  courtesy,  having 
known  me,  he  said,  l^  character,  some  time  past. 
He  asked  me  a  thousand  questions  relative  to  the 
war,  the  present  state  of  religion,  of  liberty,  of  the 
government  in  France.    «You  do  not  inquire, 
tfacn,**^  said  I,  ^'afbr  your  dear  friend,  Madame 
Helvetius ;  yet  she  loves  you  exceedingly ;  L  Was 
in  her  company  not  more  &an  an  hour  ago." 
M  Ah,"  said  he,  **  you  make  me  recur  to  my  past 
happiness,  which  ought  to  be  forgfotten  in  order  to 
'  'appy  here.     For  many  years  I  could  think  of 
ing  bat  bar,  though  at.  length  I  am  consoled. 
we  taken  another  wife,  the  most  like  her  that 
. ^^dld  find ;  she  is  not  indeed  altogether  so  hand- 
some, bat  she  has  a  great  fund  of  wit  and  good 
tense  ;  and  her  whole  study  is  to  please  me.    She 
ia  at  this  moment  gone  to  fetch  the  best  nectar 
and  ambrosia  to  regale  me ;  stay  here  awhile  and 
yoa  will  see  her."     **l  perceive,"  said  I,  «that 
"    mer  friend  is  more  faithful  to  you  than 
to  her ;  she  has  had  several  good  offers, 
.^   refused  them  all.     I  ^ill  confess  to  you 
I  loved  her  extremely ;  but  she  was  cruel  to 
and  rejected  me  peremptorily  for  your  sake." 
y  you  sincerely,"  said  he,  **  for  she  ia  an  ex- 
:  woman,  handsome  and  amiable.     But  do 

Jie  Abb6  de  la  R and  the  Abb6  M 

viflt  herl"    **  Certainly  they  do;  not  one  of  your 


firiends  has  dropped  her  acquaintance."    « If  yoa 

had  gained  the  Abb^  M with  a  bribe  of 

good  cofiee  and  cream,  perhaps  you  would  have 
succeeded;  for  he  is  as  deep  a  reasoner  as  Duns. 
Scotus  or  St  Thomas ;  he  arranges  and  method- 
izes his  arguments  in  such  a  manner  that  they  are 
almost  irresLBtible.  Or,  if  by  a  fine  edition  of 
some  old  classic,  you  had  gained  the  Abb6  de  la 
R  . . . .  to  speak  against  you,  that  would  have 
been  still  better ;  as  I  always  observed,  that  when 
he  recommended  any  thing  to  her,  she  had  a  great 
inclination  to  do  directly  the  contrary."  As  ho 
finished  these  words  the  new  Madame  Helvetius 
entered  with  the  nectar,  and  I  recognised  her  im- 
mediately as  my  former  American  friend,  Mra. 
Franklin !  I  reclaimed  her,  but  she  answered  me 
coldly ;  **  I  was  a  good  wife  to  you  for  forty-nine 
years  and  four  months,  nearly  half  a  centuiy ;  let 
that  content  you.  I  have  formed  a  new  conneo- 
tion  here,  wliich  will  last  to  eternity." 

Indignant  at  this  refusal  of  my  Eurydice,  I  im- 
mediately resolved  to  quit  diose  ungratefiil  shades, 
and  return  to  this  good  world  again,  to  behold  the 
sun  and  you !     Here  I  am ;  let  us  avenge  ourselves  / 


AN  ARABIAN  TALE. 


ALBxnrizAK,  the  good  magician,  retired  in  his 
old  age  to  the  top  of  the  lofty  mountaui  Calabut ; 
avoided  the  society  of  men,  but  was  visited  nightly 
by  genii  and  spirits  of  the  first  rank,  who  loved 
him,  and  amused  him  with  their  instructive  con- 
versation. 

Belubel,  the  strong,  came  one  evening  to  see 
Albumazar;  his  height  was  seven  leagues,  and 
hia  wings  when  spread  might  overshadow  a  king- 
dom. He  laid  himself  gently  down  between  the 
long  ridges  of  Elluem ;  the  tops  of  the  trees  in  the 
valley  were  his  couch ;  hia  head  rested  on  Cala- 
but as  on  a  pillow,  and  his  face  shone  on  the  tent 
of  Albumazar. 

llie  magician  spoke  to  him  with  rapturous 
piety  of  the  wisdom  and  goodness  of  the  Most 
High ;  but  expressed  his  wonder  at  the  existence 
of  evil  in  the  world,  which  he  said  he  could  not 
account  for  by  all  the  efforts  of  his  reason. 

**  Value  not  thyself,  my  friend,"  said  Belubel, 
*<  on  that  quality  which  thou  callest  reason.  If 
thou  knewest  its  origin  and  its  weakness,  it  would 
rather  be  matter  of  humiliation." 

**  Tell  me  then,"  said  Albumazar,' "  what  I  do 
not  know;  inform  my  ignorance,  and  enlighten 
my  understanding."  « Contemplate,"  said  Be- 
lubel, <<the  scale  of  beings,  from  an  elephant 
down  to  an  oyster.  Thou  secst  a  g^dual  dimi- 
nution of  faculties  and  powers,  so  small  In  each 
step  that  the  difference  'is  scarce  perceptible. 
Tliere  is  no  gap,  but  the  gradation  is  complete. 
Men  in  general  do  not  know,  but  thou  knowest, 
that  in  ascending  from  an  elephant  to  the  infinitely 
Great,  Good,  and  Wise,  there  is  also  a  long  gra- 
dation of  beings,  who  possess  powers  and  faculties 
of  which  thou  canst  yet  have  no  conception.'' 
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THE  EPHEMERA ; 
AN  KMBIiKM  OF  HUMAN  UFE. 

wmirimw  to  MAniira  bkxllom,  cm 


Yov  may  remember,  my  dear  friend,  that  when 
we  lately  spent  that  happy  day  in  the  delightful 
garden  and  sweet  aodety  of  the  Moulin  Joly,  I 
stopped  a  little  in  one  <^  our  walks,  and  stayed 
some  time  behind  the  company.  We  had  been 
shown  numberless  skeletons  of  a  kind  of  tittle  fly, 
called  an  ephemera,  whose  successive  generations, 
we  were  told,  were  bred  and  expired  within  the 
day.  I  happened  to  see  a  Uving  company  of  them 
on  a  leaC  who  appeared  to  be  engaged  in  conver- 
sation. You  know  I  understand  all  the  inferior 
animal  tongues.  My  too  great  ^>pIication  to  the 
study  of  them  is  the  best  excuse  I  can  give  for 
the  little  progress  I  have  made  in  your  charming 
language.  I  listened  through  curiosity  to  the 
discourse  of  these  tittle  creatures ;  but  as  they,  in 
their  national  vivacity,  spoke  three  or  four  toge- 
ther, I  could  make  but  tittle  of  their  conversation. 
I  found,  however,  by  some  broken  expressions 
that  I  heard  now  and  then,  they  were  disputing 
warmly  on  the  merit  of  two  foreign  musicians,  the 
one  a  coutin,  the  other  a  motcheto ;  in  which  dis- 
pute they  spent  their  time,  seemingly  as  regard- 
less of  tiie  shortness  of  life  as  if  they  had  been 
sure  of  tiving  a  month.  Happy  people !  thoun^t 
I ;  you  are  certainly  under  a  wise,  just,  and  mild 
government,  since  you  have  no  public  grievances 
to  complain  of^  nor  any  subject  of  contention  but 
the  perfections  and  imperfections  of  foreign  music 
I  tiumed  my  head  from  them  to  an  old  gray- 
headed  one,  who  waa  single  on  another  leaf^  and 
talking  to  himself.  Being  amused  with  his  soK- 
loquy,  I  put  it  down  in  writing,  in  hopes  it  will 
Ukewise  amuse  her  to  whom  I  am  so  much  in- 
debted for  the  most  pleasing  of  all  amusements, 
her  delicious  company  and  heavenly  harmony. 

« It  was,"  said  he,  *<  the  opinion  of  learned  phi- 
losophers of  our  race,  who  tived  and  flourished 
long  before  my  time,  that  this  vast  world,  the 
Moulin  Joly,  could  not  itself  subsist  more  than 
eighteen  hours;  and  I  think  there  was  some 
foundation  for  that  opinion,  suice,  by  the  apparent 
motion  of  the  great  luminary  that  gives  tife  to  all 
nature,  and  which  in  my  time  has  evidently  de- 
cUned  considerably  towards  the  ocean  at  the  end 
of  our  earth,  it  must  then  finish  ita  course,  be  ex- 
tinguished in  the  watere  that  surround  us,  and 
leave  the  world  in  cold  and  darkness,  necessarily 
producing  universal  death  and  destructicm.  I 
have  tived  seven  of  those  hours,  a  great  age,  being 
no  less  than  four  hundred  and  twenty  minutes  of 
time.  How  very  few  of  us  continue  so  long !  I 
have  seen  generations  bom,  flourish,  and  expire. 
My  present  friends  are  the  children  and  grand- 
children of  the  frienda  of  my  youth,  who  are  now. 


alaa,  no  mora !  And  I  must  soon  follow  them ; 
for,  by  tiie  course  of  nature,  though  stiU  in  health, 
I  cannot  expect  to  live  above  seven  or  eight  mi- 
nutes longer.  What  now  avails  sH  my  toil  and 
labour,  in  amawsing  honey-dew  on  this  leaf,  which 
I  cannot  tive  to  enjoy !  What  the  potitical  strug- 
gles I  have  been  engaged  in,  for  the  good  of  my 
compatriot  inhabitants  of  this  bush,  or  my  philo- 
sophical studies  for  the  benefit  of  our  race  in 
general !  for,  in  politics,  what  can  laws  do  with- 
out morals  1  Our  present  race  of  ephemers  will 
in  a  course  of  minutes  become  corrupt,  like  those 
of  other  and  older  bushes,  and  consequently  as 
wretched.  And  in  philoso{^y  how  small  our 
progress!  Alas!  art  is  long,  and  life  is  short! 
My  friends  would  comfort  me  with  the  idea  of  a 
name, they  say,  I  shall  leave  behind  me;  and  they 
teU  me  I  have  tived  long  enough  to  nature  and  to 
glory.  But  what  will  fame  be  to  an  ephemera 
who  no  longer  exists  1  And  what  will  become 
of  all  history  in  the  eighteenth  hour,  when  the 
world  itself,  even  the  whole  Moulin  Joly,  shall 
come  to  its  end,  and  be  buried  in  universal  ruin  V 
To  me,  after  all  my  eager  pursuits,  no  solid 
pleasures  now  remain,  but  the  reflection  of  a  long 
life  spent  in  meaning  weU,  the  sensible  citiversap 
ticm  of  a  few  good  lady  ephemers,  and  now  and 
then  a  kind  smile  and  a  tune  firom  the  ever  amia- 
ble BriUanie. 


APOLOGUE  ON  WAR. 
raoM  A  Lama  io  thx  bsv.  ml  TBimnunc, 


Ih  what  light  we  are  viewed  by  superior  beinga, 
may  be  gathered  from  a  piece  of  late  West  India 
news,  which  possibly  has  not  yet  reached  yon. 
A  young  angel  of  distinction  being  sent  down  to 
this  world  on  some  business,  for  the  first  time,  had 
an  old  courier-spirit  assigned  him  as  a  guide. 
They  arrived  over  the  seas  of  Martinico^  in  the 
middle  of  the  long  day  of  obetinste  fight  between 
the  fleets  of  Rodney  and  De  Grasse.  When, 
throng  the  clouds  of  smoke,  he  saw  the  fire  of 
the  guns,  the  decks  covered  with  mangled  limbs^ 
and  bodkss  dead  or  dying ;  the  ships  sinking,  burn- 
ing, or  blown  into  the  air;  and  &e  quantity  of 
pain,  misery,  and  destruction,  the  crews  yet  ative 
were  thus  with  so  much  eagerness  dealing  round 
to  one  another ;  he  turned  angrily  to  his  guide, 
and  said,  *<You  blundering  blockhead,  you  are 
ignorant  of  your  business ;  you  undertook  to  con- 
duct me  to  the  earth,  and  you  have  brought  me 
into  hell!"  <«No,  sir,''  says  the  guide,  '<I  have 
made  no  mistake;  this  is  really  the  earth,  and 
these  are  men.  Devils  never  treat  one  another  in 
this  cruel  manner;  they  have  more  sense,  and 
more  of  what  men  (vainly)  call  humanity. 


rt 


THOMAS  JEFFERSON. 


[Bom  vtt.  iN0d  ina.] 


Thomas  JEmntaov  was  born  in  the  count/ 
of  Albemarle,  in  Virginia,  on  the  second  day 
of  Apri],  1743.    At  the  age  of  fourteen  he 
WIS  left  entirely  to  himself,  with  no  relative 
or  friend  to  guide  or  counsel  him,  and  he 
exhibited  a  decision  and  energy  of  charac- 
ter that  secured  the  esteem  of  the  most  re- 
spectable persons  of  his  acquaintance.    He 
entered  William  and  Mary  College  at  seyen- 
tbfsn,  and  subsequently  studied  law  under 
George  Wythe.    The  difficulties  with  Eng^ 
knd  had  already  begun,  and  while  a  student 
be  was  a  listener  to  the  celebrated  debate  on 
Patriclt  Henry*8  resolutions  against  the  Stamp 
Aet    From  this  time  he  was  a  patriot  and  a 
politieian.    In  1769  he  was  chosen  to  repre- 
Kfit  his  native  county  in  the  colonial  assem- 
bly, and  in  1775  he  took  his  seat  in  the  old 
Congress,  where,  says  John  Adams,  *'  though 
t  ftUent  member,  he  was  so  prompt,  frank,  ex- 
plicit and  decisive,  upon  committees,  that  he 
soon  seised  my  heart.''    He  retired  from  Gon- 
gms  in  the  autumn  of  1776,  and  was  two 
yean  engaged  in  the  laborious  and  important 
dntjr  of  revising  and  reducing  to  a  single  code 
the  statutes  of  Parliament,  the  acts  of  the  Vir- 
ginia Assembly,  and  parts  of  the  common 
hw.    In  1779  he  was  chosen  governor,  but 
leaigned  the  office  at  the  end  of  two  years, 
voA  in  1783  was  again  elected  a  member  of 
CoQgitss.    In  1784  he  was  appointed  Minis- 
ter to  the  court  of  Paris,  where  he  continued 
six  years,  except  during  brief  intervals  in 
which  he  visited   Holland,  Piedmont,  the 
tontbero  and  western  parts  of  France,  and 
England.    In  November,  1789,  he  returned 
to  Virginia,  and  immediately  after  was  ap- 
pointed Secretary  of  State  by  Washington. 
He  resigned  this  office  in  1793,  and  was  in 
letiiement  until  1797,  when  he  was  chosen 
Vice-President  of  the  United  StatM.     In  1801 
be  was  elected  President  by  a  majority  of  one 
OTer  Mr.  Adams,  and  at  the  end  of  eight  years 
be  finally  quitted  public  life.    The  remainder 
of  bis  days  was  passed  at  Monticello,  in  the 
esie  of  his  estate,  in  reading  and  correspond- 


ence, and  in  effi>rts  to  promote  the  prosperity 
of  the  University  of  Virginia,  of  which  he 
was  the  founder  and  patron.  He  died  in  the 
eighty-fourth  year  of  his  age,  on  the  fourth 
of  July,  1826,  just  half  a  century  from  the 
Declaration  of  Independence. 

I  shall  express  no  opinions  of  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son's political  principles  or  conduct.  They 
ma^  be  studied  in  the  history  of  the  country 
for  the  period  in  which  he  was  an  actor.  His 
life  afforded  but  one  subject  of  much  con- 
troversy unconnected  with  politics,  and  this 
relates  to  the  authorship  of  the  Declaration  of 
Independence.  The  authenticity  and  priority 
of  what  is  called  the  Mecklenburg  Declara- 
tion may  now  be  considered  as  established, 
and  it  is  admitted  that  the  coincidences  of  ex- 
pression in  the  two  documents  could  not  have 
been  accidental.  In  his  letter  to  Mr.  Adams, 
written  in  1819,  Mr.  Jefferson  declares  his 
previous  ignorance  of  the  paper  from  North 
Carolina,  and  his  belief  that  it  is  spurious. 
The  conclusions  so  generally,  and  it  must 
be  confessed  so  naturally  formed  since  the 
publication  of  this  correspondence,  perhaps 
are  wrong.  The  instances  are  comparatively 
few  in  which  any  member  of  a  committee  of 
a  public  body  ean  justly  be  called  the  author 
of  its  reports,  aiMi  to  call  any  man  the  author 
of  the  Declaration  of  American  Independence 
seems  particularly  absurd.  The  Congress 
was  in  a  state  of  excitement.  On  the  seventh 
of  June  Richard  Henry  Lee  had  moved  that 
the  country  be  declared  free  and  independent, 
and  its  gpreatest  men  in  fervid  and  powerful 
speeches  had  since  spoken  upon  its  wrongs, 
sufferings  and  rights.  Every  feet  in  the  long 
history  of  oppression  had  been  presented  in 
glowing  colours  by  Adams— «tyled  by  Jeffer- 
son himself  ^*  the  colossus  of  that  Cooitiess,** 
whose  passionate  appeals  had  **  moved  his 
hearers  from  their  seats,"— as  well  as  by  other 
members.  Jefferson  was  present  all  the  while, 
taking  notes  of  the  heads  of  the  arguments, 
and  treasuring  in  his  mind  every  striking  ex- 
pression of  feet  or  opinion.    At  the  end  of 
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twenty  days  he  was  ready  to  report.  The 
committee  had  been  appointed,  not  to  invent 
thoughts,  bat  to  imbody  the  sentiments  of  the 
Hoase ;  and  he,  acting  in  their  behalf,  had  ful- 
filled the  duty,  and  added  some  passages  re- 
specting slayeiy,  to  which  the  JHlouse  could  not 
agrree.  It  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  noi  a  ttn- 
gle  idea  if  eontainedin  the  Deekaration  which  had 
not  been  uttered  in  the  debates.  Hooper  and 
Caswell,  the  delegates  from  North  Carolina 
at  the  time  of  the  Mecklenburg  proceedings, 
are  represented  by  Mr.  Jefferson  as  scarcely 
better  than  Tories,  and  this  will  account  for 
their  saying  as  little  as  possible  of  the  action 
in  thai  state,  which  was  a  rebuke  of  their  own 
conduct.  Before  the  movement  of  the  De- 
claration in  Congress,  John  Penn,  an  ardent 
Whig,  had  taken  the  place  of  Caswell,  and 
nothing  is  more  probable  than  that  he  made 
use  in  discussion  of  the  language  of  the  Meck- 
lenburg paper,  which  thus  may  have  found  its 
way  through  Mr.  Jefferson's  note4>ook  or  me- 
mory into  the  more  celebrated  Declaration. 
This  document  is  a  great  fact,  which  the  Con- 
gress asserted  and  the  people  maintained ;  but 
its  literary  merits  are  by  no  means  remarkable, 
and  they  were  much  less  as  it  was  originally 
reported  to  the  committee.  The  better  taste 
of  Mr.  Adams  and  Dr.  Franklin  suggested 
some  improYements,  and  others  were  made  in 
the  House,  which  struck  out  or  amended  the 
style  of  seyeral  passages. 

From  an  early  period  Mr.  Jefferson  had 
written  down  all  such  hcXs  respecting  the 
country  as  promised  to  be  of  use  to  him  in 
any  public  or  private  station,  and  in  1781, 
while  confined  to  his  chamber  by  an  injuiy 
received  in  falling  from  his  horse,  to  oblige 
M.  de  Marbois,  of  the  French  legation,  who 
had  applied  to  him  for  information  respecting 
the  natural  and  political  condition  of  that 
state,  he  coihpiled  from  his  memoranda  the 
Notes  on  Virginia.  .  When  in  Paris,  in  1784, 
he  enlarged  and  corrected  them,  and  had  two 
hundred  copies  printed  to  distribute  among 
his  friends.  One  of  these,  upon  the  death  of 
the  person  to  whom  it  had  been  given,  fell 
into  the  hands  of  a  bookseller,  who  employed 
the  Abbe  Morellet  to  translate  it,  and  his  ver^ 
sion,  which  was  a  very  poor  one,  was  sub- 
mitted to  Mr.  Jefiferson  for  revision.  He 
would  gladly  have  suppressed  it,  but  as  this 
was  not  practicable  he  corrected  a  few  of  its 
worst  faults,  and  when,  upon  its  appearance,  | 


Stockdale  of  London  applied  to  him  for  the 
original,  he  consented  to  the  publication  of  an 
English  edition,  though  reluctantly,  for  be 
feared  the  efifects  in  Virginia  of  what  he  had 
said  in  it  of  slavery.  There  was  no  alterna- 
tive, however,  for  if  he  had  declined,  a  retrana- 
lation  would  have  been  made  from  the  version 
of  Morellet,  and  he  chose  to  let  the  world  see 
that  his  work  was  not  so  bad  as  the  abbe  had 
made  it  appear.  I  believe  there  have  been  ten 
editions  of  these  Notes  printed  in  America,  the 
last  of  which  was  from  a  copy  corrected  by 
Mr.  Jefferaon  a  short  time  before  his  death, 
and  by  his  executor  presented  to  the  Histori- 
cal Society  of  Maryland.* 

No  collections  have  appeared  of  Mr.  Jeffer- 
son's State  Papera  and  contributions  to  the 
Transactions  of  the   Philosophical  Society. 
In  1829,  his  grandson,  Mr.  Thomas  Jefferson 
Randolph,  published  in  four  volumes  his  brief 
autobiography^  with  selections  from  his  Public 
and  Private  Correspondence  and  Anas.    The 
lettera  which  are  here  printed  commence  with 
the  year  1775  and  continue  until  a  few  years 
before  his  death.    They  are  addressed  to  the 
most  distinguished  persons  of  this  extraordi- 
nary period,  so  prolific  of  great  men  as  well 
as  of  great  events,  are  upon  an  infinite  va- 
riety of  subjects,  and  afford  the  best  view  that 
can  be  given  of  his  intellectual  and  moral 
character.    The  friendly  intercourse  between 
himself  and  Mr.  Adams,  which  had  been  sus- 
pended in  the  heats  of  political  controveTsy, 
was  resumed  many  yeare  before  they  died. 
They  forgot  the  infirmities  of  age  '*  in  the  re- 
collection of  ancient  times  ;'*  and  perhaps  the 
most  Interesting  portion  of  this  correspondence 
is  that  which  vras  addressed  to  his  illustrious 
associate. 

It  is  the  duty  of  every  one  to  acquiesce  in 
the  general  belief  of  mankind,  unless  con- 
vinced that  it  is  wrong  by  a  careful  and  hon- 
est examination  of  the  evidences  by  which  it 


*  The  car*  wbich  Mr.  Jefleraon  took  to  preTent  the 
publication  of  tbis  work  Is  shown  by  the  inscriptions 
In  the  copies  be  sent  to  bis  friends.  On  a  blank  leaf  of 
tbe  one  wbich  was  received  by  Francis  Uopkinson 
is  tbe  following.  In  tbe  author's  autograph:  **Tbotnaa 
Jefferson  having  had  «  few  copies  of  these  Notes 
printed  to  oflhr  to  some  of  his  friends,  aad  to  some 
other  estimable  characters  beyond  that  line,  takes  <h« 
liberty  of  presenting  a  copy  to  Mr.  Uopkinson  as  a 
testimony  of  the  esteem  which  he  bears  him.  Unwill- 
ing to  eipoae  them  to  the  publk  eye,  he  asks  the 
favour  of  Mr.  Hopkinson  to  put  them  into  the  hands 
of  no  person  on  whose  care  and  fldellty  he  caiuot  rely, 
to  fuard  them  against  publication.*' 
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is  snppoTted.  A  man  who  brings  to  the  in- 
Testigation  of  a  doctrine  the  whole  of  his  ma- 
tarest  powers,  thoroughly  educated,  and  guid- 
ed bj  a  spirit  of  candor,  is  not  to  be  censured 
by  his  fellows  for  any  opinion  he  may  form 
respecting  it.  Franklin  howeyer  denied  the 
right  to  oppose  principles  of  which  the  mani- 
fest tendency  was  to  promote  yirtue,  unless 
others  equally  or  more  useful  were  recommend- 
ed in  their  stead.  But  Jefferson,  without  enti- 
tling himself  to  judge  in  the  premises,  and 
while  he  admitted  the  happy  influences  of  the 
Christian  religion,  was  among  the  most  invet- 
eiate  of  its  enemies.  He  regarded  the  Old  Tes- 
tament scriptures  as  '*  the  fumes  of  disordered 
imaginations,*'  and  ihose  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment, which  contain  what  he  calls  "  our  pecu- 
liar superstition,'*  as  the  production  of  a  *'  band 
of  dupes  and  impostors."  It  is  unnecessary 
to  quote  the  language  which  he  applied  to  the 
SaViouj[,  or  to  state  the  very  feeble  arguments 
by  which  he  endeavoured  to  make  prosel3rtes. 
He  is  among  the  most  dangerous  of  the  deis- 
tical  writers,  but  it  is  only  because  the  emi- 
nence which  he  attained  as  a  statesman  lends, 


with  the  unthinking,  an  unmerited  weight  to  all 
his  conclusions.  In  philosophy  and  literature 
his  judgments  seem  to  hare  been  formed  with- 
out reflection,  and  they  were  expressed  with 
unhesitating  confidence.  One  of  his  favourite 
doctrines  was  that  one  generation  cannot  bind 
another.  A  school-boy,  he  thought,  should 
be  ashamed  of  the  ''puerilities  and  whimsies" 
of  the  ** .foggy  brain"  of  Plato.  He  declares 
that  Sterne's  writings  '*  form  the  best  of  all 
courses  of  morality,"  that  Destutt  Tracy's 
pamphlet  on  Montesquieu  is  ''the  most 
precious  gif^"  his  generation  had  received, 
and  that  the  author  was  "  the  greatest  living 
writer  upon  intellectual  subjects."  His  works 
are  full  of  such  opinions.  He  deemed  every 
novelty  a  discovery,  and  disdaining  the  tedi- 
ousness  of  induction,  had  an  extravagant  con- 
fidence in  his  intuitive  perceptions.  His 
mind  was  bold  and  quick  in  its  operations, 
,but  frequently  perverted  by  prejudices,  and 
upon  all  subjects  except  those  of  a  practical 
sort,  with  which  his  experience  and  observa- 
tion had  made  him  familiar,  was  very  &r  from 
being  profound. 
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T'HE  HEAD  AND  THE  HEART. 

ntOM  A   LXTTKR  ID  MBS.  C08WAT. 

Havivs  perfiMrmfid  the  last  sad  office  of  handing 
joo  into  your  carriage,  at  the  pavilion  dc  St  De- 
nis, and  seen  the  wheels  get  actually  into  motion,  I 
turned  on  my  heel  and  walked,  nnore  dead  than 
ilive,  to  the  opposite  door,  where  my  own  was 
awaiting  me.  M.  Danquerville  was  missing. 
He  was  sought  for,  found,  and  dragged  down 
itaira.  We  were  crammed  into  the  carriage,  like 
recruits  for  the  Bastile,  and  not  having^  soul 
oioQgfa  to  give  orders  to  the  coachman,  he  pre- 
inmed  Paris  our  destination,  and  drove  off.  After 
a  conflderable  interval,  silence  was  broke,  with  a 
<  Ji  ntu  vraiment  afflige^du  depart  de  eet  bom  gent.* 
TUs  was  a  signal  for  a  mutual  confeai<ion  of  dis- 
tnaa.  We  began  immediately  to  talk  of  Mr.  and 
Mm  Cosway,  of  their  goodness,  their  talents,  their 
uniability ;  and  though  we  spoke  of  nothing  else, 
we  seemed  hardly  to  have  entered  into  the  matter, 
when  the  coachman  announced  the  rue  of  St. 
Denis,  and  that  we  were  opposite  M.  Danquer- 
villf's.  He  insisted  on  descending  there,  and  tra- 
mbg  a  short  passage  to  his  lodgings.  I  was 
carried  home.  Seated  by  my  fire-side,  solitary  and 
^  flie  following  dialogue  took  place  between 
^  Btad  -Kn&  my  Heart 

Head,  Well,  friend,  you  seem  to  be  in  a  pretty 
trim. 

Heart  I  am  indeed  the  most  wretched  of  all 
oithly  beings.    Overwhelmed  with  grie(  every 
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fibre  of  my  fiume  distended  beyond  its  natural 
powers  to  bear,  I  would  willingly  meet  whatever 
catastrophe  should  leave  me  no  more  to  feel,  or  to 
fear. 

Head*  These  are  the  eternal  consequences  of 
your  warmth  and  precipitation.  This  is  one  of 
the  scrapes  into  which  you  are  ever  leading  us. 
You  confess  your  follies,  indeed;  but  still  you 
hug  and  cherish  them;  and  no  reformation  can  be 
hoped  where  there  is  no  repentance. 

Heart,  Oh,  my  friend !  this  is  no  moment  to 
upbraid  my  foibles.  I  am  rent  into  Augments  by 
the  force  of  my  grief!  If  you  have  any  balm, 
pour  it  into  my  wounds ;  if  none,  do  not  harrow 
them  by  new  tormentsi  Spare  me  this  awful  mo- 
ment !  At  any  other,  I  will  attend  with  patience 
to  your  admonitions. 

Head,  On  the  contrary,  I  never  found  that  the 
moment  of  triumph,  vrith  you,  was  the  moment 
of  attention  to  my  admonitions.  While  suflfering 
under  your  follies,  you  may  perhaps  be  made  sen- 
sible of  them,  but  the  paroxysm  over,  you  fanc^ 
it  can  never  return.  Harsh,  therefore,  as  the  me- 
dicine may  be,  it  is  my  office  to  administer  it 
You  will  be  pleased  to  remember,  that  when  our 
friend  Trumbull  used  to  be  telling  us  of  the  merits 
and  talents  of  these  good  people,  I  never  ceased 
whispering  to  you  that  we  had  no  occasion  for 
new  acquaintances ;  that  the  greater  their  merit 
and  talents,  the  more  dangerous  their  friendship  to 
our  tranquillity,  because  the  regret  at  parting  would 
be  greater. 
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Htwrt.  Aocordinglyy  ib,  this  aoqnamtenee  wm 
not  the  oonteqnenoe  of  my  doings.  It  was  one 
of  your  projects,  which  threw  us  in  the  way  of  it 
It  was  you,  remember,  and  not  I,  who  desired  the 
meeting  at  Legrand  and  Motinos.  I  never  trotible 
I  myself  with  domes  nor  arches.  The  HaUe  aux 
bleds  might  have  rotted  down,  before  I  should 
have  gone  to  see  it  But  you,  forsooth,  who  are 
eternally  getting  us  to  sleep  with  your  diagrams 
and  crotchets,  must  go  and  examine  this  wonder- 
ful piece  of  architecture ;  and  when  you  had  seen 
it,  oh  !  it  was  the  most  superb  thing  on  earth ! 
What  you  had  seen  there  was  worth  all  you  had 
yet  seen  in  Paris!  I  thought  so  too.  But  I 
meant  it  of  the  lady  and  gentleman  to  whom  we 
had  been  presented ;  and  not  of  a  parcel  of  sticks 
and  chips  put  together  in  pens.  You  then,  sir,' 
and  not  I,  have  been  the  cause  of  the  present  dis- 
tress. 

Head,  It  would  have  been  happy  for  you,  if 
my  diagrams  and  crotchets  had  gotten  you  to 
sleep  on  that  day,  as  you  are  pleased  to  say  they 
eternally  do.  My  visit  to  Legrand  and  Motinos 
had  public  utility  for  its  object  A  market  is  to 
be  built  in  Richmond.  What  a  commodious  plan 
is  that  of  Legrand  and  Motinos,;  especially,  if  we 
put  on  it  the  noble  dome  of  the  Halle  auk  bleds.  If 
such  a  bridge  as  they  showed  us  can  be  thrown 
across  the  Schuylkill,  at  Philadelphia,  the  floating 
bridges  taken  up,  and  the  navigation  of  that  river 
opened,  what  a  copious  resource  will  be  added, 
of  wood  and  provisions,  to  warm  and  feed  the 
poor  of  that  dty  1  While  I  was  occupied  with 
these  objects,  you  were  dilating  with  your  new 
acquaintances,  and  contriving  how'  t6  prevent 
a  separation  from  them.  Every  soul  of  you  had 
an  engagement  for  the  day.  Yet  all  these  were 
to  be  sacrificed,  that  you  might  dine  together. 
Lying  messengers  were  to  be  despatched  into 
every  quarter  of  the  city,  with  apologies  for  your 
breach  of  engagement  You,  particularly,  had 
the  effrontery  to  send  word  to  Uie  Duchess  Dan- 
ville, that,  on  the  moment  we  were  setting  out  to 
dine  with  her,  despatches  came  to  hand,  which  re- 
quired immediate  attention.  You  wanted  me  to 
invent  a  more  ingenious  excuse ;  but  I  knew  you 
were  getting  into  a  scrape,  and  I  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  it  Well ;  after  dinner  to  St 
Cloud,  from  St  Cloud  to  Ruggieri's,  from  Rug- 
gieri^s  to  Krumfoltz ;  and  if  the  day  bad  been  as 
long  as  a  Lapland  summer  day,  you  would  still 
have  contrived  means  among  you,  to  have  filled  it 

Heart,  Oh !  my  dear  friend,  how  you  have  re- 
vived me,  by  recalling  to  my  mind  the  transactions 
of  that  day !  How  well  I  remember  them  all, 
and  that  when  I  came  home  at  night,  and  looked 
back  to  the  morning,  it  seemed  to  have  been  a 
month  agone.  Go  on,  then,  like  a  kind  comfort- 
er, and  paint  to  me  the  day  we  went  to  St  Ger- 
mains.  How  beautifril  was  every  object !  the  Port 
de  Reuilly,  the  hills  along  the  Seine,  the  rainbows 
of  the  machine  of  Marley,  the  terms  of  St  Ger- 
mains,  the  chateaux,  the  gardens,  the  statues  of 
Marly,  the  pavilion  of  Lucienne.    Recollect,  too. 
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sert  How  grand  the  idea  excited  by  the  vemttiia 
of  such  a  column.  The  qpiral  staircase,  too,  was 
beautiful.  Every  moment  was  filled  with  sonoe- 
thing  agreeable.  ^  The  wheels  of  time  moved  on 
with  a  rapidity,  of  which  those  of  our  carriage 
gave  but  a  faint  idea.  And  yet,  in  the  evening, 
when  one  took  a  retrospect  of  the  day,  mhBi,  a 
mass  of  happiness  had  we  travelled  overl  Re- 
trace all  those  scenes  to  me,  my  good  companion, 
and  I  will  forgive  the  unkindness  wHh  which  yoa 
were  chiding  me.  *  The  day  we  went  to  3t  Ger- 
mains  was  a  little  too  warm,  I  think ;  was  it  not? 

Htad,  Thou  art  the  most  incorrigible  ci  all  the 
beings  that  ever  sinned !  I  reminded  you  of  the 
follies  of  the  first  day,  intending  to  deduce  from 
thence  some  useful  lessons  for  you ;  but  instead 
of  listening  to  them,  you  kindle  at  the  recollec- 
tion, you  retrace  the  whole  series  with  a  fondness^ 
which  shows  you  want  notMng  but  the  opportu- 
nity, to  act  it  over  again.  I  ofi^i  told  you,  dur- 
ing its  course,  that  you  w0re  imprudently  engag- 
ing your  afiections,  under  circumstances  Uiat  must 
cost  you  a  great  deal  of  pain ;  that  the  persons, 
indeed,  were  of  the  greatest  merit,  possessing  good 
sense,  good  humour,  honest  hearts,  honest  man- 
ners, and  eminence  in  a  lovely. art;  that  iMft  lady 
had,  moreover,  qualities  and  accomplishments  be- 
longing to  her  sex,  which  might  form  a  chapter 
apart,  for  her ;  such  as  music,  modesty,  beauty, 
and  that  softness  of  disposition,  which  is  the  orna- 
ment of  her  sex  and  charm  of  ours:  but  that  all 
these  considerations  would  increase  the  pang  of 
separation ;  that  their  stay  here  was  to  be  ihort ; 
that  you  rack  our  whole  aystem  when  you  are 
parted  from  those  you  love,  complaining  that  such 
a  separation  is  worse  than  death,  inasmuch  as 
this  ends  our  sufferings,  whereas  that  only  begins 
them;  and  that  the  separation  would,  in  this  in- 
stance, be  the  more  severe,  as  you  would  probably 
never  see  them  again. 

Heart,  But  they  told  me  th^  would  come 
back  again,  the  next  year. 

Head,  But  in  the  mean  time,  see  what  yoa 
8u£kr:  and  their  return,  too,  depends  on  so 
many  circumstances,  that  if  you  had  a  grain  of 
prudence,  you  would  not'  count  upon  it  Upon 
the  whole,  it  is  improbable,  and  therefore  you 
should  abandon  the  idea  of  ever  seeing  them 
again. 

Heart,    May  heaven  abandon  me  if  I  do! 

Head,  Very  welL  Suppose,  then,  they  come 
back.  They  are  to  stay  two  months,  and  when 
these  are  expired,  what  is  to  follow  ?  Perhaps 
you  flatter  yourself  they  may  come  to  America  1 

Heart,  God  only  knows  what  is  to  happen. 
I  see  nothiiig  impossible  in  that  supporttion :  and 
I  see  things  wonderfully  contrived  sometimes,  to 
make  us  happy.  Where  could  they  find  such  ob- 
jects as  in  America,  for  the  exercise  of  their  en- 
chanting art?  especially  the  lady,  who  paints 
landscapes  so  inimitably.  She  wants  only  sub- 
jects worthy  of  immortdity,  to  render  her  pencil 
immortal  The  Falling  Spring,  the  Cascade  of 
Niagara,  the  Passage   of  the  Potomac  through 
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worth  a  Toyage  a6ro«  the  Atlantic  to  see  these 
objects;  moch  Hiore  to  paint,  and  make  tiiem,  and 
thereby  ourselveSy  known  to  all  ages.  And  oar 
own  dear  Montioello ;  where  has  nature  spread  so 
rich  a  oiantle  under  the  eye  1  mountains,  forests, 
rocks,  livers.  With  what  majesty  do  we  there 
ride. above  the  storois!  How  sublime  to  look 
down  into  the  workhouse  of  nature,  to  see  her 
douds,  hail,  snow,  ram,  thunder,  all  fabricated  at 
oar  feet!  and  tKe  glorious  sun  when  rising  as  if 
oat  of  a  distant  water,  just  gilding  the  tops  of  the 
mouDtsins,  and  giving  liib  to  all  nature !  I  hope  in 
God,  no  circumstance  may  ever  inake  either  seek 
an  itylum  &om  grief!  With  what  sincere  qrm- 
pathy  I  would  open  every  cell  of  my  composition, 
to  receive  the  efiusion  of  their  woes !  I  would  pour 
my  tears  into  their  wounds ;  and  if  k  drop  of  balm 
coald  be  found  on  the  top  of  the  Cordilleras,  or  at 
Uk  remotest  sources  of  the  Missouri,  I  would  go 
thither  myself  to  seek  and  to  bring  it  Dteply 
pnctised  in  the  school  of  sl^ction,  the  human  heart 
knows  no  joy  wl^ch  I  have  not  lost,  no  sorrow 
which  I  have  not  drank !  Fortune  can  pre 
DO  grief  of  unknown  form  to  me !  Who,  th< 
on  so  S^ly  bind  up  the  wound  of  another,  as  he 
whohaineltthe  same  wound  himself!  But  Heaven 
forbid  they  should  ever  know  a  sorrow !  Let  us 
torn  ov«r  another  leaf,*for  this  has  distracted  me. 
.  Head.  .  WelL  Let  us  put  this  possibility  to  trial 
then,  on  another  point  When  you  consider  the 
character  which  is  given  of  our  country,  by  the 
Ijmg  newspapers  of  London,  and  their  credulous 
co^en  in  other  countries;  when  you  feflect  that 
all  Europe  is  made  to  believe  we  are  a  lawless 
banditti,  in  a  state  of  absolute  anarchy,  cutting 
one  anothei^s  throats,  and  plundering  without  dis- 
tinction, how  could  you  expect  that  any  reasona- 
ble creature  would  venture  among  us  1 

Heart,  But  you  and  I  know  that  all  this  is 
fidse :  that  there  is  not  a  country  on  earth  where 
there  is  greater  tranquillity ;  where  the  laws  are 
milder,  or  better  obeyed ;  where'every  one  is  more 
attentive  to  his  own  business,  or  meddles  less  with 
that  of  others ;  where  strangers  are  better  received, 
Qiore  hospitably  treated,  and  with  a  mote  sacred 
respect 

Head.  True,  you  and  I  know  this,  but  your 
friends  do  not  know  it 

Heart,  But  they  are  sensible  people,  who  think 
for  themselves.  They  will  ask  of  impartial  fo- 
reigners, who  have  been  among  us,  whether  they 
■aw  or  heard  on  the  spot  any  instance  of  anar- 
chy. They  will  judge,  too,'Uiat  a  people  occu- 
pied as  we  are,  in  opeiung^  rivers,  digging  naviga- 
ble canals,  making  roads,  building  public  schools, 
eatablistung  academies,  erecting  busts  and  statues 
to  our  great  n^n,  protecting  religious  freedom, 
abotishing  sanguinary  punishments,  reforming 
and  improving  our  laws  in  general;  they  will 
judge,  I  say,  for  themselves,  whether  diese  are  not 
the  occupations  of  a  people  at  their  ease ;  whether 
this  is  not  better  evidence  of  our  true  state,  than  a 
London  newspaper,  hired  to  lie,  and  from  which  no 
truth  can  ever  be  extracted  but  by  reversing  every 
tlung  it  says. 


HiOtL  I  did  not  begin  this  lecture,  my  fKend, 
with  a  view  to  learn  from  you  what  America  is 
doing.  Let  us  return,  then,  to  our  point  I  wish 
to  make  you  sensible  how  imprudent  it  is  to  place 
your  affisctions,  without  reserve,  on  objects  you 
must  so  soon  lose,  and  whose  loss,  when  it  comes, 
must  cost  you  such  severe  pangs.  Remember  the 
last  night  Ydu  knew  your  friends  were  to  leave 
Paris  to-day.  This  was  enough  to  throw  you  into 
agonies.  All  night  you  tossed  us  from  one  side 
of  the  bed  to  the  other :  no  sleep,  no  rest  The 
poor  crippled  wrist,  too,  never  left  one  moment  in 
the  same  position ;  now  up,  now  down,  now  here, 
now  there ;  was  it  to  be  wandered  at,  if  its  pains 
returned  1  The  surgeon  ihen  was  to  be  called, 
and  to  be  rated  as  an  ignoramus,  because  he  Could 
not  divine  the  cause  of  this  extraordinary  change. 
In  fine,  my  friend,  you  must  mend  your  manners. 
This  is  not  a  world  to  live  at  random  in,  as  you 
do.  To  avoid  those  eternal  distresses,  to  wMch 
you  are  for  ei%  exposing  us,  you  must  learn  to 
]ook  forward,  before  you  take  a  step  which  may 
'  iterest  our  peace.  Every  thing  in  this  world  is 
matter  of  calculation.  Advance  then  with  cau- 
tion^^k  balance  in  your  hand.  Put  into  one 
scall^y  pleasures  which  any  object  may  ofier; 
but  put  fairly  into  the  other,  the  pains  ^which  are 
to  follow,  and  see  which  preponderates.  The 
making  an  acquaintance  is  not  a  matter  of  indif- 
ference. When  a  new  one  is  proposed  to  you, 
view  it  all  round.  .  Consider  what  advantages  it 
prefents,  and  to  what  ifeonveniences  it  may  ex- 
pose you.  *  Do  not  bite  « the  bait  of  pleasure,  till 
you  know  there  is  no  hook  beneath  it  Tlie  art 
of  life  is  the  art  of  avoiding  pain ;  and  he  is  the 
best  pilot,  who  steers  clearest  of  the  rocks  and 
shoals  with  which  it  is  beset  Pleasure  is  always 
before  us ;  but  misfortune  is  at  our  aide :  while 
running  pfter  that,  this  arrests  us.  The'  most 
effectual  means  of  being  secure  against  pain,  is 
to  retire  within  ourselves,  and  to  suffice  for  our 
own  happiness.  Those  which  depend  on  our- 
selves, are  the  only  pleasures  a  wise  man  vrill 
count  on;  for  nothing  is  ours,  which  another 
may  deprive  us  of^  Hence  the  inestimable  value 
of  intellectual  pleasures.  Ever  in  our  power,  al- 
ways leading  us  to  something  new,  never  cloying, 
we  ride  serene  and  sublime  above  the  concerns  of 
this  mortal  world,  contemplating  truth  and  nature, 
matter  and  motion,  the  laws  which  bind  up  their 
existence,  and  that  Eternal  Being  who  made  and 
bound  them  up  by  those  laws.  Let  this  be  our 
employ.  Leave  the  bustle  and  tumult  of  society 
to  those  who  have  not  talents  to  occupy  them- 
selves without  them.  Friendship  is  but  another 
name  for  an  alliance  with  the  follies  and  the  mis- 
fortunes of  others.  Our  own  share  of  miseries  is 
sufficient:  why  enter  then  as  volunteers  into  those 
of  another  1  Lb  there  so  little  gall  poured  into  our 
cup,  that  we  must  need  help  to  drink  that  of  our 
neighbour  1  A  friend  dies,  or  leaves  us :  we  feel  as 
if  a  limb  was  cut  offi  He  is  sick :  we  must  watch 
over  him,  and  participate  of  his  pains.  His  for- 
tune is  shipwrecked :  ours  must  be  laid  under  con- 
tributioiL    He  loses  a  child,  a  parent,  or  a  part- 
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ner :  we  nnut  moam  the  loei  m  if  it  were  our 
own. 

Heart.  And  what  more  eublime  delight  than 
to  mingle  tears  with  one  whom  the  hand  of  heaven 
hath  smitten !  to  watch  over  the  bed  of  sickness, 
and  to  beguile  its  tedious  and  its  painful  moments ! 
to  share  our  bread  with  one  to  whom  misfortune 
has  left  none !  This  world  abounds  indeed  with 
misery ;  to  lighten  its  burden,  we  must  divide  it 
with  one  another.  But  let  us  now  try  the  virtue 
of  your  mathematical  balance,  and  as  you  have 
put  into  one  scale  the  burdens  of  friendsMp,  let 
me  put  its  comforts  into  the  other.  When  lan- 
guishing then  under  disease,  how  grateful  is  the 
solace  of  our  friends!  how  are  we  penetrated  with 
their  assiduities  and  attentions!  how  much  are 
we  supported  by  their  encouragements  and  kind 
offices !  When  heaven  has  taken  from  us  some 
object  of  our  love,  how  sweet  is  it  to  have  a  bosom 
whereon  to  recline  our  heads,  and  into  which  we 
may  pour  the  torrent  of  our  tear^  Grief,  with 
such  a  comfort,  is  almost  a  luxc^'!  In  a  life 
where  we  are  perpetually  exposed  to  want  and 
cident,  yours  is  a  wonderful  proposition,  to  insu-^ 
late  ourselves,  to  retire  from  all  aid,  andi|ymp 
ourselves  in  the  mantle  of  self-sufficien^^BFor 
assuredly,  nobody  will  care  for  him,  wj^oftres 
for  nobody.  But  friendship  is  precious,  not  only 
in  the  shade,  but  in  the  sunshine  of  life :  and  thanks 
to  a  benevolent  arrangement  of  things,  the  greater 
part  of  life  is  sunshine.  I  will  recur  for  proof  to 
the  days  we  have  latelj^passed.  On  these,  in- 
deed, the  sun  shone  bri  jBly  !  How  gay  did  the 
face  of  nature  appear !  Hills,  valleys,  chateaux, 
gardens,  rivers,  every  object  wore  its  liveliest  hue ! 
Whence  did  they  borrow  it?  From  the  presence 
of  our  charming  companion.  They  were  pleas- 
ing, because  she  seemed  pleased.  Alone,  the 
scene^  would  have  been  dull  and  insipid :  the  par- 
ticipation of  it  with  her  gave  it  relish.  Let  the 
gloomy  monk,  sequestered  from  the  world,  seek 
unsocial  pleasures  in  the  bottom  of  hb  cell !  Let 
the  sublimated  philosopher  grasp  visionary  happi- 
ness, while  pursuing  phantoms  dressed  in  the  garb 
of  truth !  Their  supreme  wisdom  is  supreme 
folly :  and  they  mistake  for  happiness  the  mere 
absence  of  pain.  Had  they  ever  felt  the  solid 
pleasure  of  one  generous  spasm  of  the  heart,  they 
would  exchange  for  it  all  the  frigid  speculations 
of  their  lives,  which  you  have  been  vaunting  in 
such  elevated  terms.  Believe  me,  then,  my  friend, 
that  diat  is  a  miserable  arithmetic  which  could  es- 
timate friendship  at  nothing,  or  at  less  than  no- 
thing. Respect  for  you  has  induced  me  to  enter 
into  this  discussion,  and  to  hear  principles  uttered 
which  I  detest  and  abjure.  Respect  for  myself 
now  obliges  me  to  recall  you  into  the  proper  limits 
of  your  office.  When  natur^  assigned  us  the  same 
habitation,  she  gave  us  over  it  a  divided  empire. 
To  you,  she  allotted  the  field  of  science ;  to  me, 
that  of  morals.  When  the  circle  is  to  be  squared, 
or  the  orbit  of  a  comet  to  be  traced ;  when  the 
arch  of  g^reatest  strength,  or  the  solid  of  least  re- 
sistance, is  to  be  investigated,  take  up  the  pro- 
blem ;  it  is  yours ;  nature  has  given  me  no  oogni- 
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sanoe  of  it  In  like  manner,  in  denying  to  yon 
the  feelings  of  sympathy,  of  benevolence,  of  gra- 
titude, of  justice,  of  love,  of  friendship,  she  has 
excluded  you  fh>m  their  oontroL  To  these  die 
has  adapted  the  mechanism  of  the  heart  Morals 
were  too  essential  to  the  happiness  of  man,  to  be 
risked  on  the  uncertain  combinations  of  the  head. 
She  laid  their  foundation,  therefiore,  in  sentiniNit» 
not  in  science.  That  she  gave  to  all,  as  necesaaiy 
to  all :  this  to  a  few  only,  as  sufficing  with  a  few. 
I  know^  indeed,  that  you  pretend  authority  to  the 
sovereign  control  of  our  (^nduct,  in  all  its  parts : 
and  a  respect  for  your  grave  saws  and  fnaTima,  a 
desire  to  do  what  is  right,  has  sometimes  induced 
me  to  conform  to  your  c6unsels.  A  few  fecta, 
however,  which  I  can  readily  recall  to  your  me- 
mory, will  suffice  to  prove  to  you,  that  nature  has 
not  organized  you  for  our  moral  direction.  Wlien 
the  poor  wearied  soldier  whom  we  overtook  at 
Chickahomony,  with  his  pack  on  Us  back,  begged 
us  to  let  him  get  up  behind  our  chariot,  you  be- 
to  calculate  that  the  road  was  full  of  soldiers, 
that  if  all  should  be  taken  up,  our  horses 
d  fail  in  their  journey.  We  drove  on,  there- 
But  soon  becoming  sensible  you  had  made 
me  do  wrong,  that  though  we  carmot  r^ve  all 
the  distressed,  we  should  relieve  as  many  as  we 
can,  I  turned  about  to  take  up  the  soldier ;  but  he 
had  entered  a  by-path,  and  was  no  more  to  be 
found :  and  from  that  moment  to  this,  I  could 
never  find  him  out,  to  ask  his  forgiveness.  Again, 
when  the  poor  woman  came  to  ask  a  charity  in 
Philadelphia,  you  whispered  that  she  looked  like  a 
drunkard,  and  that  half  a  dollar  was  enough  to 
give  her  for  the  ale-house.  Those  who  ^ant  the 
dispositions  to  give,  easily  find  reasons  why  thej 
ought  not  to  give.  When  I  sought  her  out  after- 
wards, and  did  what  I  should  have  done  at  first, 
you  know  that  she  employed  the  money  imme- 
diately, towards  placing  her  child  at  schooL  If  our 
country,  when  pressed  with  wrongs  at  the  point 
of  the  bayonet,  had  been  governed  by  its  heads 
instead  of  its  hearts,  where  should  we  have  been 
now  ?  Hanging  on  a  gallows  as  high  as  Haman's. 
You  began  to  calculate,  and  to  compare  wealth 
and  nmnbers :  we  threw  up  a  few  pulsations  of 
our  blood ;  we  supplied  enthusiasm  against  wealth 
and  numben ;  we  put  our  existence  to  the  hazard, 
when  the  hazard  seemed  against  us,  and  we  saved 
our  country:  justifying,  at  the  same  time,  the 
W&ys  of  Providence,  whose  precept  is,  to  do  al- 
ways what  is  right,  and  leave  the  issue  to  him. 
In  short,  my  friend,  as  far  as  my  recollection  serves 
me,  I  do  not  know  that  I  ever  did  a  good  thing  on 
your  suggestion,  or  a  dirty  one  without  it  I  do 
for  ever,  then,  disclaim  your  interference  in  my 
province.  Fill  paper  as  you  please  with  triangles 
and  squares :  try  how  many  ways  you  can  hang 
and  combine  them  together.  I  shall  never  envy 
nor  control  your  sublime  delights.  But  leave  me  to 
decide,  when  and  where  friendships  are  to  be  con- 
tracted. You  say  I  contract  them  at  random.  So 
you  said  the  woman  at  Philadelphia  was  a  drunk- 
ard. I  receive  none  into  my  esteem,  till  I  know 
they  are  worthy  of  it    Wealth,  title,  office,  are 
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no  reoommendatioiiB  to  my  friendship.  On  the 
oontnry,  great  good  qualities  are  requisite  to  make 
,  amends  for  their  having  wealth,  title  and  office. 
You  confess,  that  in  the  present  case,  I  could  not 
hsve  made  a  worthier  choice.  You  only  object 
thtt  I  was  so  soon  to  lose  them.  We  are  not  im- 
mortal ooiselves,  my  friend ;  how  can  we  expect 
oar  enjoyments  to  4>e  so?  We  have  no  rose 
without  its  thorn ;  no  pleasure  without  alloy.  It 
i>  the  law  of  our  existence ;  and  we  must  acqui- 
esce. It  la  the  condition  annexed  to  all  our  plea- 
tores,  not  fay  us  who  leoeive,  but  by  him  who 
gives  them.  True,  this  condition  is  pressing 
cruelly  on  me  at  this  momenk  I  feel  more  fit  for 
death  than  life.  But  when  I  look  back  on  the 
pleasures  of  which  it  is  (he  consequence,  I  am 
conscious  they  were  worth  the  price  I  am  paying. 
Notwithstanding  your  endeavours,  too,  to  damp  my 
hopes,  I  comfort  myself  with  expectations  of  their 
promised  return.  Hope  is  sweeter  than  despair ; 
ind  they  were  too  good,  to  mean  to  deceive  me. 
<Id  the  summer,'  said  the  gentleman ;  but  *  in  the 
spring,*  said  the  lady  ;  and  I  should  love  her  foH 
erer,  were  it  only  for  that!  Know,  then,  my 
friend,  that  I  have  taken  these  good  people  into 
my  bos#i ;  that  I  have  lodged  them  in  the  wann- 
est cell  I  could  find ;  that  I  love  them,  and  will 
continue  to  love  them  through  life ;  that  if  fortune 
ifaould  dispose  them  on  one  side  the  globe,  and 
me  on  the  other,  my  aflkctions  shall  pervade  its 
whole  mass  to  reach  them.  Knowing  then  my 
determination,  attempt  not  to  disturb  it.  If  you 
can,  at  any  time,  fiirnish  matter  for  their  amuse- 
>  ment,  it  will  be  the  office  of  a  good  neighbour  to 
do  it.  I  wiU,  in  like  manner,  seixe  any  occasion 
which  nmy  oflfer,  to  do  the  hke  good  turn  for  you 
with  Condorcet,  Rittenhouse,  Madison,  La  Cre- 
tdle,  or  any  other  of  those  worthy  sons  of  science, 

""^ 00  so  justly  prize. 

4it  this  a  favourable  proposition  whereon 
;  issue  of  the  dialogue.  So  I  put  an  end 
^  tiling  for  my  night*cap.  Methinks,  I  hear 
you  vnsh  to  heaven  I  had  called  a  litUe  sooner,  and 
ao  spared  you  the  ennui  of  such  a  sermon.  I  did 
not  interrupt  them  sooner,  because  I  was  in  a 
mood  for  hearing  sermons.  You  too  were  the 
aabject :  and  on  such  a  thesis,  I  never  think  the 
theme  long ;  not  even  if  I  am  to  write  it,  and  that 
■lowly  and  awkwardly,  as  now,  with  the  left  hand. 
Bat  that  you  may  not  be  discouraged  from  a  cor- 
respondence which  begiris  so  formidably,  I  will 
promise  you,  on  my  honour,  that  my  future  letters 
chall  be  of  a  reasonable  length.  I  will  even  agree 
to  express  but  half  my  esteem  for  you. 


SOCIETY  IN  FRANCE  AND  AMERICA. 

tVm.  A.  LKTTZB  ID  MB.  BXLLUn. 

Tov  are,  perhaps,  curious  to  know  how  this 
new  tdnt  has  struck  a  savage  of  the  mountains 
of  America.  Not  advantageously,  I  assure  you. 
I  fittd  the  general  &te  of  humanity  here  most  de- 
Plmble.    The  truth  of  Yohaue's  observation 


ofiers  itself  perpetually,  that  every  man  here  must 

be  either  the  hammer  or  the  anvil While  the 

great  mass  of  the  people  are  tiius  suflfering  under 
physical  and  moral  oppresmon,  I  have  endeavoured 
to  examine  more  nearly  the  condition  of  the  great, 
to  appreciate  the  true  value  of  the  circumstances 
in  their  situation,  which  dazzle  the  bulk  of  spec- 
tators, and  especially,  to  compare  it  with  that  de- 
gree of  happiness  which  is  enjoyed  in  America, 
by  every  class  of  people.  Intrigues  of  love  oc- 
cupy the  younger,  and  those  of  ambition,  the  elder 
part  of  the  great  Conjugal  love  having  no  exist- 
ence among  them,  domestic  happiness,  of  which 
that  is  thd  basis,  is  utterly  unknown.  In  lieu  of 
this,  are  substituted  pursuits  which  nourish  and 
invigorate  all  our  bad  passions,  and  which  ofier 
only  moments  of  ecstasy,  amidst  days  and  months 
of  restiessness  and  torment  Mudi,  very  much 
inferior,  this,  to  the  tranquil,  permanent  felicity 
with  which  domestic  society  in  America  blesses 
most  of  its  inhabitants ;  leaving  them  to  follow 
steadily  those  pursuits  which  health  and  reason 
approve,  and  rendering  truly  delicious  the  inter- 
vals of  those  pursuits. 


PASSAGE  OF  THE  POTOMAC  THROUGH 
THE  BLUE  RIDGE. 

FBOM  THS  XOTBS  ON  VIBODflA. 

Trx  passage  of  the  Potomac,  through  the 
Blue  Ridge,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  stupendous 
scenes  in  nature.  You  stand  on  a  very  high  point 
of  land.  On  your  right  comes  up  the  Shenandoah, 
having  ranged  along  the  foo)  of  the  mountain  a 
hundred  miles  to  seek  a  vent  On  your  left  ap- 
proaches the  Potomac,  seeking  a  passage  also.  In 
the  moment  of  their  junction  they  rush  together 
against  the  mountain,  rend  it  asunder,  and  pass 
off  to  the  sea.  The  first  glance  at  this  scene  hur- 
ries our  senses  into  the  opinion  that  this  earth 
has  been  created  in  time ;  that  the  mountains  were 
fbrmed  first ;  that  the  rivers  began  to  flow  after- 
wards ;  that,  in  this  place,  particularly,  they  have 
been  dammed  up  by  the  Blue  Ridge  of  mountains, 
and  have  formed  an  ocean  which  filled  the  whole 
valley;  that,  continuing  to  rise,  they  have  at 
length  broken  over  at  this  spot,  and  have  torn  the 
mountain  down  from  its  summit  to  its  base.  The 
piles  of  rock  on  each  hand,  but  particularly  on 
the  Shenandoah,  the  evident  marks  of  their  dis- 
rupture  and  avulsion  from  their  beds  by  the  most 
powerful  agents  of  nature,  corroborate  the  impres- 
sion. But  the  distant  finishing  which  Nature 
has  given  to  the  picture  is  of  a  different  character. 
It  is  a  true  contrast  to  the  foreground.  It  is  as 
placid  and  delightful  as  that  is  wild  and  tremen- 
dous. For,  the  mountain  being  cloven  aaunder, 
she  presents  to  your  eye,  through  the  deft,  a  small 
catch  of  smooth  blue  horizon,  at  an  infinite  dis- 
tance in  the  plain  country,  inviting  you,  as  it  were, 
from  the  riot  and  tumult  roaring  round,  to  pass 
through  the  beach,  and  participate  of  the  calm  be- 
low. Here  the  eye  ultimately  composes  itself; 
•  o3 
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and  UmU  way,  too,  the  road  happena  actually  to 
lead.  You  croaa  the  Potomac  aboTe  its  junction, 
paaa  along  its  side  through  the  base  of  the  moun- 
tain for  three  miles,  its  terrible  precipices  hsnging 
in  fragments  over  you,  and  within  about  twenty 
miles  reach  Fredencktown,  and  the  fine  country 
round  that  Thie  scene  is  worth  a  voyage  acroM 
the  Atlantic.  Yet  here,  as  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  Natural  Bridge,  are  people  who  have  pasaed 
their  lives  within  half  a  dosen  miles,  and  have 
never  been  to  survey  theae  monuments  of  a  war 
between  rivers  and  mountains,  which  must  have 
ahaken  the  earth  itself  to  its  centre. 


PARTY  SPIRIT  AND  GOOD  GOVERN- 

MENT. 
ROM  ms  nasr  diavoubal  aodum. 

BumiHO  the  contest  of  opinion  through  which 
we  have  paised,  the  animation  of  diMnission  and 
of  exortiona  has  sometimes  worn  an  aspect  which 
might  impose  on  strangers  unused  to  think  freely 
and  to  speak  and  to  write  what  they  think ;  but 
this  being  now  dedded  by  the  voice  of  the  nation, 
announced  aoooiding  to  ihe  rules  of  the  constitu- 
tion, all  win  of  course  arrange  themselves  under 
the  will  of  the  law,  and  unite  in  common  efforts 
for  the  common  good.  All,  too,  will  bear  in  mind 
this  sacred  principle,  that  Uiough  the  will  of  the 
majority  is  bi  all  cases  to  prevail,  that  will,  to  be 
rightful,  must  be  reasonable;  that  the  minority 
possess  their  equal  rights,  which  equal  laws  must 
protect,  and  to  violate  which  would  be  oppression. 
Let  us,  then,  fellow  citixens,  unite  with  one  heart 
and  one  mind.  Let  us  restore  to  social  intercourse 
that  harmony  and  afiection  without  which  liberty 
and  even  life  itself  are  but  dreary  things.  And 
let  us  reflect  that  having  banished  from  our  land 
that  religious  intolerance  under  which  mankind  so 
long  bled  and  su&red,  we  have  yet  gained  little  if  we 
countenance  a  political  intolerance  as  despotic,  as 
widLed,  and  capable  of  as  bitter  and  bloody  pers^ 
cutions.  During  the  throes  and  convulsions  of 
the  ancient  world,  during  the  agonizing  spasms  of 
infuriated  man,  seeking  through  blood  and  slaugh- 
ter his  long  lost  liberty,  it  was  not  wonderful  that 
the  agitation  of  the,  bUtows  should  reach  even  this 
distant  and  peaceful  shore;  that  this  should  be 
more  felt  and  feared  by  some  and  less  by  others ;  that 
this  should  divide  opinions  as  to  measures  of  safety. 
But  every  diflference  of  opinion  ia  not  a  difierence  of 
principle.  We  have  called  by  different  names  breth- 
ren of  the  same  principle.  We  are  all  republicans— 


we  are  all  federalists.  Ifthere  be  any  among  ns  who 
would  wish  to  dissolve  this  Union  or  to  change 
its  republican  form,  let  them  stand  undisturbed  as 
monuments  of  the  safety  with  which  error  of 
opinion  may  be  tolerated  where  reaaon  is  left  free 
to  combat  it  I  know  indeed  that  some  honest 
men  fear  that  a  republican  government  cannot  be 
strong ;  that  this  government  is  not  strong  enough. 
But  would  the  honest  patriot  in  the  fiill  tide  of 
successful  experiment,  abandon  a  govenunent 
which  has  so  fer  kept  us  free  and  firm,  on  the  theo- 
retic and  visionary  fear  that  this  government,  the 
world's  best  hope,  may  by  possibility  want  energy 
to  preserve  itself?  {  trust  not  I  believe  this,  on 
the  contrary,  the  strongest  government  on  earth. 
I  betieve  it  the  only  one  where  every  man,  at  the 
call  of  the  laws,  would'  fly  to  the  standard  of  the 
law,  and  would  meet  invasions  of  the  public  order 
as  his  own  personal  concern.  'Sometimes  it  is  said 
that  man  cannot  be  trusted  with  the  government 
of  himself.  Can  he,  then,  be  trusted  with  the 
government  of  others?     Or  have  we  found  an- 

gpls  in  the  forms  of  kings  to  govern  him  ?     Let 

history  answer  this  question. 

Let  us,  then,  with  courage  and  confidence  pur- 
sue our  own  federal  and  republican  principlea,  our 
attachment  to  our  union  and  representative  go- 
vernment Kindly  separated  by  nature  and  a  wide 
ocean  fr^m  the  exterminating  havoc  of  one  quar- 
ter of  the  globe ;  too  high-minded  to  endure  the 
degradations  of  the  others ;  possessing  a  chosen 
country,  with  room  enough  for  our  descendants  to 
the  hundreth  and  thousandth  generation;  enter- 
taining a  due  sense  of  our  equal  right  to  the  use 
of  our  own  fiiculties,  to  the  acquisitions  of  our  in- 
dustiy,  to  honour  and  confidence  from  our  fellow 
dtixens,  resulting  not  from  birth  but  firom  our  ac- 
tions and  their  aense  of  them ;  enlightened  by  a 
benign  religion,  professed,  indeed,  and  practised 
in  various  forms,  yet  all  of  them  including  honesty, 
truth,  temperance,  gratitude,  and  the  love  of  man ; 
acknowledging  and  adoring  an  overruling  Provi- 
dence, which  by  all  its  dispensations  proves  that 
it  delights  in  the  happiness  of  man  here  and 
his  greater  happiness  hereafter;  with  all  these 
blessings,  what  more  is  necessary  to  make  us  a 
happy  and  prosperous  people?  Still  one  thing 
more,  fellow  dtizens, — a  wise  and  frugal  go- 
vernment, which  shall  restrain  man  from  injuring 
one  another,  which  shall  leave  them  otherwise  free 
to  regulate  their  own  pursuits  of  influstry  and  im- 
provement, and  shall  not  take  fit)m  the  mouth  of 
labour  the  bread  it  has  earned.  This  is  the  sum 
of  good  government,  and  this  is  necessary  to  dose 
the  drde  of  our  felidties^ 


sz 
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[Bora  1711.    Dtod  1M«.] 


Mr.  Madison  was  born  on  the  sixteenth  of 
March,  1751,  in  the  county  of  Orange,  in  Vir- 
ginia.    He  was  educated  at  the  college  of 
Princeton,  in  New  Jersey,  where  he  received 
the  degree  of  Bachelor  6f  Arts,  from  Dr. 
Witherspoon,  in  1771.    He  appears  to  hare 
led  an  inactive  life  during  the  early  part  of 
the  ReTolution,  or  at  least  to  have  taken  no 
part  in  public  affairs.    In  1776  he  was  elected 
to  tiie  Virginia  Assembly,  but  was  superseded 
in  the  following  year.    The  House  of  Dele- 
gates, howeyer,  which  was  more  capable  of 
judging  of  his  merits  than  his  constituents 
had  been,  chose  him  to  be  a  member  of  the 
Executive  Council,  in  which  he  continued  un- 
til transferred  to  the  old  Congress,  in  which 
he  made  his  first  appearance  on  the  twentieth 
of  Blarch,  1780.    From  this  period  his  name 
is  one  of  the  most  prominent  in  the  political 
history  of  the  country.    His  writings  on  the 
Constitution  and  other  subjects  were  second 
only  ta  those  of  Hamilton  in  ability  and  influ- 
ence; and  his  extensive  information,  sound 
judgment,  skill  as  a  logician,  and  unvarying 
courtesy,  secured  him  the  highest  eonsidera- 
tion  in  the  congresses  of  which  he  was  a 
member,  Uie  National  Convention  that  formed 
the  Constitution,  the  Virginia  Convention  to 
which  it  was  submitted  for  approval,  and  the 
legislature  of  his  state  whenever  he  held  a 
seat  in  that  body.    Upon  the  accession  of  Mr. 
Jeflferson  to  the  presidency,  Mr.  Madison  was 
made  Secretary  of  State,  and  he  succeeded 
Bflr.  Jefferson  as  President.    At  the  end  of 
his  second  term,  in  1817,  he  retired  from  the 
public  service,  and  he  held  no  other  office 
except  for  a  short  period  in  1829,  in  which 
he  was  a  member  of  the  Virginia  Consti- 
tutional Convention.    He  passed  the  remain- 
der of  his  life  in  dignified    retirement  at 
Montpelier,  where  he  died  on  the  twenty- 
eighth  of  June,  1836,  in  the  eighty-fifth  year 
of  his  age. 

Tins  great  statesman  and  philosopher  was 
the  confidential  personal  and  political  friend 
of  Jefferson,  but  in  almost  every  respect  their 
characters  were  essentJUly  different.      Mr. 


Madison's  intellect  was  of  a  for  higher  order, 
and  its  ascendency  over  his  passions  was 
nearly  perfect.  His  triumphs  were  those  of 
pure  reason.  His  public  and  private  life  were 
above  reproach. 

In  his  correspondence  with  John  Adams 
Mr.  Jefferson  had  given  the  first  intimation 
which  found  its  way  before  the  public  that 
Mr.  Madison  had  made  a  full  report  of  the 
debates  in  the  Federal  Convention.  Afler  his 
death,  this  manuscript  and  his  reports  of  de- 
bates in  the  Congress  of  the  Confederation, 
with  a  selection  from  his  letters  written  be- 
tween  1780  and  1784,  were  purchased  by  the 
government,  and  in  1840  were  published, 
in  three  octavo  volumes,  under  the  superinten- 
dence of  Mr.  Henry  D.  Gilpin.  They  con- 
stitute a  work  of  extraordinary  value  to  stu- 
dents in  history  and  political  philosophy. 

Mr.  Madison  was  the  author  of  a  consider- 
able and  important  portion  of  the  Federal- 
ist, written  by  Mr.  Hamilton,  Mr.  Jay  and 
himself,  to  secure  the  adoption  of  the  Con- 
stitution, and  by  his  speeches  in  the  Virginia 
Convention  he  contri|»uted  with  equal  abili^ 
and  efficiency  to  the  same  object.  Upon  the 
appearance  of  the  Proclamation  of  Neutrality, 
in  1793,  he  and  Mr.  Hamilton  were  opposed 
to  each  other  in  a  debate  upon  the  distribution 
of  the  excutive  and  legislative  powers  inci- 
dent to  war,  and  he  replied  to  the  Letters  of 
Pacificus,  by  Mr.  Hamilton,  in  five  essays 
signed  Helvidius,  in  which  adegree  of  asperity 
scarcely  congenial  with  his  nature  showed 
that  his  more  intimate  associates  had  succeeded 
in  lessening  bis  confidence  in  Mr.  Hamilton's 
attachment  to  republican  principles. 

The  writings  of  Mr.  Madison  would  make 
about  fifteen  octavo  volumes,  each  of  six  hun- 
dred pages,  similar  to  thqse  already  mentioned 
as  published  under  the  authority  of  the  go- 
vernment. They  aie  chiefly  on  constitutional,  * 
political  and  historical  subjects,  but  among 
them  are  some  relating  to  eminent  persons,  and 
of  a  miscellaneous  character  which  will  be 
more  generally  interesting.  His  style  is  clear, 
exact  and  justiy  modulated. 
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VAGUENESS  OF  PHILOSOPHICAL 
DISTINCTIONS. 

nU>M  TBV  THOTT-SBVKITH  mTMBBl  OW  TKB  FIDBULUST. 

The  fiusultie*  of  the  mind  itself  have  neTer  yet 
been  distinguiBhed  and  defined,  with  Batis&ctory 
precision,  by  all  the  efforts  of  the  moet  acate  and 
metaphysical  philosophers.  Sense,  perception, 
judgment,  desire,  volition,  memory,  imagination, 
are  found  to  be  separated  by  such  delicate  shades 
and  minute  gradations,  that  their  boundaries  have 
eluded  the  most  subtle  mvestigations,  and  remain 
a  pregnant  source  of  ingenious  disquisition  and 
controversy.  The  boundaries  between  the  great 
kingdoms  of  nature,  and,  still  more,  between  the 
various  provinces  and  lesser  portions  into  which 
they  are  subdivided,  afford  another  illustration  of 
the  same  important  truth.  The  most  sagacious 
and  laborious  naturalists  have  never  yet  succeed- 
ed in  tracing  with  certainty  the  line  which  sepa- 
rates the  district  of  vegetable  life  firom  the  neigh- 
bouring region  of  unorganized  matter,  or  which 
marks  the  termination  of  the  former  and  the  com- 
mencement of  the  animal  empire.  A  still  greater 
obscurity  lies  in  the  distinctive  characters  by 
which  the  objects  in  each  of  these  great  depart- 
ments of  nature  have  been  arranged  and  assorted. 

When  we  pass  firom  the  works  of  nature,  in 
which  all  the  delineations  are  perfectly  accurate, 
and  appear  to  be  otherwise  only  from  the  imper- 
fection of  the  eye  which  surveys  them,  to  the  in- 
stitutions of  man,  in  which  the  obscurity  arises  as 
well  firom  the  objept  itself,  as  firom  the  organ  by 
which  it  is  contemplated ;  we  must  perceive  the 
necessity  of  moderating  still  further  our  expec- 
tations and  hopes  from  the  efforts  of  human  saga^ 
city.  Experience  has  instructed  us,  that  no  skill 
in  the  science  of  government  has  yet  been  able  to 
discriminate  and  define,  with  sufficient  certainty, 
its  three  great  provinces,  the  legislative,  executive, 
and  judiciary ;  or  even  the  privileges  and  powers 
of  the  difikrent  legislative  branches.  Questions 
daily  occur  in  the  course  of  practice,  which  prove 
the  obscurity  which  reigns  in  these  subjects,  and 
which  puzzle  the  greatest  adepts  in  politick  science. 

The  experience  of  ages,  with  the  continued  and 
combined  labours  of  the  most  enlightened  legisla- 
tors and  jurists,  have  been  equally  unsuccessful  in 
delineating  the  several  objects  and  limits  of  difier- 
ent  codes  of  laws  and  dii&rent  tribunals  of  jus- 
tice. The  precise  extent  of  the  common  law, 
the  statute  law,  the  maritime  law,  the  eccle- 
siastical law,  the  law  of  corporations,  and  other 
local  laws  and  customs,  remains  still  to  be  clearly 
and  finally  established  in  Great  Britain,  where  ac- 
curacy in  such  subjects  has  been  more  industri- 
ously pursued  than  in  any  other  part  of  the  world. 
The  jurisdiction  of  her  several  courts,  general  and 
local,  of  law,  of  equity,  of  admiralty,  Ac,  is  not 
less  a  source  of  firequent  and  intricate  discussions, 
sufficiently  denoting  the  indeterminate  limits  by 
which  they  are  respectively  circumscribed.  All 
new  laws,  though  penned  with  the  greatest  tech- 
nical alrill    »nii  nnmtu>A  nn  thm  fnllAoi  nnH  mrmt  mii. 


ture  deliberation,  are  considered  as  more  or  len 
obscure  and  equivocal,  until  their  meaning  be  li- 
quidated and  ascertained  by  a  series  of  psiticalsr 
discussions  and  adjudications.  Besides  the  ob- 
scurity arising  fh>m  the  complexity  of  objects,  tnd 
the  imperfection  of  the  human  faculties,  the  me- 
dium through  which  the  conceptions  of  men  are 
conveyed  to  each  other  add^a  fresif  embarrMS* 
ment.  The  use  of  words  S  to  express  ideta. 
Perspicuity  therefore  requires,  not  only  that  the 
ideas  should  be  distinctly  formed,  but  that  they 
should  be  expressed  by  words  distinctly  and  ex- 
clusively appropriated  to  them.  But  no  language 
is  so  copious  as  to  supply  words  and  phraaea  for 
every  complex  idea,  or  so  correct  as  not  to  include 
many,  equivocally  denoting  different  ideas.  Hence 
it  must  happen,  that  however  accurately  objects 
may  be  discriminated  in  themselves,  and  however 
accurately  the  discrimination  may  be  conceived, 
the  definition  of  them  may  be  rendered  inaccu- 
rate, by  the  inaccuracy  of  the  terms  in  which  it  ia 
delivered.  And  this  unavoidable  inaccuracy  must 
be  greater  or  less,  according  to  the  complexity  and 
novelty  of  the  objects  defined.  When  the  Al- 
mighty himself  condescends  to  address  mankind 
in  their  own  language,  his  meaning,  luminous  u 
it  must  be,  is  rendered  dim  and  doubtful,  by  the 
cloudy  medium  through  which  it  is  communi- 
cated. 

-     • 

THE  RESPONSIBILITY  OF  OUR  COUN- 
TRY  TO  MANKIND. 


FBOM  Air  add: 


TO  TH>  PBOPUC  or  THX  UIOTZD  STATB. 


Lit  it  be  remembered,  that  it  has  ever  been  the 
pride  and  boast  of  America,  that  the  rights  for 
which  she  contended  were  the  rights  of  human 
nature.  By  the  blessing  of  the  Author  of  these 
rights  on  ^e  means  exerted  for  their  defence, 
they  have  prevailed  over  all  opposition. ....  No  in- 
stance has  heretofore  occurred,  nor  can  any  in- 
stance be  expected  hereafter  to  occur,  in  which 
the  unadulterated  forms  of  republican  government 
can  pretend  to  so  fair  an  opportunity  of  justi- 
fying themselves  by  their  fiiiits.  In  this  view  the 
citizens  of  the  United  States  are  responsiUe  for 
the  greatest  trust  ever  confided  to  a  political  so- 
ciety. If  justice,  good  faith,  honour,  gratitude, 
and  all  the  other  qualities  which  ennoble  the  cha- 
racter of  a  nation,  and  fulfil  the  ends  of  govern- 
ment, be  the  firuits  of  our  establishments,  the  cauae 
of  Liberty  will  acquire  a  dignity  and  lustre  which 
it  has  never  yet  enjoyed ;  and  an  example  will  be 
set  which  cannot  but  have  the  most  fevourable  in- 
fluence on  the  rights  of  mankind.  If,  on  the  other 
side,  our  governments  should  be  unfortunately 
blotted  with  the  reverse  of  these  cardinal  and  es- 
sential virtues,  the  great  cause  which  we  have  en^ 
gaged  to  vindicate  will  be  dishonoured  and  betrayed ; 
the  last  and  fairest  experiment  in  favour  of  the 
rights  of  human  nature  will  be  turned  against 
them ;  and  their  patrons  and  firiends  exposed  to  be 
insulted  and  silenced  by  the  votaries  of  tyranny 
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Having  given  the  personal  history  of  Dr. 
Dwight  in  the  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America, 
I  shall  here  only  present  a  chronological  state- 
ment of  its  principal  incidents.  His  father  was 
a  merchant,  and  his  mother  waa  a  daughter 
of  the  great  Jonathan  Edwards.    They  re- 
sided in  Northampton,  Massachusetts,  where 
our  author  was  bom  on  the  fourteenth  of  May, 
1753.     He  was  graduated  at  Yale  College  in 
1769;  was  chosen  a  tutor  in*that  institution 
Id  1771,  and  held  the  office  six  years ;  was 
licensed   to  preach    in   the    Congregational 
church  in  1777,  and  in  the  same  year  jentered 
the  army  as  a  chaplain ;  on  the  death  of  his 
fether  in  1778  resigned  his  commission  and 
returned  to  Northampton,  where  he  acted  in 
various  capacities  until  17B2;  was  installed 
pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  in  Green- 
field, Connecticut,  in  1783 ;  was  elected  pre- 
sident of  Yale  College  and  removed  t<)  New 
Haven  in  1795;  and  died  in  1817. 

Whether  Dr.  Dwight  has  in  this  country 
had  an  equal  ad  a  college  instructor  and  presi- 
dent is  questionable,  but  it  may  be  safely  said 
diat  he  has  had  no  superior.  The  cause  of 
sound  learning  was  in  many  ways  very 
lar^ly  indebted  to  him.  He  was  also  an 
eloquent  and  successful  preacher,  and  an 
accomplished  and  most  ag^eable  gentle- 
man. * 

H  is  first  literary  works  were  in  verse.  His 
Conquest  of  Canaan,  an  epic  poem,  was  fin- 
ished when  he  was  but  twenty-two  years  of 
age ;  and  he  subsequently  published  several 
other  volumes  of  poetry,  in  all  of  which  were 
passages  of  considerable  beauty,  but  none  of 
which  were  of  so  elevated  and  sustained  a 
character  as  to  be  altogether  creditable  to  a 
man  of  his  distinguished  reputation  for  ta^ 
lents,  scholarship  and  taste.  His  fame  as  an 
author  must  therefore  rest  principally  upon 
his  prose  writings,  and  these  are  of  such  ex- 
cellence that  no  fears  need  be  entertained  that 
it  will  not  be  honourable  and  permanent. 

The  most  important  works  of  Dr.  Dwight 

have  been  published  since  his  death.   Besides 
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his  poems,  however,  he  permitted  the  appear^ 
ance  during  bis  life  of  many  of  the  discourses 
which  he  delivered  on  public  occasions,  and 
he  contributed  numerous  papers  to  religious 
periodicals  and  the  memoirs  of  scientific  so- 
cieties. An  anonymous  volume  entitled  Re- 
marks on  the  Review  of  Inchiquin's  Letters 
in  the  Quarterly  Review,  addressed  to  the  Rt 
Hon.  George  Canning,  is  likewise  attributed 
to  him,  though  he  never  publicly  acknow- 
ledged it. 

His  Theology  Explained  and  Defended 
consists  of  nearly  two  hundred  sermons 
preached  before  the  classes  of  Yale  College 
during  his  presidency.  His  views  as  here  ex- 
hibited are  moderately  Calvinistic,  and  are 
maintained  with  great  ability,  dignity  and 
eloquence.  Probably  no  work  of  the  sort  in 
the  English  language  was  ever  so  widely  and 
generally  popular. 

His  Travels  in  New  England  and  New 
York  are  in  four  octavo  volumes.  In  the  col- 
lege vacations  of  nearly  every  year  from  the 
commencement  of  his  administration  he  made 
excursions  in  various  directions  through  the 
northern  states,  and  by  personal  inquiry  and 
observation  collected  an  extraordinary  amount 
of  historical,  topographical  and  statistical  in- 
formation, which  will  always  be  interesting 
and  valuable ;  and  no  other  work  presents  a 
view  so  particular  and  authentic  of  American 
society  and  manners  in  the  beginning  of  the 
present  century. 

Several  works  which  he  left  in  readiness 
for  the  press  are  still  unpublished.  The  larg- 
est and  most  elaborate  of  these  is  on  the  Cha- 
racter and  Writings  of  St.  Paul.  Another  is 
called  The  Friend,  und 'comprises  a  series  of 
essays  commenced  during  his  residence  in 
Greenfield  and  concluded  near  the  close  of 
his  life. 

The  style  of  Dr.  Dwight  is  fluent,  graceful, 
picturesque  and  glowing;  but  diffuse.  The 
erasure  of  redundances  would  render  it  much 
more  vigorous  and  attractive.  He  presented 
the  most  abstruse  propositions  in  metaphysics 
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with  clearness,  and  was  saccessful  in  de- 
scriptions of  external  nature;  but  hardly  a 
discourse,  or  essay  or  letter  t»n  be  pointed 
to  in  all  his  works  the  effect  of  which  is 


not  injured  by  superfluous  epithets.  Yet 
for  his  wisdom,  earnestness,  and  courtesy, 
gpreater  faults  could  be  easily  for^ven  and 
forgotten. 


APPROACH  OF  EVENING  ON  LAKE 

GEORGE. 

FROX  TKAVXLa  IN  IfXW  BNGLAJID   AHD  NSW  TOIX. 


Ths  whole  scenery  of  this  lake  is  greatly  en- 
hanced in  beauty  and  splendour  by  the  progres- 
sive change  which  the  traveller,  sailing  on  its  bo- 
som, perpetually  finds  in  his  position,  and  by  the 
unceasing  variegations  of  light  and  shade  which 
attend  his  progress.  The  gradual  and  the  sudden 
openings  of  scoops  and  basins,  of  islands  and 
points,  of  promontories  and  siimmits ;  the  continual 
change  of  their  forms,  and  their  equally  gradual 
or  sudden  disappearance ;  impart  to  every  object  a 

brilliancy,  life  and  motion An  opening  lay  be- 

fore  us  between  the  mountains  on  the  West,  and 
those  on  the  East,  gilded  by  the  departing  sun- 
beams. The  lake,  alternately  glassy  and  gently 
rippled,  of  a  light  and  exquisite  sapphire,  gay  and 
brilliant  with  the  tremulous  lustre  floating  lipon 
its  surface,  stretched  in  prospect  to  a  vast  distance, 
through  a  great  variety  of  larger  and  smaller  aper- 
tures. In  the  chasm  formed  by  the  mountains  lay  a 
multitude  of  islands,  differing  in  size,  shape  and  um- 
brage, and  clothed  in  deeply  shaded  green.  Beyond 
them,  and  often  partly  hidden  behind  the  tall  and 
variously  figured  trees  with  which  they  were  tuflcd, 
rose  a  long  range  of  distant  mountains,  tinged  with 
a  deep  misty  azure,  and  crowned  with  an  immense 
succession  of  lofly  pines.  Above  the  mountains, 
and  above  each  other,  were  extended  in  great  num- 
bers long  streaming  clouds,  of  the  happiest  forms, 
and  painted  with  red  and  orange  light  in  all  their 
diversities  of  tincture.  Between  them  the  sky 
was  illumined  with  a  vivid  yellow  lustre.  The 
tall  trees  on  the  western  mountains  lifted  their 
heads  in  the  crimson  glory,  and  on  this  back- 
ground displayed  their  diversified  forms  with  a 
distinctness  and  beauty  never  surpassed.  On  a 
high  and  semi-circular  summit,  the  trees,  ascend- 
ing far  without  limbs,  united  their  crowns  above, 
and  thus  formed  a  majestic  and  extensive  arch  in 
the  sky,  dark,  defined,  and  corresponding  with  the 
arch  of  the  summit  below.  Between  this  crown 
and  the  mountain  the  vivid  orange  light,  shining 
through  the  grove,  formed  a  tliird  arch,  equally 
extended,  and  striped  with  black  by  the  stems  of 
the  trees. 

Directly  over  the  gap  which  I  have  mentioned, 
and  through  which  this  combination  of  beauty 
was  presented  to  us,  the  moon,  far  southward,  in 
her  handsomest  crescent,  sat  on  the  eastern,  and 
the  evening  star,  on  the  western,  side  of  the  open- 
ing, at  equal  distances  from  the  bordering  moun- 
tains, and,  shining  from  a  sky  perfectly  pure  and 
■erene,  finished  the  prospect. 


The  cximson  lustre  howevbr  soon  faded;  llie 
mountains  lost  their  gilding,  and  the  clouds, 
changing  their  fine  glow  into  a  dull,  leaden-coloured 
hue,  speedily  vanished.  The  lake,  though  still 
brilliant,  became  misty  and  dim.  The  splendour 
of  the  moon  and  of  Hesper  increased,  and  trem- 
bled on  its  surfiice  until  they  both  retired  behind 
the  western  mountains,  and  just  as  we  reached 
the  shore,  left  the  world  to  the  darkness  of.  night. 


SCENE  ON  THE  KAATSKILL  MOUN- 
TAINS. 


yaOU  THX  SAMS. 


Wk  entered  the  forest  on  the  South ;  and,  after 
penetrating  it  about  a  mile,  came  to  a  scene  which 
amply  repaid  us  for  our  toil.  On  the  rear  of  the 
great  ridge,  stretched  out  before  us  two  spurs  of  a 
vast  height  Between  them  sunk  a  ravine,  seve- 
ral miles  in  length,  and  in  different  places  firom  a 
thousand  to  fifteen  hundred  feet  in  depth.  The 
mountains  on  either  side  were  steep,  wild  and 
shaggy,  covered  almost  everywhere  with  a  dark 
forest,  the  lofty  trees  of  which  approached  nearer 
and  nearer  to  each  other  as  the  eye  wandered  to- 
ward the  bottom.  In  some  places  their  branches 
became  united ;  in  others,  separated  by  a  small 
distance,  tticy  left  a  line  of  absolute  darkness,  re- 
sembling in  its  dimensions  a  winding  rivulet,  here 
somewhat  wider,  there  narrower,  and  appearing 
as  if  it  were  a  solitary  by-path  to  the  nether  world. 
AH  beneath  seemed  to  be  midnight,  although  the 
day  was  uncommonly  bright  and  beautiful ;  and  aU 
above  a  dreary  solitude,  secluded  from  the  woHd, 
and  destined  never  to  be  wandered  over  by  the 
feet  of  man.  At  the  head  of  this  valley  stood  a 
precipice ;  here  descending  perpendicularly,  there 
overhanging  with  a  stupendous  and  awfiil  gran- 
deur. Over  a  bed  of  stone  beside  our  feet  ran  a 
stream,  which  discharged  the  waters  of  the  lakes,  and 
from  the  brow  of  the  precipice  rushed  in  a  perpen- 
dicular torrent  perfectly  white  and  glittering  near- 
ly three  hundred  feet  in  length.  This  magnifi- 
cent current,  after  dashing  upon  a  shelf,  fidls  over 
a  second  precipice  of  one  hundred  feet :  when  it 
vanishes  in  the  midnight  beneath,  and  rolls  over  a 
succession  of  precipices  until  it  finally  escapes  torn 
the  mountains,  and  empties  its  waters  into  the 
river  Kaaterskill.  A  cloud  of  vapour,  nosed  tyy 
the  dashing  of  this  stream  on  the  successive  shelves 
in  its  bed,  rises  above  the  forests  which  shroud  the 
bottom  of  the  valley,  and  winds  beautifully  away 
from  the  sight  until  it  finally  vanishes  in  the  be- 
wildered course  of  this  immense  chasou    On  the 
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boMMD  of  this  volume  of  nust  appears  to  the  eye  a 
sucoessioa  of  rainbows,  floating  slowly  and  grace- 
fully down  the  valley,  and  reluctantly  yielding 
their  place  to  others  by  which  they  are  continually 
fiiUowed.  No  contrast  can  be  more  perfect  than 
diat  of  these  circles  of  ^ght  to  the  rude  scenery 
by  which  they  are  environed ;  and  no  object  of 
thti  nature  which  I  have  seen  awakens  emotions 
of  such  grandeur.  ^ 


THE  NOTCH  OF  THE  WHITE  MOUN- 

TAINS. 

FBOX  THTS  SAMS. 

Thx  Notch  of  the  White  Mountains  is  a  phrase 
appropriated  to  a  very  narrow  defile,  extending 
two  niiles  in  length  between  two  huge  clif&  ap- 
parently rent  asunder  by  some  vast  convulsion  of 
nature.  The  entrance  of  the  chasm  is  formed  by 
two  rocks  standing  perpendicularly  at  the  distance 
of  twenty-two  feet  from  each  other ;  one  about 
twenty  feet  in  height,  the  other  about  twelve. 
Half  of  the  space  is  occupied  by  the  brook  men- 
tioned as  the  head  stream  of  the  8aco;  the 
other  half  by  the  road.  The  stream  is  lost  and 
invisible  beneath  a  mass  of  fragments  partly  blown 
out  of  the  road,  and  partly  thrown  down  by  some 
great  convulsion. 

When  we  entered  the  Notch  we  were  struck 
with  the  wild  and  solemn  appearance  of  every 
thing  before  us.  The  scale  on  which  all  the 
objects  in  view  were  formed  vras  the  scale  of 
grandeur  only.  The  rocks,  rude  and  ragged  in  a 
manner  rarely  paralleled,  were  fashioned  and  piled 
by  a  hand  operating  only  in  the  boldest  and  most 
irregular  manner.  As  we  advanced,  these  appear- 
ances increased  rapidly.  Hugo  masses  of  granite, 
of  every  abrupt  form,  and  hoary  with  a  moss, 
which  seemed  the  product  of  ages,  recalling  to 
'Hm  mind  the  »arvm  vetuttum  of  Virgil,  speedily 
rose  to  a  mountainous  height  Before  us  the 
Wew  widened  fast  to  the  south-east  Behind  us 
it  closed  almost  instantaneously,  and  presented 
noChiqg  to  the  eye  but  an  impassable  barrier  of 
mountains. 

About  half  a  mile  from  the  entrance  of  the 
chasm  we  saw,  in  full  view,  the  most  beautiful 
cascade,  perhaps,  in  the  world.  It  issued  from  a 
mountain  on  die  right,  about  eight  hundred  feet 
above  the  subjacent  valley,  and  at  the  distance 
from  us  of  about  two  miles.  The  stream  ran 
over  a  series  of  rocks  almost  perpendicular,  with  a 
course  so  little  broken  as  to  preserve  the  appear- 
ance of  a  uniform  current,  and  yet  so  far  disturbed 
as  iirbe  perfectly  white.  The  sun  shone  with  the 
clearest  splendour,  from  a  station  in  the  heavens 
the  mo«t  advantageous  to  our  prospect ;  and  the 
cascade  glittered  down  the  vast  steep,  like  a  stream 
of  burnished  silver. 

At  the  distance  of  three  quarters  of  a  mile  from 
the  entrance,  we  passed  a  brook,  known  in  this 
region  by  the  name  of  thtjlume ;  from  the  strong 
resemblance  to  that  object  exhibited  by  the  chan- 
nel, whift  it  has  worn  for  a  considerable  length 


in  a  bed  of  rocks ;  the  sides  being  perpendici 
to  the  bottom.    This  elegant  piece  of  water 
determined  to  examine  frurther;    and,   alight 
from  our  horses,  walked  up  the  acclivity  perh 
a  furlong.    The  stream  fell  from  a  height  of  1 
hundred  and  forty  or  two  hundred  and  fifty  i 
over  three  precipices ;  the  second  receding  a  sn 
distance  firom  the  front  of  the  first,  and  the  tl 
fiiom  that  of  the  second.    Down  the  first  and 
cond  it  fell  in  a  single  cunrent ;  and  down 
third  in  three,  which  united  their  streams  at 
bottom  in  a  fine  basin,  formed  by  the  hand  of 
ture  in  the  rocks  immediately  beneath  us.    Ii 
impossible  for  a  brook  of  this  size  to  be  model 
into  more  diversified  or  more  delightful  forms ; 
for  a  cascade  to  descend  over  precipices  more  h 
pily  fitted  to  finish  its  beauty.     The  clif&,  toget 
with  a  level  at  their  foot,  furnished  a  considers 
opening,  surrounded  by  the  forest    l^he  sunbeai 
penetrating  through  the  trees,  painted  here  a  gr 
variety  of  fine  images  of  hght,  and  edged  an  equt 
numerous  and  diversified  collection  of  shadov 
both  dancing  on  the  waters,  and  alternately 
vering  and  obscuring  their  course.     Purer  wa 
was  never  seen.     Exclusively  of  its  murmurs,  < 
world  around  us  was  solemn  and  silent    £v( 
thing  assumed  the  character  of  enchantment ;  a 
had  I  been  educated  in  the  Grecian  mytholog] 
should  scarcely  have  been  surprised  to  find  an 
semblage  of  Dryads,  Naiads  and  Oreadcs,  sp< 
ing  on  the  httle  plain  below  our  feet    The  pui 
of  this  water  was  discernible,  not  only  by  its  li 
pid  appearance,  and  its  taste,  but  from  -  sevc 
other  circumstances.    Its  course  is  wholly  o 
hard  granite ;  and  the  rocks  and  the  stones  in 
bed  and  at  its  side,  instead  of  being  covered  with 
ventitious  substances,  were  washed  perfectly  clea 
and,  by  their  neat  appearance,  added  not  a  lii 
to  the  beauty  of  the  scenery. 

From  this  spot  the  mountains  speedily  begar 
open  with  increased  majesty  ;  and,  in  several 
stances,  rose  to  a  perpendicular  height  little  1 
than  a  mile.  The  bosom  of  both  ranges  v 
overspread,  in  all  the  inferior  regions,  by  a  m 
ture  of  evergreens  with  trees,  whose  leaves  are  ( 
ciduous.  The  annual  foliage  had  been  alrea 
changed  by  the  frost  Of  the  effects  of  t 
change  it  is,  perhaps,  impossible  for  an  inhabit 
of  Great  Britain,  as  I  have  been  assured 
several  foreigners,'  to  form  an  adequate  c< 
ception,  without  visiting  an  American  fon 
When  I  was  a  youth,  I  remarked  that  Thoms 
had  entirely  omitted  in  his  Seasons  this  fine  p 
of  autumnal  imagery.  Upon  inquiring  of  an  Er 
lish  gentleman  the  probable  cause  of  the  omissii 
he  informed  me  that  no  such  scenery  existed 
Great  Britain.  In  this  country  it  is  often  amo 
the  most  splendid  beauties  of  nature.  All  1 
leaves  of  trees,  which  are  not  evergreens,  are, 
the  firat  severe  frost,  changed  from  their  verdi 
toward  the  perfection  of  that  colour  which  they  f 
capable  of  ultimately  assuming,  through  yello 
orange  and  red,  to  a  pn^tty  deep  brown.  As  t 
frost  afl&cts  different  trees,  and  difierent  leaves 
the  same  tree,  in  very  difibrent  degrees,  a  vi 
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maltitude  of  tinctoret  tre  commoiily  found  on 
thoM  of  a  single  tree,  and  always  on  those  of  a 
grove  or  forest.  These  oolours  also,  in  all  their 
Tarieties,  are  generally  fiill;  and,  in  many  in- 
stances, are  among  the  most  exquisite  which  are 
found  in  the  regions  of  nature.  Pifierent  sorts  of 
trees  are  susceptible  of  difierent  degrees  of  this 
beauty.  Among  them  the  maple  is  pre-eminently 
distinguished  by  the  prodigious  Tarieties,  the  fin- 
ished beauty,  and  the  intense  lustre  of  its  hues; 
varying  through  all  the  dyes  between  a  rich  green 
and  the  most  perfect  crimson,  or,  more  definitely, 
the  red  of  the  prismatic  image. 

There  is,  however,  a  sensible  difference  in  the 
beauty  of  this  appearance  of  nature  in  difiSsrent 
parts  of  the  country,  even  when  the  forest  trees 
are  the  same.  I  have  seen  no  tract  where  its 
splendour  was  so  highly  finished,  as  in  the  region 
which  surrounds  Lancaster  for  a  distance  of  thirty 
miles.  The  colours  are  more  varied  and  more  in- 
tense; and  the  numerous  evergreens  furnish,  in 
their  deep  hues,  the  best  groundwork  of  the  pic- 
ture. 

I  have  remarked,  that  the  annual  foliage  on 
these  mountains  had  been  already  changed  by  the 
frost.  Of  course,- the  darkness  of  the  evergreens  was 
finely  illumined  by  the  brilliant  yellow  of  the  birch, 
the  beech  and  the  cherry,  and  the  more  brilliant 
orange  and  trimson  of  the  maple.  The  effect  of  this 
universal  diffusion  of  gay  and  splendid  light  was,  to 
render  the  preponderating  deep  green  more  solemn. 
The  mind,  encircled  by  this  scenery,  irresistibly 
remembered  that  the  Ught  was  the  light  of  decay, 
autumnal  and  melancholy.  The  dark  was  the  gloom 
of  evening,  approximating  to  night  Over  the  whole, 
the  azure  of  the  sky  cast  a  deep,  misty  blue ;  blend- 
ing, toward  the  summit,  every  other  hue,  and  pre- 
domuiating  over  all. 

As  the  eye  ascended  these  steeps,  the  light  de- 
cayed, and  gradually  ceased.  On  the  inferior  sum- 
mits rose  crowns  of  conical  firs  and  spruces.  On 
the  superior  eminences,  the  trees,  growing  less 
and  less,  yielded  to  the  chilling  atmosphere,  and 
marked  the  limit  of  forest  vegetation.  Above, 
the  surface  was  covered  with  a  mass  of  shrubs, 
terminating,  at  a  still  higher  elevation,  in  a  shroud 
of  dark-coloured  moss. 

As  we  passed  onward  through  this  singular  val- 
ley, occasional  torrents,  formed  by  the  rains  and 
dissolving  snows  at  the  close  of  winter,  had  left 
behind  them,  in  many  places,  perpetual  monu- 
ments of  their  progress,  in  perpendicular,  narrow 
and  irregular  paths  of  immense  length,  where  they 
had  washed  the  precipices  naked  and  white,  from 
the  summit  of  the  mountain  to  the  base.  Wide  and 
deep  chasms  also  met  the  eye,  both  on  the  sun^ 


mits  and  the  sides;  and  strongly  impreased  the 
imagination  with  the  thought,  that  a  hand  of  immea- 
surable power  had  rent  asunder  the  solid  rtkm, 
and  tumbled  them  into  the  subjacent  valley.  Over 
all,  hoary  clifis,  rising  with  proud  supremacy, 
firowned  awfully  on  the  world  below,  and  finished 
the  landscape. 

By  our  side,  the  8aoo  was  alternately  visible 
and  lost,  and  increased,  almost  at  every  step,  by 
the  junction  of  tributary  streams.  Its  course  was 
a  perpetual  cascade ;  and  with  its  sprightly  mur- 
murs furnished  the  only  contrast  to  the  scenery 
around  us. 


♦ 


THE  PLEASURE  DERIVED  FROM  THE 

BEAUTY  OF  NATURE. 

raoM  THsouooT  xznjLWKD  AXD  Dmaano. 

Wire  all  the  interesting  diversities  of  colour 
and  form  to  disappear,  how  unsightly,  dull,  and 
wearisome,  would  be  the  aspect  of  the  world! 
The  pleasures  conveyed  to  us  by  the  endless  vari- 
eties with  which  these  sources  of  beauty  are  pre- 
sented to  the  eye,  are  so  much  things  of  course, 
and  exist  so  much  without  intermission,  that  we 
scarcely  think  cither  of  their  nature,  their  num- 
ber, or  the  great  proportion  which  they  constitute 
in  the  whole  mass  of  our  enjoyment  But  were 
an  inhabitant  of  this  country  to  be  removed  from 
its  delightful  scenery  to  the  midst  of  an  Arabian 
desert,  a  boundless  expanse  of  sand,  a  waste  spread 
with  uniform  desolation,  enlivened  by  the  murmur 
of  no  stream  and  cheered  by  the  beauty  of  no  ver- 
dure, although  he  might  live  in  a  palace  and  riot 
in  splendour  and  luxury,  he  would,  I  think,  find 
life  a  dull,  wearisome,  melancholy  round  of  exist- 
ence, and  amid  all  his  gratifications  would  si^ 
for  the  hills  and  valleys  of  bis  native  land,  the 
brooks  and  rivers,  the  living  lustre  of  the  Spring, 
and  the  rich  glories  of  the  Autumn.  The  ever-vary- 
ing brilliancy  and  grandeur  of  the  landscape,  and 
the  magnificence  of  the  sky,  sun,  moon,  and  stars, 
enter  more  extensively  into  the  enjoyment  of  man- 
kind than  we,  perhaps,  ever  think,  or  can  possilily 
apprehend,  without  frequent  and  extensive  inves- 
tigation. This  beauty  and  splendour  of  Uie  ob- 
jects around  us,  it  is  ever  to  be  remembered,  are  not 
necessary  to  their  existence,  nor  to  what  we  com- 
monly intend  by  their  usefulness.  It  is  therefore 
to  be  regarded  as  a  source  of  pleasure  gratuitous- 
ly superinduced  upon  the  general  nature  of  the 
objects  themselves,  and  in  this  light,  as  a  testimony 
of  the  divine  goodness  peculiarly  affecting. 


JOHN  MARSHALL. 


[Bora  17U.   Died  UM.] 


JoHH  Marshall,  the  son  of  Colonel  Thomas 
Marshall,  was  born  in  Gennantown,  Fauquier 
county,  Vir^nia,  on  the  twenty-fourth  of  Sep- 
tember, 1755.  When  twenty-one  years  of  age 
he  was  commissioned  as  a  lieutenant  in  the  con- 
tinental servioe,  and  marching  with  his  regi- 
ment to  the  north  was  appointed  captain  in  the 
spring  oriT77,  and  in  that  capacity  served  in 
the  battles  of  Brandy  wine,  Gennantown,  and 
MonmoQth,  was  at  Valley  Forge  during  the 
winter  of  1778,  and  was  one  of  the  covering 
party  at  the  assault  of  Stoney  Point,  in  June, 
1779.  Having  returned  to  his  native  state  at 
the  expiration  of  the  enlistment  of  the  Virginia 
troops,  in  1780  he  received  a  license  for  the 
practice  of  the  law,  and  rapidly  rose  to  dis- 
tinction in  that  profession.  In  1782  he  was 
chosen  a  representative  to  the  legislature,  and 
afterward  a  member  of  the  executive  council. 
In  January,  1783,  he  married  Mary  Willis 
Ambler,  of  York,  in  Virginia,  with  whom  he 
lived  for  fifty  years  in  the  tenderest  affection. 
He  was  a  delegate  to  the  convention  of  Vir- 
ginia which  met  on  the  second  of  June,  1788, 
to  lake  into  consideration  the  new  constitution, 
and  in  conjunction  with  his  friend  Mr.  Madi- 
son, mainly  contributed  to  its  adoption,  in  op- 
position to  the  ardent  efforts  of  Henry,  Gray- 
son and  Mason.  His  name  first  became  ge- 
nerally known  throughout  the  nation  by  his 
vindication,  in  the  legislature  of  the  state,  of 
the  ratification  of  Jay^s  treaty  by  President 
Washington.  No  report  of  that  speech  re- 
mains, but  the  evidence  of  its  ability  survives 
in  the  effects  which  it  produced  on  the  legis- 
lature and  the  country.  He  continued  in  the 
pru^tice  of  the  law,  having  declined  succes- 
sively the  ofiices  of  Attorney  General  of  the* 
United  States  and  Minister  to  France,  until 
1797,  when  with  General  Pinckney  and  Mr. 
Gerry  he  was  sent  on  a  special  mission  to  the 
French  republic.  The^anner  in  which  the 
dignity  of  the  American  character  was  main- 
tained against  the  corruption  of  the  Directory 
and  its  ministers  is  well  known.  The  letters 
of  tbeainteenth  of  January  and  third  of  April, 
I798,^^alleyiand  the  Minister  of  Foreign 


Relations  have  always  been  attributed  to  Mai 
shall,  and  they  rank  among  the  ablest  and  mos 
effective  of  diplomatic  communications.  Mx 
Marshall  arrived  in  New  York  on  the  seven 
teenth  of  June,  1798,  and  on  the  nineteentl 
entered  Philadelphia.  At  the  intelligence  o 
his  approach  the  whole  city  poured  out  towan 
Frankford  to  receive  him,  and  escorted  him  U 
his  lodgings  with  all  the  honours  of  a  triumph 
In  after  years,  when  he  visited  Philadelphia 
he  oflen  spoke  of  the  feelings  with  which,  ai 
he  came  near  the  city  on  that  occasion,  witl 
some  doubts  as  to  the  reception  which  h< 
might  meet  with  in  the  existing  state  of  par 
ties,  he  beheld  the  multitude  rushing  forth  t< 
crowd  about  him  with  every  demonstration  o 
respect  and  approbation,  as  having  been  th( 
most  interestingrand  gratifying  of  his  life. 

On  his  return  to  Virginia,  at  the  special  re- 
qpest  of  General  Washington,*  he  became  i 
candidate  for  the  House  of  Representatives 
and  was  elected  in  the  spring  of  1799.  Hit 
greatest  effort  in  Congress  was  his  speech  ii 
opposition  to  the  resolutions  of  Edward  Liv 
ingston  relative  to  Thomas  Nash,  alias  Jona- 
than Robbins.  Fortunately  we  possess  an  ac- 
curate report  of  it,  revised  by  himself.  Th< 
case  was,  that  Thomas  Nash,  having  com 
mitted  a  murder  on  board  the  British  frigaU 
Hermione,  navigating  the  high  seas  under  i 
commission  from  the  British  king,  had  sough 
an  asylum  within  the  United  States,  and  hit 
delivery  had  been  demanded  by  the  Britisl 
minister  under  the  twenty-seventh  article  o; 
the  treaty  of  amity  between  the  two  nations 
Mr.  Marshall's  argument  first  established  tha' 
the  crime  was  within  the  jurisdiction  of  Greai 
Britain,  on  the  general  principles  of  public 
law,  and  then  demonstrated  that  under  th( 
constitution  the  case  was  subject  to  the  dispo 
sal  of  the  executive,  and  not  the  judiciary < 
He  distingruished  these  departments  from  one 
another  with  an  acuteness  of  discriminatior 
and  a  force  of  logic  which  frustrated  the  at 
tempt  to  carry  the  judiciary  out  of  its  orbit 

*  See  notice  oC  Marshall  in  the  Tortrait  OallerXi  writ 
ten  by  Judge  Story. 
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and  settled  the  political  question,  then  and 
for  ever.  It  is  said  that  Mr.  Gallatin,  whose 
part  it  was  to  reply  to  Mr.  Marshall,  at  'the 
close  of  the  speech  turned  to  some  of  his 
friends  and  said,  **  You  may  answer  that  if 
you  choose;  /cannot"  That  argrument  de- 
serves to  rank  among  the  most  dignified  dis- 
plays of  human  intellect.  At  the  close  of  the 
session  Mr.  Marshall  was  appointed  Secretary 
of  War,  and  soon  aAer  Secretary  of  State. 
During  his  continuance  in  that  department 
our  relations  with  England  were  in  a  very  in- 
teresting condition,  and  his  correspondence 
with  Mr.  King  exhibits  his  abilities  and  spirit 
in  the  most  dignified  point  of  view.  **  His 
despatch  of  the  twentieth  of  September,  1800,*' 
says  Mr.  Binney,  **  is  a  noble  specimen  of  the 
first  order  of  state  papers,  and  shows  the  most 
finished  adaptation  of  parts  for  the  station  of 
an  American  Secretary  of  State."  On  the 
thirty-first  of  January,  1801,  he  was  appointed 
Chief  Justice  of  the  United  States,  in  which 
office  he  continued  until  his  death.  In  1804 
he  published  the  Biography  of  Washington, 
which  for  candour,  accuracy,  and  comprehen- 
sion, will  for  ever  be  the  most  authentic  history 
of  the  Revolution.  He  died  in  Philadelphia 
on  the  sixth  of  July,  1835. 

Mr.  Marshall's  career  as  Chief  Justice  ex- 
tended through  a  period  of  more  than  thirty- 
four  years,  which  is  the  longest  judicial  tenure 
recorded  in  history.  To  one  who  cannot  follow 
his  great  judgments,  in  which,  at  the  same 
time,  the  depths  of  legal  wisdom  are  disclosed 
and  the  limits  of  human  reason  measured,  the 
language  of  just  eulogy  must  wear  an  appear- 
ance of  extravagance.  In  his  own  profession 
he  stands  for  the  reverence  of  the  wise  rather 
than  for  the  enthusiasm  of  the  many.  The 
proportion  of  the  figure  was  so  perfect,  that 
the  sense  of  its  Tastness  was  lost.  Above 
the  difficulties  of  common  minds,  he  was  in 
some  degree  above  their  sympathy.  Saved 
from  popularity,  by  the  very  rarity  of  his  quali- 
ties, he  astonished  the  most  where  he  was 
best  understood.  The  questions  upon  which 
his  judgment  was  detained,  and  the  conside- 
rations by  which  his  decision  was  at  last  de- 
termined, were  such  as  ordinary  understand- 
ings, not  merely  could  not  resolve,  but  were 
often  inadequate  even  to  appreciate  or  appre- 
hend. It  was  his  manner  to  deal  directly  with 
the  results  of  thought  and  learning,  and  the 
length  and  labour  of  the  processes  by  which 


these  results  were  suggested  and  verified  might 
elude  the  consciousness  of  those  who  bad  not 
themselves  attempted  to  perform  them.  From 
the  position  in  which  he  stood  of  evident  su- 
periority to  his  subject,  it  was  obviously  so 
easy  for  him  to  describe  its  character  and  de- 
fine its  relations,  that  we  sometimes  forgot  to 
wonder  by  what  faculties  or  what  efiforts  he 
had  attained  to  that  eminence.  We  were  so 
much  accustomed  to  see  his  mind  move  only 
in  the  light,  that  there  was  a  danger  of  our  not 
observing  that  the  illumination  by  which  it 
was  surrounded  was  the  beam  of  its  own  pre- 
sence, and  not  the  natural  atmosphere  of  the 
scene. 

The  true  character  and  measure  of  Marshall's 
greatness  are  missed  by  those  who  conceiye  of 
him  as  limited  within  the  sphere  of  the  jus- 
tices of  England,  and  who  describe  him  mere- 
ly as  the  first  of  lawyere.  To  have  been  **  the 
most  consummate  judge  that  ever  sat  in  judg- 
ment," was  the  highest  possibility  of  Eldon's 
merit,  but  was  only  a  segment  of  Marahall's 
fame.  It  was  in  a  distinct  department,  of 
more  dignified  functions,  almost  of  an  op- 
posite kind,  that  he  displayed  those  abilities 
that  advance  his  name  to  the  highest  renown, 
and  shed  around  it  the  glories  of  a  statesman 
and  legislator.  The  powers  of  the  Supreme 
Court  of  the  United  States, are  such  as  were 
never  before  confided  to  a  judicial  tribunal  by 
any  people.  As  detennining,  without  appeal, 
its  own  jurisdiction,  and  that  of  the  legislature 
and  executive,  that  court  is  not  merely  the 
highest  estate  in  the  country,  but  it  settles  and 
continually  moulds  the  constitution  of  the  go- 
vernment. Of  the  great  work  of  constructing 
a  nation,  but  a  small  part,  practically,  had  been 
performed  when  the  written  document  had  been 
signed  by  the  convention :  a  vicious  theory  of 
interpretation  might  defeat  the  grandeur  and 
unity  of  the  organization,  and  a  want  of  com- 
prelvBi^aion  and  foresight  might  fatally  perplex 
the  harmony  of  the  combination.  The  admin- 
istration of  a  system  of  polity  is  the  larger  part 
of  its  establishment.  What  the  constitution 
was  to  be,  depended  on  the  principles  on  which 
the  federal  instrument  was  to  be  construed, 
and  they  were  not  toebe  found  in  the  maxims 
and  modes  of  reasoning  by  which  the  law  de- 
termines upon  social  contrasts  between  man 
and  man,  but  were  to  be  sought  anew  in  the 
elements  of  political  philosophy  ad^  the  ge- 
neral suggestions  of  legislative  wisdom.    To 
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these  aagast  duties  Judge  Marshall  brought 
a  greatness  of  conceptioii  that  was  commen- 
surate with  their  diflSculty ;  he  came  to  them 
in  the  spirit  and  with  the  strength  of  one  who 
would  minister  to  the.  development  of  a  nation : 
and  it  was  the  essential  sagacity  of  his  guiding 
mind  that  saved  us  from  illustrating  the  sar- 
casms of  Mr.  Burke  about  paper  constitutions. 
He  saw  the  futility  of  attempting  to  control 
society  by  a  metaphysical  theory ;  he  appre- 
hended the  just  relation  between  opinion  and 
life,  between  the  forms  of  speculation  and  the 
force  of  things.  Knowing  that  we  are  wise 
in  respect  to  nature,  only  as  we  give  back  to  it 
fiuthfully  what  we  have  learned  from  it  obe- 
diently, he  sought  to  fix  the  wisdom  of  the  real 
and  to  resolve  it  into  principles.  He  made  the 
nation  explain  its  constitution,  and  compelled 
the  actual  to  define  the  possible.  Experience 
was  the  dialectic  by  which  he  deduced  from 
substantial  premises  a  practical  conclusion. 
The  might  of  reason  by  which  convenience 
and  right  were  thus  moulded  into  union,  was 
amazing.  But  while  he  knew  the  folly  of  en- 
deavouring to  be  wiser  than  time,  his  match- 
less resources  of  g^ood  sense  contributed  to  the 
orderly  development  of  the  inherent  elements 
of  the  constitution,  by  a  vigour  and  dexterity 
as  eminent  in  their  kind  as  they  were  rare  in 
their  (fombination^  The  vessel  of  state  was 
launched  by  the  patriotism  of  many :  the  chart 
of  her  course  was  designed  chiefly  by  Hamil- 
ton :  but  when  the  voyage  was  begun,  the  eye 
that  observed,  and  the  head  that  reckoned,  and 
the  hand  that  compelled  the  ship  to  keep  her 
course  amid  tempests  without  and  threats  of 
mutiny  within,  were  those  of  thechief  justice. 
Posterity  w  ill  give  him  reverence  as  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  nation;  and  of  that  group  of 
statesmen  who  may  one  day  perhaps  be  re- 
garded as  above  the  nature,  as  they  certainly 
were  beyond  the  dimensions  of  men,  no  figure, 
save  ONE  alone,  will  rise  upon  the  eye  in  gran- 
deur more  towering  than  that  of  John  Mar- 
shall. 

The  authority  of  the  Supreme  Court  how- 
ew&  is  not  confined  to  cases  of  constitutional 
law :  it  embraces  the  whole  range  of  judicial 
acticm,  as  it  is  distri|||led  in  England  into 
legal,  equitable,  ecclesiastical  and  maritime 
Jurisdiclions.  The  equity  system  of  this  court 
was  too  little  developed  to  enable  us  to  say 
^'^  Jdlt^  would  have  been  as  a  chancel- 
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Lifilcult  to  admit  that  he  would  have 


been  inferior  to  Lord  Eldon :  it  is  impossib 
to  conceive  that  he  could  at  all  have  reset 
bled  Lord  Eldon.  But  undoubtedly  the  n 
tive  region  and  proper  interest  of  a  mind  i 
analytical  and  so  sound,  so  piercing  and  i 
practical,  was  the  Common  Law,  that  vigc 
ous  system  of  manly  reason  and  essentj 
right,  that  splendid  scheme  of  morality  e 
panded  by  logic  and  informed  by  prudenc 
Perhaps  the  highest  range  of  English  intel 
gence  is  illustrated  in  the  law :  yet  where 
the  whole  line  of  that  aucmst  succession  w 
be  found  a  chara'cter  which  fills  the  measu 
of  judicial  greatness  so  completely  as  Chi 
Justice  Marehall  ?  Where  in  English  histo 
is  the  judge,  whose  mind  was  at  once  so  e 
larged  and  so  systematic,  who  so  thorough 
had  reduced  professional  science  to  genei 
reason,  in  whose  disciplined  intellect  techi 
cal  learning  had  so  completely  passed  into  n 
tive  sense  ?  Vast  as  the  reach  of  the  law  1 
it  is  not  an  exaggeration  to  say  that  Marshal] 
understanding  was  g^reater,  and  embraced  i 
forms  of  legal  sagacity  within  it,  as  a  part 
its  own  spontaneous  wisdom.  He  discrin 
nated  with  instinctive  accuracy  between  tho 
technicalities  which  have  sprung  from  t 
narrowness  of  inferior  minds,  and  those  whi( 
are  set  by  the  law  for  the  defence  of  sor 
vital  element  of  justice  or  reason.  The  form 
he  brushed  away  like  cobwebs,  while  ! 
yielded  to  the  latter  with  a  respect  whii 
sometimes  seemed  to  those  **  whose  ey 
were'*  not  **  opened*'  a  species  of  superatitio 
In  his  judicial  office  the  method  of  Mareh) 
appeared  to  be,  firet  to  bow  his  underetandii 
reverently  to  the  law,  and  calmly  and  patiei 
ly  to  receive  its  instructions  as  those  of 
oracle  of  which  he  was  the  minister ;  then, 
prove  these  dictates  by  the  most  searching  pi 
cesses  of  reason,  and  to  deliver  them  to  othe; 
not  as  decrees  to  be  obeyed,  but  as  logical  mai 
festations  of  moral  truth.  Undoubtedly  he  ma 
much  use  of  adjudged  cases ;  but  he  used  the 
to  give  light  and  certainty  to  his  own  jud 
ment,  and  not  for  the  vindication  or  supp 
of  the  law.  He  would  have  deemed  it  a  ; 
proach  alike  to  his  abilities  and  his  station,  if 
should  have  determined  upon  precedent  wl 
could  have  been  demonstrated  by  reason, 
*had  referred  to  authority  what  belonged 
principle.  With  singular  capacity,  he  unit 
systematic  reason  with  a  perception  of  pai 
cular  equity :  too  scrupulous  a  regard  for  t 
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latter  led  Lord  Eldon  in  most  instances  to  ad* 
judicate  nothing  but  the  case  before  him ;  but 
Marshall  remembered  that  while  he  owed  to 
the  suitors  the  decision  of  the  case,  he  owed 
to  society  the  establishment  of  the  principle. 
His  mind  naturally  tended,  not  to  suggestion 
and  speculation,  but  to  the  determination  of 
opinion  and  the  closing  of  doubts.  On  the 
bench  he  always  recollected  that  he  was  not 
merely  a  lawyer,  and  much  less  a  legal  essay- 
ist ;  he  was  conscious  of  an  official  duty  and 
an  official  authority ;  and  considered  that  ques- 
tions might  be  discussed  elsewhere,  but  came 
to  be  settled  by  him.  The  dignity  with  which 
these  duties  were  discharged  was  not  the  least 
admirable  part  of  the  display.  It  was  Wis- 
dom on  the  seat  of  Power,  pronouncing  the 
decrees  of  Justice. 

Political  and  legal  sense  are  so  distinct  from 
one  another  as  almost  to  be  irreconcilable  in 
the  same  mind.  The  latter  is  a  mere  course 
of  deduction  from  premises;  the  other  calls 
into  exercise  the  highest  order  of  perceptive 
faculties,  and  that  quick  felicity  of  intuition 
which  flashes  to  its  conclusions  by  a  species 
of  mental  sympathy  rather  than  by  any  con- 
scious process  of  argumentation.  The  one 
requires  that  the  susceptibility  of  the  judg- 
ment should  be  kept  exquisitely  alive  to  every 
suggestion  of  the  practical,  so  as  to  catch  and 
follow  the  insensible  reasonings  of  life,  rather 
than  to  reason  itself:  the  other  demands  the 
exclusion  of  every  thing  not  rigorously  exact, 
and  the  concentration  of  the  whole  conscious- 
ness of  the  mind  in  kindling  implicit  truth 
into  formal  principles.  The  wonder,  in  Judge 
Marehall's  case,  was  to  see  these  two  almost 
inconsistent  faculties,  in  quality  so  matchless 
and  in  development  so  magnificent,  harmoniz- 
ed and  united  in  his  marvellous  intelligence. 
We  beheld  him  pass  from  one  to  the  other  de- 
partment without  confusing  their  nature,  and 
without  perplexing  his  own  underetanding. 
When  he  approached  a  question  of  constitu- 
tional jurisprudence,  we  saw  the  lawyer  expand 
into  the  legislator ;  and  in  returning  to  a  nar- 
rower sphere,  pause  from  the  creative  glow  of 
statesmanship,  and  descend  from  intercourse 
with  the  great  conceptions  and  great  feel- 
ings by  which  nations  are  guided  and  society 
is  advanced,  to  submit  his  faculties  with  doci-* 
lity  to  the  yoke  of  legal  forms,  and  with  im- 
passible calmness  to  thread  the  tangled  intri- 
cacies of  forensic  technicalities. 


There  was  in  this  extraordinary  man  an  nn- 
nsoal  combination  of  the  capacity  of  appre- 
hending truth,  with  the  ability  to  demonstrate 
and  make  it  palpable  to  othera.  They  often 
exist  together  in  unequal  degrees.  Lord  Mans- 
field's power  of  luminous  explication  was  so 
surpassing  that  one  might  always  say  that  he 
made  othera  perceive  what  he  did  not  under- 
stand himself;  but  the  numerous  instances^ 
which  his  decisions  have  been  directly  over- 
thrown by  his  successore,  and  the  still  greater 
number  of  cases  in  which  his  opinions  have 
been  silently  departed  from,  compel  a  belief 
that  his  judgment  was  not  of  the  truest  kind. 
Lord  Eldon's  judicial  sagacity  was  a  species 
of  inspiration ;  but  he  seemed  to  be  unable  not 
only  to  convince  othera,  but  even  to  certify 
himself  of  the  correctness  of  his  own  greatest 
and  wisest  determinations.  But  Judge  Mar- 
shalPs  sense  appeared  to  be  at  once  both  in- 
stinctive and  analytical :  his  logic  extended  as 
far  as  his  perception :  he  had  no  propositions 
in  his  thoughts  which  he  could  not  resolve  into 
their  axioms.  Truth  came  to  him  as  a  revela- 
tion, and  from  him  as  a  demonstration.  His 
mind  was  more  than  the  faculty  of  vision ;  it 
was  a  body  of  light,  which  irradiated  the  sub- 
ject to  which  it  was  directed,  and  rendered  it  as 
distinct  to  every  other  eye  as  it  was  to  its  own. 

The  mental  integrity  of  this  illustriofis  man 
was  not  the  least  important  element  of  his 
greatness.  Those  qualities  of  vanity,  fond- 
ness for  display,  the  love  of  effect,  the  solici- 
tation of  applause,  sensibility  to  opinions, 
which  are  the  immoralities  of  intellect,  never 
attached  to  that  stainless  essence  of  pure  rea- 
son. He  seemed  to  men  to  be  a  passionless 
intelligence;  susceptible  to  no  feeling  but  the 
constant  love  of  right;  subject  to  no  affection 
but  a  polarity  toward  truth. 

— Chief  Justice  Marehairs  History  of  the 
Colonies  planted  by  the  English  on  the  Conti- 
nent of  North  America,  from  their  Settlement 
to  the  Commencement  of  the  War  which  ter- 
minated in  their  Independence,  was  firat  printed 
as  an  introductory  volume  to  the  Life  of  Wash- 
ington, but  in  1824  was  published  separately. 
The  Life  of  Washington,  originally  in  five  vo- 
lumes, in  1832  was  rejpublished  in  two.  Both 
these  works  had  been  revised  with  great  care. 
A  volume  entitled  The  Writings  of  John  Mar- 
shall upon  the  Constitution,  was  published  in 
Boston  in  1839,  under  the  directiq^  of  ^udge 
Story. 
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Ill  the  summer  of  1773  the  leeward  West 
India  islands  were  desolated  by  a  hurricane. 
Wmle  its  effects  were  still  visible,  and  men 
were  looking  fearfully  into  the  skies,  Thomas 
Hewes^s  St.  Christopher's  Gazette  was  dis- 
tributed, with  an  account  of  the  calamity  writ- 
ten with  such  singular  ability  that  when  it 
reached  Saint  Croix,  where  it  was  dated, 
the  governor  and  chief  men  of  the  place  set 
themselves  to  work  to  discover  its  author.  It 
was  traced  to  a  youth — in  the  counting-house 
of  Nicholas  Cruger,  a  merchant  there-<-named 
Alexaxdkr  Hamilton,  bom  some  fifteen 
years  before  in  the  island  of  Nevis ;  whose 
hther  was  a  decayed  Scottish  gentleman,  and 
whose  moUier  was  of  the  good  Huguenot 
stock  of  France.  It  was  a  happy  day  for  our 
young  author :  a  lad  who  could  write  in  this 
way  should  not  spend  his  life  in  casting  up 
accounts :  it  was  at  once  determined  to  send 
him  to  New  York  to  complete  his  educatioiC 
While  on  his  way,  the  ship  which  bore  him 
was  on  fire,  dangerously,  but  not  fatally,  and 
in  the  month  of  October,  in  that  year,  he 
landed  at  Boston. 

Francis  Barber,  aflerward  a  colonel,  and  a 
brave  man  in  several  battles,  was  at  this  time 
principal  of  a  grammar  school  in  Elizabeth- 
town,  New  Jersey :  a  school  of  good  repute, 
for  Brockholst  Livingston  and  Jonathan  Day- 
ton were  among  his  pupils ;  and  hither  came 
the  young  West  Indian  to  be  prepared  for 
college:  a  handsome  youth,  erect,  grraceful, 
eagle-eyed,  and  wise  in  cpnversation  as  a  man. 

Before  the  end  of  1773  he  had  finished  his 
preliminary  studies,  and  with  honest  Hercules 
Mulligan.,  tailor,  afterward  member  of  the 
revolutionary  committee,  and  secret  corre- 
spondent of  the  commander-in-chief,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Princeton,  to  inquire  of  Dr.  Wither- 
spoon  if  he  could  enter  Nassau  Hall  with  the 
privilege  of  passing  from  ^ss  to  class  as  fast 
as  he  advanced  in  scholarsmp.  The  president 
was  sorry,  but  the  laws  of  the  institution 
would  n^permit.  He  was  more  success^ 
ful  in  jjJK^York.  In  King's  College  he  < 
might  a^Kfit  a  degree  whenever  he  could 


show  the  title  of  sufficient  learning.  The 
chrysales  of  great  men  were  in  the  college,  but 
there  was  only  one  Alexander  Hamilton  there, 
and  this  soon  became  manifest.  In  the  de- 
bating club  he  controlled  every  thing  by  his 
acuteness  and  eloquence,  and  his  room-mate 
was  awed,  night  and  morning,  by  the  fervid 
passion  of  his  prayers.  He  wrote  hymns  and 
burlesqued  the  royal  printer's  leadere ;  he  was 
pious  and  punctilious ;  ambitious  and  gay. 

The  days  of  trouble  were  already  come. 
Macdougal  had  been  imprisoned  for  his  ap- 
peal tq  the  betrayed  inhabitants  of  the  colony; 
and  the  liberty  tree,  coated  with  hoops  which 
no  garrison  axe  could  cut,  had  been  the  rally- 
ing point  for  numerous  assemblies  of  the 
people.  '  All  the  proceedings  were  watched 
by  the  young  collegian,  who  walked  night 
and  morning  under  the  large  trees  in  Batteau 
street  for  hours,  with  a  thoughtful  fece. 
Every  week  he  read  the  honest  Post  Boy, 
mercenary  Hugh  Gaines's  neutral  Mercury, 
and  the  unscrupulous  **  Brussels  Gazette" 
of  well-fed  James  Rivington,  printer  to  the 
king.  On  the  sixth  of  July,  1774,  the  long- 
remembered  great  meeting  in  the  fields  was 
held,  and  as  the  hot  sun  was  going  down, 
and  the  multitude  was  about  to  separate,  a 
youth  of  diminutive  form  and  a  pale  intel- 
lectual face,  ascended  the  stand,  recounted 
the  oppressions  of  the  government,  insisted 
on  the  duty  of  resistance,  and  foretold  that 
the  waves  of  rebellion,  sparkling  with  fire, 
would  wash  back  to  England  the  wrecks  of 
her  wealth  and  power  from  the  New  World. 
He  closed  amid  breathless  silence,  and  the 
air  was  filled  with  the  tumult  of  wonder  and 
applause.  So,  at  seventeen  years  of  age, 
Alexander  Hamilton  commenced  his.  glorious 
public  life. 

The  Episcopal  clergy,  all  through  the 
country,  were  opposed  to  liberty.  The  king 
was  the  head  of  the  church.  Doctors  Chand- 
ler, Cooper,  Inglis,  Seabury,  Wilkins,  and 
others,  had  already  written  largely  in  defence 
of  the  ministry,  and  they  now  redoubled  their 
efforts.    With  his  master.  President  Myles 


H9 


89 


90 


ALEXANDER  HAMILTON. 


Cooper,  Hamilton  had  tried  his  lance  through 
^  Holt's  paper,  and  when  Seabury  and  Wilkins 
r  attacked  the  Congress  in  their  Free  Thoughts 
and  Congress  Canvassed,— -distributed  by  the 
•'  Tories  all  through  the  colonies,  and  tarred, 
feathered,  and  nailed  to  the  pillories  by  the 
people— a  defence  appeared  from  the  student, 
anonymous,  like  the  pamphlets  of  the  priests, 
and  remarkable  for  its  directness,  ingenuity, 
and  spirit  The  clerical  combatants  published 
A  View  of  the  Controversy,  and  within  a 
month  Hamilton  produced  a  rejoinder,  in  a 
pamphlet  of  nearly  a  hundred  pages.  It  was 
more  able  than  the  first ;  grasped  great  prin- 
ciples with  a  master  hand ;  and  by  a  course 
of  argument  equally  original  and  forcible, 
vindicated  the  Whigs,  while  its  author  seemed 
to  look  clearly  into  the  distant  future  and  see 
our  state  and  policy.  The  Whigs  received 
these  pamphlets  as  text-books,  and  they  were 
attributed  to  the  maturest  intellects  of  the 
party.  "How  absurd,"  said  Dr.  Myles 
Cooper,  '*  to  suppose  that  they  werj  written 
by  so  young  a  man  as  Hamilton !"  But  the 
truth  came  out,  and  the  gallant  Marinus  Wil- 
letl  says,  the  "Vindicator  of  Congress,"  as 
he  was  from  that  time  called,  ^*  became  our 
oracle." 

From  this  period  Hamilton  was  a  "citi- 
zen." All  his  thoughts,  all  his  energies 
were  given  to  the  country.  I  shall  not  attempt 
to  trace  with  particularity  his  history,  except 
as  it  is  connected  with  the  press.  His  next 
publication  was  Remarks  on  the  Quebec  Bill, 
in  two  numbers.  His  style  was  more  highly 
polished,  his  views  were  more  statesmanlike 
and  profound.  In  1775  he  entered  a  military 
company,  studied  tactics,  and  was  engaged 
in  the  first  act  of  armed  opposition  to  the 
ministry. 

At  the  passage  of  the  Ran  tan,  in  the  memo- 
rable retreat  through  New  Jersey,  Washington 
observed  with  admiration  the  courage  and 
skill  of  a  youthful  artillery  officer,  and  ordered 
bis  aid-de-camp,  Fitzgerald,  to  ascertain  who 
he  was,  and  to  bring  him  to  head-quarters  at 
the  first  halt  of  the  army.  In  the  evening  of 
that  day  the  founder  of  the  republic  had  his 
first  interview  with  the  most  illustrious  of  her 
statesmen.  Hamilton  continued  in  the  family 
of  the  commamder-in-chief  until  1781,  and  from 
the  beginning  to  the  end,  to  use  Washington's 
own  language,  was  bis  ^*  principal  and  most 
confidential  aid." 


The  embarrassments  of  the  treasury  and 
consequent  sufiferings  of  the  army  led  Hamil- 
ton to  the  study  of  finance,  and  in  1779,  in 
private  and  anonymous  communications  to 
Robert  Morris,  he  proposed  a  great  financial 
scheme  for  the  country,  in  which,  rising 
above  all  the  crude  systems  of  that  age,  and 
pointing  to  a  combination  of  public  with  pri- 
vate credit  as  the  basis  of  his  plan,  he  le^  the 
way  to  the  establishment  of  the  first  Ameri- 
can bank.  In  the  following  spring,  when  he 
was  but  twenty-three  years  of  age,  he  wrote 
his  celebrated  letter  to  Mr.  Duane  on  the  state 
of  the  nation,  in  which  he  suggests  the  na- 
tional convention  to  form  a  constitution,  and 
the  mode  of  recommending  it  to  the  people, 
"  in  sensible  and  popular  writings,"  which 
he  afterward  pureued  in  the  Federalist. 

In  December,  1780,  he  was  married  to  a 
daughter  of  General  Schuyler,  and  on  the  firat 
of  March,  1781,  he  retired  from  the  military 
family  of  Washington ;  with  the  disinterest- 
edness which  characterized  all  his  actions, 
though  without  resources,  resigning  his  pay, 
and  retaining  his  commission  only  that  be 
might  have  the  power,  should  there  be  occa- 
sion, still  to  serve  his  country  in  the  field. 
His  brilliant  conduct  at  Yorktown  closed  his 
military  career. 

His  quick  apprehension  and  solid  judgment 
enabled  him,  with  almost  unprecedented  rapi- 
dity, to  prepare  for  admission  to  the  bar.  He 
made  his  firat  appearance  in  the  courts  in 
1782,  and  in  the  summer  of  the  same  year 
was  elected  by  the  legislature  of  New  York 
to  the  congress  of  the  confederation.  The 
war  at  an  end,  patriotism  and  enthusiasm 
seemed  to  have  died.  All  was  apathy  and 
irresolution.  The  Congress  of  1782  was  full 
of  weak  men  and  cowards.  "The  more  I 
see,"  wrote  Hamilton,  "the  more  reason'  I 
find  for  those  who  love  this  countiy  to  w^p 
over  its  blindness."  His  &r-reaching  saga^ 
city,  his  solemn  regard  for  justice,  and  bis 
eloquence  soon  imparted  a  new  tone  to  that 
body.  He  was  always  a  member  and  often 
the  chairman  of  the  committees  which  had  in 
charge  the  subjects  of  greatest  importance. 
His  reports  are  evi^nces  of  his  extraordinary 
abilities,  and  of  the  correctness  of  the  judg- 
ment expressed  at  this  period  by  Washing- 
ton, that  "  no  one  exceeded  him4n  probity 
and  sterling  virtue."  ^ 

At  the  end  of  the  session  he  ent^^  wirtfa 
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ebaiaeteristtc  ardour  upon  the  duties  of  his 
profession^  in  {he  city  of  New  York ;  but  his 
mind  was  still  occupied  with  extensive 
schemes  for  the  general  benefit,  and  no  man 
exerted  so  wide  and  powerful  an  influence 
with  his  pen.  In  1786  he  was  a  member  of 
the  New  York  assembly,  and  in  1787  was 
one  of  the  three  delegates  to  the  convention 
for  the  formation  of  a  federal  constitution, 
which  he  had  proposed  in  his  letter  on  the 
ftite  of  the  nation  in  1779.  No  one  will 
qtiestion  the  justice  of  the  opinion  expressed 
bj  Gaisot  respecting  his  efforts  in  this  cele- 
brated body,  when  he  says,  that  **  there  is  not 
one  element  of  order,  strength,  or  durability 
in  the  constitution  which  he  did  not  power- 
fully contribute  to  introduce  into  the  scheme 
and  cause  to  be  adopted."  With  Madison, 
whose  labours  in  the  convention  had  been 
of  similar  importance,  and  John  Jay,  one  of 
oar  purest  and  ablest  statesmen  and  jurists, 
upon  its  adjournment  he  commenced  a  series 
of  essays,  under  the  signature  of  Publius,  upon 
the  necessity  of  the  union  to  the  prosperity 
of  the  people,  the  insufficiency  of  the  articles 
of  confederation  to  maintain  h,  and  the  indis- 
pensableness  of  a  government  organized  upon 
principles  and  clothed  with  powers  at  least 
equal  to  those  granted  in  the  one  proposed. 
These  essays  have  since  been  known  under 
the  name  of  The  Federalist.  They  constitute 
one  of  ^e  most  profound  and  lucid  treatises 
on  politics  that  has  ever  been  written.  Ha- 
milton was  the  author  of  nearly  three-fourths 
of  them,  and  admirable  for  various  qualities 
IS  are  those  of  his  illustrious  associates,  his 
U6  easily  distinguished  by  their  superior  com- 
prehensiveness, practicalness,  originality,  and 
eondensed  and  polished  diction.  In  1788  he 
was  a  member  of  the  New  York  convention 
to  which  the  constitution  was  submitted,  and 
it  was  owing  to  bis  luminous  arguments  and 
peisnasiTe  eloquence,  as  it  was  to  Madison's 
in  Virginia,  that  it  was  accepted. 

Upon  the  organization  of  the  government, 
Washington  indicated  his  estimation  of  the 
talents  and  integrity  of  Hamilton  by  appoint- 
ing him  secretary  of  the  treasury.  This  office 
required  the  vigorous  exeicise  of  all  his  pow- 
ers ;  and  his  reports  of  plans  for  the  restora* 
tbn  of  public  credit,  on  the  protection  and 
enoouraoH^nt  of  manuihctures,  on  the  neces- 
sity ai^^H  constitutionality  of  a  national 
^lutkf  ^^^^  the  establishment  of  a  mint, 


would  alone  have  given  him  the  reputation  of 
b^ing  one  of  the  most  consummate  statesmen  ' 
who  have  ever  lived.  The  plans  which  he 
proposed  were  adopted  by  Congress  almost 
without  alteration.  When  he  entered  upon 
the  duties  of  his  office  the  government  had 
neither  credit  nor  money,  and  the  resources 
of  the  country  were  unknown ;  when  he  re- 
tired, at  the  end  of  five  years,  the  fiscal  con- 
dition of  no  people  was  better,  or  more  clearly 
understood.  Mr.  Gallatin  has  said  that  secre- 
taries of  the  treasury  have  since  enjoyed  a 
sinecure,  the  genius  and  labours  of  Hamilton 
having  created  and  arranged  every  thing  that 
was  necessary  for  the  perfect  and  easy  dis- 
charge of  their  duties. 

While  Hamilton  was  in  the  treasury  the 
French  revolution  was  at  its  height,  and  na- 
tive demagogues  and  alien  emissaries  were 
busy  in  efforts  to  embroil  us  in  foreign  war. 
Hamilton  advised  the  proclamation  of  neutral- 
ity and  the  mission  of  Mr.  Jay,  the  two  acts 
which  distinguished  the  external  policy  of  the 
firet  administration ;  and  he  defended  the  pro- 
clamation under  the  signatures  of  No  Jacobin 
and  Pacificus,  and  Jay's  treaty  under  that  of 
Camillus,  in  essays  which  at  the  time  had  a 
controlling  influence  on  the  public  mind,  and 
which  are  still  regarded  as  among  the  most 
profound  commentaries  which  have  appeared 
on  the  principles  of  international  law  and 
policy  to  which  they  had  relation. 

A  £d\se  economy  in  this  country  has  made 
almost  every  high  office  a  burden  to  its  pos- 
sessor. Hamilton's  increasing  family  warned 
him  that  his  public  must  in  some  degree  be 
sacrificed  to  his  private  obligations.  When 
he  resigned  his  seat  in  the  cabinet  and  resumed 
his  profession,  his  door  was  thronged  with 
clients,  and  he  seemed  on  the  high  road  to  for- 
tune. The  conduct  of  France  meanwhile 
made  every  patriot  a  sentinel,  and  when  her 
depredations  upon  our  commerce  and  insults 
to  our  ministers  left  no  alternative,  under  the 
signature  of  Titus  Manlius,  as  with  a  bugle 
whose  familiar  sound  marshalled  to  arms,  he 
roused  the  people  to  resistance.  The  recom- 
mendations which  he  made  were  adopted  by 
Congress,  and  when  the  provisional  army 
was  organized,  Washington  accepted  the  chief 
command  upon  condition  that  his  fiivourite 
old  associate  in  the  field  and  the  council 
should  be  his  first  officer.  Upon  the  death 
of  Washington  in  1799,  Hamilton  became 
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lientenant-geneFal,  and  when  the  army  was 
disbanded  he  returned  to  the  har.  4 

The  remainder  of  his  life  ¥ra8  marked  by 
few  incidents,  and  the  melancholy  circum- 
stances of  its  close,  at  the  end  of  nearly  half 
a  century,  are  still  familiar  to  the  people* 
He  was  murdered  by  Aaron  Burr,  at  Wee- 
hawken,  near  the  city  of  New  York,  on  the 
eleventh  of  June,  1804.  There  has  been  but 
one  other  instance- of  such  profound  and  uni- 
versal mourning  in  the  United  States.  What- 
ever differences  of  opinion  may  have  divided 
from  him  some  of  his  countrymen,  there  was 
no  one  to  question  that  he  was  a  man  of  ex- 
traordinary abilities,  virtue,  and  independence. 
His  assassin,  then  in  the  second  office  of  the 
republic,  and  the  favourite  of  a  powerful  party, 
became  a  fugitive  and  a  vagabond. 

Hamilton  was  not  faultless;  but  his  errors 
have  been  gpreatly  exaggerated,  and  no  intelli- 
gent man  needs  be  told  that  Madison  was  the 
only  one  among  his  distinguished  pojitical 
adversaries  whose  private  character  approached 
his  in  purity.  His  public  life  was  without  a 
stain.  He  was  undoubtedly  the  greatest 
statesman  of  the  eighteenth  century.  **  He- 
must  be  classed,"  says  Guizot,  **  among  the 
men  who  have  best  known  the  vital  principles 
and  fundamental  conditions  -of  a  government 
worthy  of  its  name  and  mission.*'  Consider- 
ing the  activity  of  his  life,  and  that  so  much 
of  it  was  passed  in  the  military  service,  afford- 
ing but  little  leisure  and  opportunity  for  his- 
torical studies,  the  extent  and  fulness  of  his 
information  is  astonishing.  There  was  never 
a  statesman  whose  views  were  more  explicit 
and  comprehensive,  and  they  seem  to  be  re- 
sults of  the  closest  inductive  reasoning  from 
the  experience  of  other  nations.  But  however 
deliberately  formed  and  firmly  founded  were 
his  opinions,  whenever  he  discovered  that 
they  could  not  be  maintained,  he  cheerfully 
acquiesced  in  the  plans  which  were  preferred 
by  his  associates,  and  exerted  his  abilities 
to  procure  their  adoption.  It  is  remarkable 
tliat  a  man  who  on  all  subjects  was  so  frank 
and  fearless  should  have  been  so  ill  under- 
stood. His  principles  have  been  systemati- 
cally perverted  and  misrepresented,  not  only 
without  any  sort  of  authority,  but  in  oppo- 
sition to  positive  declarations  in  his  writ- 
ings, speeches,  and  conversations.  He  did 
indeed  have  fears  that  the  constitution  would 
not  ultimately  prove  to  be  practicable ;  that 


**if  we  inclined  too  much  to  democracy  we 
should  soon  shoot  into  a  monarchy;"  bat 
no  one  bad  more  dread  of  such  a  resolt, — no 
one  was  more  anxious  for  the  greatest  free- 
dom to  the  citizen  that  was  compatible  with 
efficiency  in  the  government.  It  is  an  inte- 
resting fact,  that  the  most  anti-democratic 
proposition  which  he  made  in  the  federal  con- 
vention— ^that  for  choosing  a  president  and 
senate  to  hold  their  offices  during  good  beha- 
viour—was supported  by  the  democratic  states 
of  Pennsylvania  and  Virginia,  and  voted  for 
by  Mr.  Madison.  His  views  on  this  and 
other  points  were  essentially  modified  during 
the  progress  of  the  debates,  and  he  finsUy 
voted  to  limit  the  presidential  term  to  three 
years.  He  however  frankly  admitted,  when 
questioned,  that  he  had  favored  the  idea  of  the 
tenure  of  good  behaviour.  ^*  My  reasons,"  he 
said  to  General  Lewis,  *'  were  an  exclusion, 
so  far  as  possible,  of  the  influence  of  execu- 
tive patronage  in  the  choice  of  a  chief  magis- 
trate, and  a  desire  to  avoid  the  incalculable 
mischief  which  must  result  from  the  too  fre- 
quent elections  of  that  officer.  You  and  I, 
my  friend,"  he%;ontinued,  **may  not  live  to 
see  the  day;  but  most  assuredly  it  will  come, 
when  etoery  vital  interest  (f  the  $Uite  toiU  be 
merged  in  the  tUf-abaorbing  question  of  who 
shall  be  next  President."  The  prophecy 
has  become  history.  It  became  so  earlier 
than  he  thought,  for  both  he  and  his  friend 
saw  it  fulfilled  in  the  controversy  of  1800. 

In  every  page  of  the  works  of  Hamilton 
we  discover  an  original,  vigorous,  and  prac- 
tical understanding,  informed  with  various 
and  profound  knowledge.  But  few  of  his 
speeches  were  reported,  and  even  these  very 
imperfectly;  but  we  have  traditions  of  his 
eloquence,  which  represent  it  as  wonder- 
fully winning  and  persuasive.  Indeed  it  is 
evident  from  its  known  effects  that  he  was  a 
debater  of  the  very  first  class.  He  thought 
clearly  and  rapidly,  had  a  ready  command  of 
language,  and  addressed  himself  solely  to  the 
reason.  He  never  lost  his  self-command,  and 
never  seemed  impatient,  but  from  the  bravery 
of  his  nature,  and  his  contempt  of  meanness 
and  servility,  he  was  perhaps  sometimes  in- 
discreet. His  works  were  written  hastily, 
but  we  can  discover  in  them  no  signs  of  im- 
maturity or  carelessiiBftSi  on  the  contrary  they 
are  hardly  excelled  in  compactness,  clearness, 
elegance,  and  purity  of  language. 
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THE  FATE  OF  ANDRE. 

FBOIf    A.    LXTTXR    TO    COL.    LAVHXSB. 

NiTXR,  periiapsy  did  any  mfcn  suffisr  death  with, 
more  justice,  or  deserve  it  leas.  The  first  step  he 
took,  after  hia  capture,  waa  to  write  a  letter  to 
General  Washington,  conceived  in  tenna  of  dignity 
without  insolence,  and  apology  without  meanness. 
The  scope  of  it,  was  to  vindicate  himself  from  the 
imputation  of  having  assumed  a  mean  character 
for  treacherous  or  interested  purposes;  asserting 
that  he  had  been  involuntarily  an  impostor ;  that 
contnry  to  his  intention,  which  was  to  meet  a 
peTKu  for  intelligence  on  neutral  ground,  he  had 
been  betrayed  within  our  posta,  and  forced  into 
die  vile  condition  of  an  enemy  in  disguise :  soli- 
riling  only,  that,  to  whatever  rigour  policy  might 
devote  him,  a  decency  of  treatment  might  be  ob- 
serve, due  to  a  person,  who,  though  unfortunate, 
hid  been  guil^  of  nothing  dishonourable.  Hia 
rapieA  was  granted  in  its  full  extent ;  for,  in  the 
whole  progress  of  the  affair,  he  was  treated  with 
the  most  scrupulous  delicacy.  When  brought 
bdbte  the  Board  of  Officers,  he  met  with  every 
mark  of  didulgicncse,  and  was  required  to  answer 
no  iuterrogatory  wliich  could  even  embarrass  his 
fechngs.  On  his  part,  whilo  he  carefully  concealed 
every  thing  that  might  involve  others,  he  frankly 
eoofesaed  all  the  facts  relating  to  himself;  and, 
upon  his  confession,  without  the  tix>uble  of  examin- 
ing a  witoeas,  the  board  made  their  report  Tke 
nemberi  o£  it  were  not  more  iiSpressed  with  the 
cudoor  and  firmness,  mix^  with  a  becoming 
■nuihility,  which  he  displayed,  than  he  was  pcne- 
tntod  with  their  libcraUty  and  politeness.  He 
acknowledged  the  generosity  of  the  behaviour  to- 
ward him  in  every  reapect,  but  particularly  in  thia, 
in  the  strongest  terms  of  manly  gratitude.  In  a 
oonveraation  with  a  gentleman  who  visited  him 
after  his  trial,  he  said  he  flattered  himself  he  had 
never  been  illiberal ;  but  if  there  were  any  remains 
of  prcjodice  in  his  mind,  his  present  experience 
mnst  obliterate  them. 

In  one  of  the  visits  I  made  to  him,  (and  I  saw 
turn  several  times  during  liis  confinement,)  he 
begged  me  to  be  the  bearer  of  a  request  to  the 
genera],  for  permission  to  send  an  open  letter  to 
Sir  Henry  Clinton.  '<  I  foresee  my  fate,"  said  he, 
"and  though. I  pretend  not  to  play  the  hero,  or  to 
be  indificrent  about  Ufe,  yet  I  am  reconciled  to 
whatever  may  happen,  conscious  that  misfortune, 
00^  guilt,  has  brought  it  upon  me.  There  is  only 
one  thing  that  disturbs  my  tranquillity.  .  Sir  Henry 
CUnton  has  been  too  good  to  me ;  he  has  been 
lavish  of  his  kindness.  I  am  bound  to  him  by  too 
Bttnj  obligations,  and  love  him  too  well,  to  bear 
tbe  thought  that  he  should  reproach  himscU^  or 
that  others  diould  reproach  him,  on  the  supposi- 
^  of  my  having  conceived  myself  obliged,  by 
lus  instructions,  to  run  the  risk  I  did.  I  would 
not,  for  the  world,  leave  a  sting  in  hia  mind  that 
■bouid  imbttter  his  future  days."  He  could  scarce 
fioiafa  the  sentence,  bursting  into  tears  in  spite  of 
kii^  efibrts^^suppress  them ;  and  with  difficulty 
enough  afterward  to  add:  **l 
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wiah  to  Tie  permitted  to  assure  him,  I  did  not  act 
under  thia  impression,  but  submitted  to  a  neces- 
al|^  imposed  upon  me,  aa  contrary  to  nfy  own 
inclination  aa  to  his  orders."  His  request  was 
readily  complied  with;  and  he  wrote  the  letter 
annexed,  with  which  I  dare  say  you  will  be  aa 
much  pleased  aa  I  am,  both  for  the  diction  and 
aentimcnt 

When  hia  sentence  waa  announced  to  him,  he 
remarked,  that  since  it  was  his  lot  to  die,  there 
was  still  a  choice  in  the  mode,  which  would  make 
a  material  difference  in  his  feelings ;  and  be  would 
be  happy,  if  possible,  to  be  indulged  with  a  pro- 
fessional death.  He  made  a  second  application, 
by  letter,  in  concise  but  peraoasive  terma.  It  was 
thought  this  indulgence,  being  incompatible  with 
the  customs  of  war,  could  not  be  granted ;  and  it 
was  therefore  determined,  in  both  cases,  to  evade  an 
answer,  to  spare  him  the  sensations  which  a  certain 
knowledge  of  the  intended  mode  would  inflict 

In  going  to  the  place  of  execution,  he  bowed 
familiarly,  as  he  went  along,  to  all  those  with 
whom  he  had  been  acquainted  in  his  confinement 
A  smile  of  complacency  expressed  the  serene  for- 
titude of  his  mind.  Arrived  at  the  fetal  spot,  he 
asked,  with  some  emotion,  "  Must  I  then  die  in 
this  manner  ?"  He  was  told  it  had  been  unavoid- 
able. "I  am  reconciled  to  my  fate,"  said  he, 
"but  not  to  the  mode."  Soon,  however,  recol- 
lecting himself,  he  added :  "  It  will  be  but  a  mo- 
mentary pang;"  and,  springing  upon  the  cart, 
performed  the  last  offices  to  himself,  with  a  com- 
posure that  excited  the  admiration  and  melted  the 
hearts  of  the  beholders.  Upon  being  told  the  final 
moment  was  at  hand,  and  asked  if  he  had  any 
thing- to  say,  he  answered,  <* Nothing,  but  to 
request  you  will  witness  to  the  world,  that  I  die 
like  a  brave  man."  Among  the  extraordinary 
circumstances  that  attended  him,  in  the  midst  of 
his  enemies,  he  died  universally  esteemed  and 
universally  regretted. 

There  was  something  singularly  interesting  in 
the  character  and  fortunes  of  Andre.  To  an  ex- 
cellent understanding,  well  improved  by  education 
and  travel,  he  united  a  peculiar  elegance  of  mind 
and  manners,  and  the  advantage  of  a  pleasing 
person.  'T  is  said  he  possessed  a  pretty  taste  for 
the  fine  arts,  and  had  himself  attained  some  pro- 
ficiency in  poetry,  music,  and  p^ting.  Hia 
knowledge  appeared  without  ostentation,  and  em- 
bellished by  a  diffidence  that  rarely  accompanies 
so  many  talents  and  accomplishments ;  which  left 
you  to  suppose  more  than  appeared.  His  senti- 
ments were  elevated,  and  inspired  esteem :  they 
had  a  softness  that  conciliated  affection.  His  elo- 
cution was  handsome;  his  address  easy,  polite, 
and  insinuating.  By  his  merit,  he  had  acquired 
the  unlimited  confidence  of  his  general,  and  was 
making  a  rapid  progress  in  military  rank  and  re- 
putation. But  in  the  height  of  his  career,  flushed 
with  new  hopes  from  the  execution  of  a  project, 
the  most  beneficial  to  his  party  that  could  be 
devised,  he  was  at  once  precipitated  from  the 
summit  of  prosperity,  and  aaw  all  the  expecta- 
tions of  his  ambition  blasted,  and  himself  ruined. 
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The  character  I  have  given  of  him  is  drawn 
partly  from  what  I  saw  of  him  myseU^  and  partly 
iirom  information.  I  am  aware  that  a  man  of  real 
merit  i^  never  seen  in  so  favourable  a  light  as 
through  the  medium  of  adversi^ :  the  clouds  that 
surround  him  are  shades  that  set  off  his  good  quali- 
ties. Misfortune  cuts  down  the  little  vanities  that, 
in  prosperous  times,  servo  as  so  many  spots  in  his 
virtues ;.  and  gives  a  tone  of  humility  that  makes 
his  worth  more  amiable.  His  spectators,  who 
enjoy  a  happier  lot,  are  less  prone  to  detract  from 
it,  through  envy,  and  arc  more  disposed,  by  com- 
passion, to  give  him  the  credit  he  deserves,  and 
perhaps  even  to  magnify  it 

I  speak  not  of  Andrews  conduct  in  this  aflair  as 
a  philosopher,  but  as  a  man  of  the  world.  The 
authorized  maxims  and  practices  of  war  are  the 
satires  of  human  nature.  They  countenance  al- 
most every  species  of  seduction  as  well  as  violence ; 
and  the  general  who  can  make  most  traitors  in 
the  army  of  his  adversary,  is  frequently  most  ap- 
plauded. On  this  scale  we  acquit  Andre ;  while 
we  could  not  but  condemn  him,  if  we  were  to  ex- 
amine his  conduct  by  the  sober  rules  of  philosophy 
and  moral  rectitude.  It  is,  however,  a  blemish  on 
his  fame,  that  he  once  intended  to  prostitute  a 
flag :  about  this,  a  man  of  nice  honour  ought  to 
have  had  a  scruple ;  but  the  temptation  was  great; 
let  his  misfortunes*  cast  a  veil  over  his  error. 

Several  letters  from  Sur  Henry  Clinton  and 
others  were  received  in  the  course  of  the  afiair, 
feebly  attempting  to  prove,  that  Andre  came  out 
under  the  protection  of  a  flag,  with  a  passport 
from  a  general  ofliccr  in  actual  service ;  and  con- 
sequently could  not  be  justly  detained.  Clinton 
sent  a  deputation,  composed  of  Licutcnant-Gene- 
ral  Robinson,  Mr.  Elliot,  and  Mr.  William  Smith, 
to  represent,  as  he  said,  the  true  state  of  Major 
Andre's  case.  General  Greene  met  Robinson, 
and  had  a  conversation  with  him ;  in  which  he 
reiterated  the  pretence  of  a  flag;  urged  Andre's 
release  as  a  personal  favour  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton ; 
and  offered  any  friend  of  ours,  in  their  power,  in 
exchange.  Nothing  could  have  been  more  frivo- 
lous than  the  plea  which  was  used.  The  fact 
was,  that  besides  the  time,  manner,  object  of  the 
interview,  change  of  dress,  and  other  circumstances, 
there  was  not  a  single  formality  customaxy  with 
flags ;  and  the  passport  was  not  to  Major  Andre, 
but  to  Mr.  Anderson.  But  had  there  been,  on 
the  contrary,  all  the  formalities,  it  would  be  an 
abuse  of  language  to  say,  that  the  sanction  of  a 
flag  for  corrupting  an  officer  to  betray  his  trust 
ought  to  be  respected.  So  unjustifiable  a  purpose 
would  not  only  destroy  its  validity,  but  make  it  an 
aggravation.  Andre,  himself  has  answered  the 
argument,  by  ridiculing  and  exploding  the  idea, 
in  his  examination  before  the  Board  of  Officers. 
It  was  a  weakness  to  urge  it. 

There  was,  in  truth,  no  way  of  saving  him. 
Arnold,  or  he,  must  have  been  the  victim:  the 
former  was  out  of  our  power. 

It  was  by  some  suspected,  Arnold  had  taken 
his  measures  in  such  a  manner,  that  if  the  inter- 
view had  been  discovered  in  the  act,  it  might 


have  been  in  his  power  to  sacrifice  Andre  to  hit 
own  security.  This  surmise  of  double  treacheiy 
made  them  iinagine  Clinton  might  be  induced  to 
give  up  Arnold  for'Andre ;  and  a  gentleman  took 
occasion  to  suggest  this  expedient  to  the  latter,  as 
a  thing  that  might  be  proposed  by  him.  He  de- 
clined iL  The  moment  he  had  been  capable  of 
so  much  frailty,  I  should  have  ceased  to  esteem 
him. 

The  infamy  of  Arnold's  conduct  previous  to  his 
desertion,  is  only  equalled  by  his  baseness  since. 
Beside  the  folly  of  writing  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton, 
assuring  him  that  Andre  had  acted  under  a  pass- 
port from  him,  and  according  to  his  directions 
while  commanding  officer  at  a  pdst;  and  that, 
therefore,  he  did  not  doubt,  he  would  be  imme- 
diately sent  in ;  he  had  the  effrontery  to  write  to 
General  Washington  in  the  same  spirit ;  with  the 
addition  of  a  menace  of  retaliation,  if  the  sentence 
should  be  carried  into  execution.  He  has  since 
acted  the  farce  of  sending  in  his  resignation.  ... 

To  his  conduct,  that  of  the  captors  of  Andre 
forms  a  striking  contrast  He  tempted  them  with 
the  ofier  of  his  watch,  his  horse,  and  any  sum  of 
money  they  should  name.  They  rejected  his 
of&rs  with  indignation :  and  the  gold  that  conld 
seduce  a  man  high  in  the  esteem  and  confidence 
of  his  country,  who  had  the  remembrance  of  past 
exploits,  the  motives  of  present  reputation  and  * 
future  glory,  to  prop  his  integrity,  had  no  charms 
for  three  simple  peasants,  leaning  only  on  their 
virtue  and  an  hdnest  sense  of  their  du^.  While 
Arnold  b  handed  down,  with  execration,  to  fiitnre 
times,  posterity  will  repeat,  with  reverence,  the 
names  of  Van  Wart,  Paulding,  and  Williams ! 

I  congratulate  you,  my  friend,  on  our  happy 
escape  from  the  mischiefs  with  which  this  treason 
was  big.  It  is  a  new  comment  on  the  value  of 
an  honest  man,  and,  if  it  were  possible,  would 
endear  you  to  me  more  than  ever. 


EFFECTS   OF  A  DISSOLUTION   OF 
THE  UNION. 

FHOM  THK    nDBRALZST. 


AssvMixo  it,  therefore,  as  an  established  tnrdi, 
that,  in  cases  of  disunion,  the  several  states,  or 
such  combinations  of  them  as  might  happen  to  be 
formed  out  of  the  wreck  of  the  general  confederacy, 
would  be  subject  to  those  vicissitudes  of  peace  and 
war,  of  friendship  and  enmity  with  each  other, 
which  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  all  other  nations 
not  united  under  one  government,  let  us  enter  into 
a  concise  detail  of  some  of  the  consequences  that 
would  attend  such  a  situation. 

War  between  the  states,  in  the  first  periods  of  their 
separate  exi8tence,would  be  accompanied  with  much 
greater  distresses  than  it  commonly  is  in  thoso  coun- 
tries where  regular  military  establishments  have  long 
obtained.  The  diaciplined  armies  always  kept  on 
foot  on  the  continent  of  Europe,  though  they  bear 
a  malignant  aspect  to  liber^  and  economy,  have, 
notwithstanding,  been  productive  of  the  aingubr 
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■dTtntage  of  rendering  sudden  conquests  imprac- 
ticable, and  of  preventing  that  rapid  desolation 
which  used  to  mark  the  progress  of  war  prior  to 
their  introduction.  The  art  of  fortification  has 
contributed  to  the  same  ends.  The  nations  of 
Europe  are  encircled  with  the  chains  of  fortified 
places,  which  mutually  obstruct  invasion.  Cam- 
paigns ftv  wasted  in  reducing  two  or  three  fortified 
garrisons,  to  gain  admittance  into  an  enemy's 
coontiy.  Similar  impediments  occur  at  every 
step,  to  exhaust  the  strength  and  delay  the  pro- 
grcsB  of  an  invader.  Formerly,  an  invading  army 
would  penetrate  into  the  heart  of  a  neighbouring 
couQtry  almost  as  soon  as  intelligence  of  its  ap- 
proach could  be  received;  but  now,  a  compara- 
tively small  force  of  disciplined  troops,  acting  on 
the  defensive,  with  the  aid  of  posts,  is  able  to  im- 
pede, and  finally  to  firustrate,  Uie  purposes  of  one 
much  more  considerable.  The  history  of  war  in 
that  quarter  of  the  globe  is  no  longer  a  bistoTy  of 
nations  subdued,  and  empires  overturned ;  but  of 
towns  taken  and  retaken,  of  battles  that  decide 
nothing,  of  retreats  more  beneficial  than  victories, 
of  much  efibrt  and  little  acquisition. 

In  thii  country  the  scene  would  be  altogether 
rereriedk  The  jealousy  of  military  establishments 
would  postpone  them  as  long  as  possible.  The 
want  of  fortifications,  leaving  the  frontier  of  one 
itate  open  to  another,  would  facilitate  inroads. 
The  populous  states  would  with  little  difficulty 
overran  their  less  populous  neighbours.  Con- 
qaests  would  be  as  easy  to  be  made  as  difficult  to 
be  retained.  War,  therefore,  would  be  desultory 
and  predatory.  Plunder  and  devastation  ever  march 
in  the  train  of  irregulars.  The  calamities  of  indi- 
viduals would  ever  make  the  principal  figure  in 
events,  and  would  characterize  our  exploits. 

This  picture  is  not  too  highly  wrought;  though 
I  confess  it  would  not  long  remain  a  just  one. 
Safety  from  external  danger  is  the  most  powerful 
director  of  national  conduct  Even  the  ardent 
love  of  liberty  will,  after  a  time,  give  way  to  its 
dictates.  The  violent  destruction  of  life  and  pro- 
perty incident  to  war,  the  continual  eflfort  and 
slarm  attendant  on  a  state  of  continual  danger, 
will  compel  nations  the  most  attached  to  liberty  to 
nsort  for  repose  and  security  to  institutions  which 
have  a  tendency  to  destroy  their  civil  and  political 
ri^ts.  To  be  more  safe,  they  at  length  become 
willing  to  run  the  risk  of  being  less  free.  The 
institutions  chiefiy  alluded  to  are  STAHni^ro  an- 
3iiE!«,  and  the  corresponding  appendages  of  military 
otabUahments.  Standing  armies,  it  is  said,  are 
not  provided  against  in  die  new  constitution ;  and 
it  ig  tlu»nc€  inferred  that  they  would  exist  under 
it  This  inference,  from  the  very  form  of  the  pro- 
position, is,  at  best,  problematical  and  uncertain, 
fiot  standing  armies,  it  may  be  replied,  must  in- 
^tably  result  from  a  dissolution  of  the  confede- 
iMy.  Frequent  war  and  constant  apprehension, 
which  require  a  state  of  as  constant  preparation, 
will  infallibly  produce  them.  The  weaker  states 
«  confederacies  would  first  have  recourse  to  them, 
lo  pat  thcn^lves  on  an  equality  with  their  more 
patent  nci^Mirs.  They  would  endeavour  to  sup- 


ply the  inferiority  of  population  and  resources  by  a 
more  regular  and  effective  system  of  defence— by  dis- 
ciplined troops,  and  by  fortifications.  They  would, 
at  the  same  time,  be  obliged  to  strengthen  the  exe- 
cutive arm  of  government ;  in  doing  which  Ihcir  con- 
stitutions would  acquire  a  progressive  direction  to- 
wards monarchy.  It  is  the  nature  of  war  to  increase 
the  executive  at  the  expense  of  the  legislative  author- 
ity. The  expedients  which  have  been  mentioned 
would  soon  give  the  states,  or  confederacies,  that 
made  use  of  them,  a  superiority  over  their  neigh- 
bours. Small  states,  or  states  of  less  natural 
strength,  under  vigorous  governments,  and  with 
the  assistance  of  disciplined  armies,  have  often 
triumphed  over  large  states,  or  states  of  greater 
natural  strength,  ^hich  have  been  destitute  of 
these  advantages.  Neither  the  pride  nor  the  safety 
of  the  important  states,  or  confederacies,  would 
permit  them  long  to  submit  to  this  mortifying  and 
adventitious  supcriori^.  They  would  quickly  re- 
sort to  means  similar  to  those  by  which  it  had 
been  effected,  to  reinstate  themselves  in  their  lost 
pre-eminence.  Thus  we  should,  in  a  littie  time, 
see  dirtablished  in  every  part  of  this  country  the 
same  engines  of  despotism  which  have  been  the 
scourge  of  the  old  world.  This,  at  least,  would 
be  the  natural  course  of  things ;  and  our  reason- 
ings will  be  likely  to  be  just,  in  proportion  as  they 
are  accommodated  to  this  standard.  These  are 
not  vague  inferences,  deduced  firom  speculative 
defects  in  a  constitution,  the  whole  power  of  which 
is  lodged  in  the  hands  of  the  people,  or  their  repre- 
sentatives and  delegates;  they  are  solid  conclu- 
sions, drawn  from  the  natural  and  necessary  pro- 
gress of  human  affairs 

If  we  are  wise  enough  to  preserve  the  union, 
we  may  for  ages  enjoy  an  advantage  similar  to 
that  of  an  insulated  situation.  Europe  is  at  a 
great  distance  from  us.  Her  colonies  in  our  vici- 
nity will  be  likely  to  continue  too  much  dispro- 
portioned  in  strength  to  be  able  to  give  us  any 
dangerous  annoyance.  Extensive  military  esta- 
blishments cannot,  in  this  position,  be  necessary 
to  our  security.  But,  if  we  should  be  disunited, 
and  the  integral  parts  should  either  remain  sepa- 
rated, or,  which  is  most  probable,  should  be  thrown 
together  into  two  or  three  confederacies,  we  should 
be,  in  a  short  course  of  time,  in  the  predicament  of 
the  continental  powers  of  Europe.  Our  liberties 
would  be  a  prey  to  the  means  of  defending  ourselves 
against  the  ambition  and  jcalou:?^  of  each  other. 

This  is  an  idea  not  superficial  or  futile,  but  solid 
and  weighty.  It  deserves  the  most  serious  and  ma- 
ture consideration  of  every  prudent  and  honest  man 
of  whatever  par^.  If  such  men  will  make  a  firm 
and  solenm  pause,  and  meditate  dispasidonately  on 
its  importance ;  i)*  they  will  contemplate  it  in  all  its 
attitudes,  and  trace  it  to  all  its  consequences,  they 
will  not  hesitate  to  part  with  trivial  objections  to  a 
constitution,  the  rejection  of  which  would,  in  all 
probability,  put  a  final  period  to  the  union.  The 
airy  phantoms  that  now  flit  before  the  distempered 
imaginations  of  some  of  its  adversaries,  would  then 
quickly  give  place  to  more  substantial  prospects  of 
dangers,  real,  certain,  and  extremely  formidable. 
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F18HCR  Ames  was  regarded  by  many  of 
his  contemporaries  as  one  of  the  greatest  men 
who  had  lived  in  this  country.  He  was  the 
leader  of  the  federal  party  in  the  House  of 
Representatives  during  the  administration  of 
.  Washington,  and  was  applauded  for  his  elo- 
quence and  learning,  the  solidity  of  his  judg- 
ment, and  the  unsullied  purity  of  his  public 
and  private  conduct 

He  was  bom  in  Dedham,  Massachusetts, 
on  the  ninth  of  April,  1758 ;  entered  Harvard 
College  when  twelve  years  of  age;  took  his 
degree  at  sixteen;  and  in  1781  commenced 
the  practice  of  the  law,  having  studied  bis 
profession  in  the  office  of  William  Tudor. 

The  ability  be  had  manifested  in  occasional 
public  speeches,  and  in  various  political  con- 
tributions to  the  gazettes,  in  1788  procured 
him  an  election  td  the  Massachusetts  con- 
vention for  ratifying  the  federal  constitution ; 
he  was  soon  after  made  a  member  of  the  state 
legislature ;  and  the  people  of  Boston  chose 
him  to  be  their  first  representative  in  the 
Congress  of  the  United  States. 

His  most  celebrated  speech  in  this  body 
was  delivered  on  the  twenty-ninth  of  April, 
1796,  in  support  of  the  Treaty  with  Great 
Britain,  which  a  considerable  party  was  anx- 
ious to  repudiate,  although  it  had  been  ap- 
proved by  the  executive.  He  was  so  feeble, 
from  a  severe  and  protracted  illness,  when  he 
arose,  that  it  seemed  doubtful  whether  he  would 
be  able  to  do  more  than  enter  a  protest  against 
the  proposed  violation  of  public  faith ;  but  as 
he  proceeded  he  acquired  a  factitious  strength 
from  his  enthusiasm,  and  when  he  sat  down, 
with  an  allusion  to  his  "  slender  and  almost 
broken  hold  upon  life,'*  the  effect  which  had 
been  produced  was  so  gpreat  that  a  postpone- 
ment of  the  consideration  of  the  subject  was 
moved  on  the  part  of  the  opposition,  lest  the 
House  should  act  under  the  influence  of  feel- 
ings which  would  be  condemned  by  their 
judgment.  This  and  his  speech  on  Mr.  Ma- 
dison's resolutions,  are  the  only  ones  of  which 
we  have  reports,  though  he  was  not  an  unfre- 
quent  debater. 
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Afler  a  service  of  eight  years  in  Congress, 
on  the  retirement  of  Washington  he  also 
quitted  public  life.  He  resided  on  his  (arm 
in  Dedham,  occasionally  appearing  in  the 
courts,  and  devoting  his  leisure  to  correspond- 
ence, and  the  composition  of  political  es- 
says, which,  though  published  anonymously, 
had  a  powerful  influence  upon  public  opinion. 
In  1804  he  was  elected  president  of  Harvard 
College,  but  on  account  of  ill  health  declined 
the  office.  His  debility  continued  gradually 
to  increase  until  the  fourth  of  July,  1808,  when 
he  died. 

A  selection  from  the  speeches  essays  and 
lettere  of  Mr.  Ames,  with  a  memoir  by  his 
friend  the  Rev.  Dr.  Kirkland,  was  published 
in  1809.  His  reputation  has  since  that  time 
very  much  decayed,  chiefly  because  the  sub- 
jects upon  which  he  wrote  were  of  temporary 
interest  or  are  seen  differently  in  the  light  of 
subsequent  experience.  He  regarded  the 
**  rabble  of  great  cities  as  the  standing  army 
of  ambition."  He  was  fearful  of  the  influ- 
ence of  popular  impulses  upon  public  affairs ; 
**  the  turnpike  road  of  history,"  he  said,  *^  is 
white  with  the  tombstones  of  republics^ 
which  they  have  controlled.  In  France  be 
saw  liberty  *'  stripped  of  its  bloody  garments 
to  disguise  its  robbers ;"  and  with  intense  at- 
tention and  alarm  watched  the  progress  in 
this  country  of  what  were  called  French 
opinions.  Foreseeing  the  downfall  of  the  Fe- 
deral party,  he  feared  that  the  nation  would 
be  engulfed  in  its  ruins.  A  more  hopeful 
spirit  would  have  made  him  a  happier  man, 
though  perhaps  not  a  more  useful  citizen. 

The  most  striking  quality  in  the  writings 
of  Ames  is  tkeir  perfect  feariessness.  He 
disdained  to  flatter  the  mob.  An  ultra-demo- 
cracy he  deemed  little  better  than  a  hell,  aud 
dared  to  say  so.  Plain  speakere  are  the  salt 
of  a  republic.  His  speeches  were  deficient 
in  method.  They  were  desultory,  full  of  ex- 
amples drawn  from  history,  classical  allusion, 
and  learned  reflection,  and  every  thing  helped 
on  his  argument  and  deepened  his  impression. 
His  lettere  and  essays  have  the  same  quali- 
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ties.  His  works  are  perhaps  overloaded  with 
imagery,  but  it  is  so  chaste  as  to  be  always 
pleasing,  and  its  profusion  never  obscures  his 
meaning.    There  is  great  Taiiety  in  his  pe- 


riods, and  his  language  is  always  remarkably 
pure.  All  his  writings  are  marked  in  an 
eminent  degree  with  his  individual  charac- 
teristics. 
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THE  OBLIGATION  OF  TREATIES. 
rmoM  A.  sraaca  oir  thx  bbit«h  thsatt. 


Wru.  any  man  affirm,  the  American  nation  is 
en^Bi^  by  good  fiuth  to  the  Britiah  nation ;  but 
that  engagement  is  nothing  to  this  house  t  Such 
a  man  b  sot  to  be  reasoned  with.  Such  a  doc- 
trine is  a  coat  of  mail,  that  would  turn  the  edge 
of  all  the  weapons  of  argument,  if  they  were 
diarper  than  a  sword.  Will  it  be  imagined  the 
khu;  of  Great  Britain  and  the  president  are  mu- 
tnaily  bound  bj  the  treaty ;  but  the  two  nations 
are  free  ?  .... 

This,  sir,  is  a  cause  that  would  be  disho- 
noured and  betrayed,  if  I  contented  myself  with 
appealing  only  to  the  understanding.  It  is  too 
cold,  an^  its  processes  are  too  slow  for  the  oo- 
ca«on.  I  desire  to  thank  Grod,  that,  since  he 
has  given  me  an  intellect  so  fallible,  he  has  im- 
^cssed  upon  me  an  instinct  that  is  sure.  On  a 
qoeiftion  of  shame  and  honour,  reasoning  is  some- 
tunes  useless,  and  worse.  I  feel  the  decision  in 
mj  poise :  if  it  throws  no  light  upon  the  brain,  it 
kindles  a  fire  at  the  heart 

It  is  not  easy  to  deny,  it  is  impossible  to  doubt, 
that  a  treaty  imposes  an  obligation  on  the  Ame- 
rican nation.  It  would  be  childish  to  consider  the 
president  and  senate  obliged,  and  the  nation  and 
houae  free.  What  is  the  obligation?  perfect  or 
imperfect  ?  If  perfect,  the  debate  is  brought  to  a 
conclusion.  If  imperfect,  how  large  a  part  of  our 
bith  is  pawned  !  Is  half  our  honour  put  at  risk, 
and  is  that  half  too  cheap  to  be  redeemed  ?  How 
long  has  this  hairnsplitting  subdivision  of  good  faith 
been  discovered,  and  why  has  it  escaped  the  re- 
searches of  the  writers  on  the  law  of  nations  1 
Shall  we  add  a  new  chapter  to  that  law  ;  or  insert 
this  doctrine  as  a  supplement  to,  or  more  properly 
a  repeal  of  the  ten  commandments  1 . . . . 

On  every  hypothesis,  the  conclusion  is  not  to  be 
Rsiaied :  we  are  either  to  execute  this  treaty,  or 
break  our  &ith. 

To  expatiate  on  the  value  of  public  &ith  may 
with  some  men  for  declamation:  to  such 
I  have  nothing  to  say.  To  others  I  will  urge, 
can  any  circumstance  mark  upon  a  people  more 
tvrpitiKie  and  debasement  1  Can  any  tldng  tend 
Bfeore  to  make  men  think  themselves  mean,  or  de- 
grade to  a  lower  point  their  estimation  of  virtue 
and  their  standard  of  action  ?  It  would  not  mere- 
ly demoralize  mankind ;  it  tends  to  break  all  the 
ligaments  of  society,  to  dissolve  that  mysterious 
charm  which  attracts  individuals  to  the  nation, 
and  to  inspire  in  its  stead  a  repulsive  sense  of 
iliaine  and  disgust 

What  b  jatriotism  1  Is  it  a  narrow  affection 
for  the  spdibihint  a  man  was  bom  1     Are  the 
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very  clods  where  we  tread  entitled  to  this  ardent 
preference,  because  they  are  greener  1  No,  sir, 
this  is  not  the  character  of  the  virtue,  and  it  soars 
higher  for  its  object  It  is  an  extended  self-love, 
mingling  with  all  the  enjoyments  of  life,  and 
twisting  itself  with  the  minutest  filaments  of  the 
heart  It  is  thus  we  obey  the  laws  of  society, 
because  they  are  the  laws  of  virtue.  In  their 
authority  we  see,  not  the  array  of  force  and 
terror,  but  the  venerable  image  of  our  country's 
honour.  Every  good  citizen  makes  that  honour 
his  own,  and  cherishes  it  not  only  as  precious, 
but  as  sacred.  He  is  willing  to  risk  his  life  in  its 
defence;  and  is  conscious  that  he  gains  protec- 
tion, while  he  gives  it  For  what  rights  of  a  citi- 
zen will  be  deemed  inviolahle,  when  a  state  re- 
nounces the  principles  that  constitute  their  secu- 
rity 1  Or,  if  his  life  should  not  be  invaded,  what 
would  its  enjoyments  be  in  a  country  odious  in 
the  eyes  of  strangers,  and  dishonouied  in  his  own  ? 
Could  he  look  vrith  affection  and  veneration  to 
such  a  country  as  his  parent  1  The  sense  of  hav- 
ing one  would  die  within  him ;  he  would  blush 
for  his  patrioti^tm,  if  he  retained  any,  and  justly, 
for  it  would  be  a  vice :  he  would  be  a  banished 
man  in  his  native  land. 

I  see  no  exception  to  the  respect  that  is  paid 
among  nations  to  the  law  of  good  faith.  If  there 
are  cases  in  this  enlightened  period  when  it  is 
riolated,  there  are  none  when  it  is  decried.  It 
is  the  philosophy  of  politics,  the  religion  of 
governments.  It  is  observed  by  barbarians:  a 
whifT  of  tobacco  smoke,  or  a  string  of  beads, 
gives  not  merely  binding  force,  but  sanctity  to 
treaties.  Even  in  Algiers,  a  truce  may  be  bought 
for  money  ;  but,  when  ratified,  even  Algiers  is  too 
wise  or  too  just  to  disown  and  annul  its  obliga- 
tion. Thus  we  see,  neither  the  ignorance  of  sa- 
vages, nor  the  principles  of  an  association  for 
privacy  and  rapine,  permit  a  nation  to  despise  its 
engagements.  If,  sir,  there  could  be  a  resurrec- 
tion fi'om  the  foot  of  the  gallows,  if  the  rictims  of 
justice  could  live  again,  collect  together  and  form  a 
society,  they  would,  however  loath,  soon  find  them- 
selves obliged  to  make  justice,  that  justice  under 
which  they  fell,  the  fundamental  law  of  their  state. 
They  would  perceive  it  was  their  interest  to  make 
othera  respect,  and  they  would  therefore  soon  pay 
some  respect  themselves  to  the  obligations  of  good 
faith. 

It  is  painful,  I  hope  it  is  superfluous,  to  make 
even  the  supposition,  that  America  should  furnish 
the  occasion  of  this  opprobrium.  No,  let  me 
not  even  imagine,  that  a  republican  government, 
sprung,  as  our  own  is,  firom  a  people  enlightened 
and  uncorrupted,  a  government  whose  origin  is 
right,  and  whose  daily  discipline  is  duty,  can,  upon 

I 


.  A 


96 


FISHER    AMES. 


solemn  debate,  make  its  option  to  1ie  fiuthleti ;  can 
dare  to  act  what  despots  dare  not  avow,  what  our 
own  example  evinces  the  states  of  Barbary  are 
unsuspected  oil  No,  let  me  nuher  make  the  snppo* 
sition,  that  Great  Br^in  refuses  to  execute  the 
treaty,  after  we  have  done  everything  to  carry  it 
into  efiecL  Is  there  any  language  of  reproach 
pungent  enough  to  express  your  commentary  on 
the  fiu:t  1  What  would  you  say,  or,  rather,  what 
would  you  not  say  1  Would  you  not  tell  them, 
wherever  an  Englishman  might  travel,  shame 
would  stick  to  him :  he  would  disown  his  coun- 
try. You  would  exclaim,  England,  proud  of  your 
wealth,  and  arrogant  in  the  possession  of  power, 
blush  for  these  distinctions,  which  become  the  ve- 
hicles of  your  dishonour.  Such  a  nation  might 
truly  say  to  corruption,  thou  art  my  father,  and  to 
the  worm,  thou  art  my  mother  and  my  sister.  We 
should  say  of  such  a  race  of  men,  their  name  is  a 
heavier  burden  than  theur  debt 

I  can  scarcely  persuade  myself  to  believe,  that 
the  consideration  I  have  suggested  requires  the 
aid  of  any  auxiliary ;  but,  unfortunately,  auxiliary 
arguments  are  at  hand. .... 

The  refusal  of  the  posts — inevitable  if  we  re- 
ject the  treaty* — is  a  measure  too  decisive  in  its 
nature  to  be  neutral  in  its  consequences.  From 
great  causes  we  are  to  look  for  great  efibcts. .... 
Will  the  tendency  to  Indian  hostilities  be  contested 
by  any  one  1  Experience  gives  the  answer.  The 
frontiers  were  scourged  with  war,  until  the  nego- 
tiation with  Great  Britain  was  far  advanced ;  and 
then  the  state  of  hostility  ceased.  Perhaps  the 
public  agents  of  both  nations  are  innocent  of  fo- 
menting the  Indian  war,  and  perhaps  they  are  not 
We  ought  not,  however,  to  expect  that  neighbour- 
ing nations,  highly  irritated  against  each  other, 
will  neglect  the  friendship  of  the  savages.  The 
traders  will  gain  an  uifluence,  and  will  abuse  it; 
and  who  is  ignorant  that  their  passions  are  easily 
raised  and  hardly  restrained  from  violence  1  Their 
situation  will  oblige  them  to  choose  between  this 
country  and  Great  Britain,  in  case  the  treaty 
should  be  rejected :  they  will  not  be  our  friends, 
and  at  the  same  time  the  friends  of  our  enemies. .... 

If  any,  against  all  these  proofs,  should  main- 
tain, that  the  peace  with  the  Indians  will  be  stable 
without  the  posts,  to  them  I  will  urge  another  re- 
ply. From  arguments  calculated  to  procure  con- 
viction, I  will  appeal  directly  to  the  hearts  of  those 
who  hear  me,  and  ask  whether  it  is  not  already 
planted  there  t  I  resort  especially  to  the  convic- 
tions of  the  Western  gentlemen,  whether,  sup- 
poidng  no  posts  and  no  treaty,  the  settlers  will  re- 
main in  security  ?  Can  they  take  it  upon  them 
to  say,  that  an  Indian  peace,  under  these  circum- 
stances, will  prove  firm  1  No,  sir,  it  will  not  be 
peace,  but  a  sword ;  it  will  be  no  better  than  a  lure 
to  draw  victims  within  the  reach  of  the  tomahawk. 

On  this  theme,  my  emotions  are  unutterable. 
If  I  could  find  words  for  them,  if  my  powers  bore 

*  By  the  treaty,  certain  wetitem  posts,  necessary  to 
the  protection  of  the  frontier,  were  to  be  surrendered 
by  the  BrlliBh.^  Editor. 


any  proportion  to  my  zeal,  I  would  swell  my  voice 
to  such  a  note  of  remonstrance,  it  should  reach 
every  log  house  beyond  the  mountains.  I  would 
say  to  the  inhabitants,  wake  from  your  false  secu- 
rity :  your  cruel  dangers,  your  more  cruel  appre- 
hensions are  soon  to  be  renewed:  the  wounds, 
yet  unhealed,  are  to  be  torn  open  again ;  in  the 
day  time,  your  path  through  the  woods  will  be 
ambushed ;  the  darkness  of  midnight  will  glitter  with 
the  blaze  of  your  dwellings.  You  are  a  father — 
the  blood  of  your  sons  shall  fatten  your  corn-field  : 
you  are  a  mother — the  warhoop  shall  wake  the 
sleep  of  the  cradle. 

On  this  subject  you  need  not  suspect  any  de- 
ception on  your  feelings :  it  is  a  spectacle  of  hor- 
ror, which  cannot  be  overdrawn.  If  you  have  na- 
ture in  your  hearts,  they  will  speak  a  language, 
compared  with  which  all  I  have  said  or  can  say 
will  be  poor  and  frigid 

Will  any  one  deny,  that  we  are  bound,  and  I 
would  hope  to  good  purpose,  by  the  most  solemn 
sanctions  of  duty  for  the  vote  we  give  ?  Are  des- 
pots alone  to  be  reproached  for  unfeeling  indiffer- 
ence to  the  tears  and  blood  of  their  subjects  ?  Are 
republicans  unresponsible  1  Have  the  principles, 
on  which  you  ground  the  reproach  upon  cabinets 
and  kings,  no  practical  influence,  no  binding  force  1 
Are  they  merely  themes  of  idle  declamation,  in- 
troduced to  decorate  the  morality  of  a  newspaper 
essay,  or  to  furnish  pretty  topics  of  harangue  from 
the  windows  of  that  state-house  1  I  trust  it  is 
neither  too  presumptuous  nor  too  late  to  ask :  Can 
you  put  the  dearest  interest  of  society  at  risk,  with- 
out guilt,  and  without  remorse  1 . . . . 

There  is  no  mistake  in  this  case  :  there  can  be 
none :  experience  has  already  been  the  prophet  of 
events,  and  the  cries  of  our  fiiture  victims  have  al- 
ready reached  us.  The  western  inhabitants  are 
not  a  silent  and  uncomplaining  secrifice.  The 
voice  of  humanity  issues  from  the  shade  of  the 
wilderness :  it  exclaims,  that,  while  one  hand  is 
held  up  to  reject  this  treaty,  the  other  grasps  a  to- 
mahawk. It  sunmions  our  imagination  to  the 
scenes  that  will  open.  It  is  no  great  effort  of  the 
imagination  to  concehre  that  events  so  near  are  al- 
ready begun.  I  can  fancy  that  I  listen  to  the  yells 
of  savage  vengeance  and  the  shrieks  of  torture : 
already  they  seem  to  sigh  in  the  western  wind : 
already  they  mingle  with  every  echo  from  the 
moimtains. .... 

Let  me  cheer  the  mind,  weary  and  ready  to  de- 
spond on  this  prospect,  by  presenting  another 
which  it  is  yet  in  our  power  to  realize.  Is  it  pos- 
sible for  a  real  American  to  look  at  the  prosperity 
of  this  country,  without  some  desire  for  its  con- 
tinuance, without  some  respect  for  the  measures 
which  many  will  say  produced,  and  all  will  con- 
fess have  preserved  itt  Will  he  not  feel  some 
dread,  that  a  change  of  system  will  reverse  the 
scene  t  The  well  grounded  fears  of  our  citizens, 
in  1794,  were  removed  by  the  treaty,  but  are  not 
forgotten.  Then  they  deemed  war  nearly  in- 
evitable, and  would  not  this  adjustment  have  been 
considered  at  that  day  as  a  happy  escape  from  the 
caUmity  ?     The  great  interest  and  the  general  do- 


FISHER   AMES. 


■re  of  oar  people  was  to  enjoy  the  ackantagee  of 
neutnKtj.  This  ixutnunent,  however  minrepre- 
fented,  aSbrdfl  America  that  inestimable  security. 
The  causes  of  our  disputes  are  either  cut  up  by 
the  roots,  or  referred  to  a  naw  negotiation,  after 
the  end  of  the  European  war.  This  was  gaining 
eteiy  thing,  because  it  confirmed  our  neutrality, 
bj  which  our  citizens  are  gaining  every  thing. 
Thii  alone  would  justify  the  engagements  of  the 
goremmenL  For,  when  the  fieiy  vapours  of  the 
war  lowered  in  the  skirts  of  our  horizon,  all  our 
wishes  were  concentrated  in  this  one,  that  we 
might  escape  the  desolation  of  the  storm.  This 
tn9tjf  like  a  rainbow  on  the  edge  of  the  cloud, 
marked  to  our  eyes  the  space  where  it  was  raging, 
and  afTorded  at  the  same  time  the  sure  prognostic 
of  fiur  weather.  If  we  reject  it,  the  vivid  colours 
will  grow  pale,  it  will  be  a  balefol  meteor  portend- 
ing tempest  and  war. .... 

I  rose  to  speak  under  impressions  that  I  would 
have  resisted  if  I  could.  Those  who  see  me  will 
believe,  that  the  reduced  state  of  my  health  has 
onfitted  me,  almost  equally,  for  much  exertion  of 
body  or  mind.  Unprepared  for  debate  by  careful 
redection  in  my  retirement,  or  by  long  attention 
'  here,  I  thought  the  resolution  I  had  taken,  to  sit 
aient,  was  imposed  by  necessity,  and  would  cost 
me  DO  effort  to  maintain.  WiUi  a  mind  thus  va- 
cant of  ideas,  and  sinking,  as  I  really  am,  under  a 
■enie  of  weakness,  I  imagined  the  very  desire  of 
■peaking  was  extinguished  by  the  persuasion  that 
I  had  nothing  to  say.  Yet  when  I  come  to  the 
moment  of  deciding  the  vote,  I  start  back  with 
dread  from  the  edge  of  the  pit  into  which  we  are 
plunging.  In  my  view,  even  the  minutes  I  have 
ipentin  expostulation  have  their  value,  because 
they  protract  the  crisis,  and  the  short  period  in 
which  alone  we  may  resolve  to  escape  it. 

I  have  Uius  been  led  by  my  feelings  to  speak 
more  at  length  than  I  had  intended.  Yet  I  have 
perhaps  as  little  personal  interest  in  the  event  as 
•nj  one  here.  There  is,  I  believe,  no  member, 
who  will  not  think  his  chance  to  be  a  witness  of 
the  consequences  greater  than  mine.  If,  however, 
the  vote  should  pass  to  reject,  and  a  spirit  should 
rise,  as  it  will,  with  the  public  disorders  to  make 
"confoBon  worse  confounded,"  even  I,  slender 
•od  almost  broken  as  my  hold  upon  life  is,  may 
oatlire  the  government  and  constitution  of  my 
coontry. 


INTELLECT  IN  A  DEMOCRACY. 

tWam  AJt  SBBAT  OK  AMtMlCxn  LTTSHATURE. 


LrriLLXcTUAi.  superiority  is  so  far  from  con- 
ciliating confidence,  that  it  is  the  very  spirit  of  a 
<lemocracy,  as  in  France,  to  proscribe  the  aristo- 
cracy of  talents.  To  be  the  fiivourite  of  an  igno- 
nnl  multitude,  a  man  must  descend  to  their  level ; 
be  must  desire  what  they  desire,  and  detest  all 
thej  do  not  approve :  he  must  yield  to  their  pre- 
jodicea,  and  substitute  them  for  principles.  In- 
stead of  enlightening  their  errors,  he  must  adopt 
them;  he  nm^  furnish  the  sophistry  that  will  pro- 
pagate and  defend  them. 


FREEDOM  OF  THE  PRESS  AND 
LIBERTY. 
axvuEW  ow  THS  panwrr  stats  ov  tbx  britoh 

OOWSTITUnOII. 


Wi  are,  heart  and  soul,  friends  to  the  fireedom 
of  the  press.  It  is  however,  the  prostituted  com- 
panion of  liberty,  and  somehow  or  other,  we  know 
not  how,  its  efficient  auxiliary.  It  follows  the 
substance  like  its  shade  ;  but  while  a  man  walks 
erect,  he  may  observe,  that  his  shadow  is  almost 
always  in  the  dirt  It  corrupts,  it  deceives,  it  in- 
flames. It  strips  virtue  of  her  honours,  and  lends 
to  faction  its  wildfire  and  its  poisoned  arms,  and 
in  the  end  is  its  own  enemy  and  the  usurper's  ally. 
It  would  be  easy  to  enlarge  on  its  evils.  They 
are  in  England,  they  are  here,  they  are  every- 
where. It  is  a  precious  pest  and  a  necessary  mis- 
chief and  there  would  be  no  liberty  without  it 


LIBERTY  NOT  SECURED  BY  THE 
DEATH  OF  TYRANTS. 


nunc  An 


T  ON  THS  CHAKACTKB  OF  BBmS. 


It  is  not  by  destroying  tyrants,  that  we  are  to 
extinguish  tyranny :  nature  is  not  thus  to  be  ex- 
hausted of  her  power  to  produce  them.  The  soil 
of  a  republic  sprouts  with  the  rankest  fertility :  it 
has  been  sown  with  dragon's  teeth.  To  lessen 
the  hopes  of  usurping  demagogues,  we  must  en- 
lighten, animate,  and  combine  the  spirit  of  fi-ee- 
men ;  we  must  fortify  and  guard  the  constitutional 
ramparts  about  liberty.  When  its  friends  become 
indolent  or  disheartened,  it  is  no  longer  of  any 
importance  how  long-lived  are  its  enemies :  they 
wiU  prove  immortal. 


GREAT  MEN  THE  GLORY  OF  THEIR 

COUNTRY. 

nunc  ▲  SXETCa  ov  THK  CHARACTSB  of  ALXXANDXa 

BAMILTOIf. 


Thi  most  substantial  glory  of  a  country  is  in 
its  virtuous  g^at  men :  its  prosperity  will  depend 
on  its  docility  to  learn  from  their  example.  That 
nation  is  fated  to  ignominy  and  servitude,  for 
which  such  men  have  lived  in  vain.  Power  may 
be  seized  by  a  nation,  that  is  yet  barbarous ;  and 
wealth  may  be  enjoyed  by  one,  that  it  finds,  or 
renders  sortiid :  the  one  is  the  gift  and  the  sport 
of  accident,  and  the  other  is  the  sport  of  power. 
Both  are  mutable,  and  have  passed  away  with- 
out leaving  behind  them  any  other  memorial 
than  ruins  that  offend  taste,  and  traditions  that 
baffle  conjecture.  But  the  glory  of  Greece  is 
imperishable,  or  will  last  as  long  as  leamijig 
itself  which  is  its  monument:  it  strikes  an 
everlasting  root,  and  leaves  pereimial  blossoms 
on  its  grave. 


ISIIOIR 


JOHN  QUINCY  ADAMS. 


CBom  1717.] 


CoLONiL  John  Qmifcr,  who  wns  born  in 
1687,  and  in  his  long  life  had  shared  largely 
in  the  civil  and  military  distinctions  of  the 
colonies,  was  dying,  on  Saturday  evening,  the 
eleventh  of  July,  1767,  when  word  was 
brought  that  a  great-grandson  was  bom  to 
him  in  the  house  of  John  Adams.  In  honour 
of  the  departed  veteran  that  part  of  the  town  of 
Braintree  in  which  he  resided  was  afterward 
called  Quincy,  and  the  boy  was  named  JoHif 
QuiNCT  Adams.  These  two  lives  have  extend- 
ed over  nearly  one  hundred  and  sixty  years. 

A  large  portion  of  the  youth  of  Mr.  Adams 
was  spent  in  travel,  in  the  company  of  bis 
eminent  father,  and  perhaps  no  statesman  was 
ever  in  all  respects  more  fortunate  in  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  education.  In  1778  and 
the  following  year  he  was  at  school  in  Paris, 
and  in  this  period  he  received  the  paternal  care 
of  Franklin,  who  was  a  joint  commissioner 
with  his  father  to  the  court  of  Versailles.  In 
1780  he  was  placed  in  the  public  school  of 
Amsterdam,  and  subsequently  in  the  Univer- 
sity of  Leyden.  In  July,  1781,  Francis  Dana, 
— father  of  our  admirable  author  of  that  name, 
and  afterward  chief  justice  of  Massachusetts, — 
was  appointed  minister  to  Russia ;  and  hav- 
ing accompanied  John  Adams  to  Holland,  and 
observed  the  abilities  and  accomplishments  of 
his  son,  then  but  fourteen  years  of  age,  he 
selected  him  to  be  his  private  secretary.  He 
remained  in  St.  Petersburgh  with  Mr.  Dana 
until  October,  1782,  and  passed  the  following 
winter  in  travelling  through  Sweden,  Den- 
mark, Hamburg  and  Bremen,  to  the  Hague, 
where  he  rejoined  his  father,  whom  he  accom- 
panied to  Paris,  where  he  was  present  at  the 
signing  of  the  definitive  treaty  of  peace,  and 
to  London,  where  he  listened  to  the  eloquence 
of  Burke,  Pitt,  Fox,  Sheridan,  and  the  other 
great  orators  then  in  Parliament.  In  his 
eighteenth  year  he  returned  to  the  United 
States  to  complete  his  education;  entered 
Harvard  University,  at  an  advanced  standing; 
and  in  1787  received  the  degree  of  Bachelor 
of  Arts. 
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When  Mr.  George  M.  Dallas,  soon  afler 
returning  from  his  mission  to  Russia,  was 
looking  over  the  manuscript  papers  of  his 
father,  in  Philadelphia,  he  discovered  a  paek-^ 
age  so  carefully  sealed  as  evidently  to  have 
been  deemed  of  some  consequence,  and  open- 
ing it  discovered  that  it  was  the  autograph 
copy  of  an  oration  on  banking  and  currency 
delivered  by  Mr.  Adams  on  the  day  of  his 
graduation.  It  had  been  listened  to  by  Dr. 
Belknap,  the  historian,  and  Mr.  Alexander  J. 
Dallas,  who  were  so  pleased  with  its  original 
and  profound  views  that  they  addressed  a  note 
to  the  young  author  requesting  a  copy  for  pub- 
lication. It  was  the  first  of  his  printed  writ- 
ings. 

Afler  leaving  Cambridge  Mr.  Adams  en- 
tered on  the  study  of  the  law  with  the  cele- 
brated Theopbilus  Parsons  at  Newbnryport, 
and  on  being  admitted  to  the  bar  removed 
to  Boston,  where  he  was  four  years  engaged 
in  the  business  of  his  profession,  and  in  the 
discussion  of  various  questions  of  politics 
through  the  gazettes.  Undenhe  signature  of 
Publicola  he  replied  to  the  first  part  of  Paine's 
Rights  of  Man,  and  under  that  of  Marcellus, 
anticipating  Washington's  proclamation  of 
neutrality,  urged  the  foreign  policy  which  was 
subsequently  adopted  by  the  first  administra- 
tion. In  the  same  period  he  also  published 
a  series  of  papers  vindicating  the  conduct  of 
the  president  in  regard  to  Genet,  the  French 
minister.  Thus  commended  by  his  writings, 
as  well  as  by  his  known  acquaintance  with 
international  law  and  with  our  foreign  rela- 
tions, he  was  selected  by  Washington  to  be 
the  American  minister  to  the  Netherlands; 
and  in  the  seven  years  from  1794  to  1801 
he  was  employed  in  diplomatic  services. 
One  of  the  last  official  acts  of  Washington 
was  to  appoint  him  minister  to  Portugal ;  bot 
while  on  his  way  to  Lisbon  his  destination 
was  changed  to  Berlin,  by  his  father,  who 
had  just  succeeded  to  the  presidency,  and  to 
whom  Washington  wrote  on  the  subject  that 
it  was  his  *'  decided  opinion  that  John  Quincy 


JOHN    QUINCY   ADAM8. 


1( 


Adams  was  the  most  Taludble  public  character 
we  had  abroad,**  and  that  there  was  no  doubt 
in  his  mind  that  he  would  **  prove  himself  to 
be  the  ablest  of  all  our  diplomatic  corps.** 

During  the  four  years  which  Mr.  Adams 
passed  in  Berlin  he  devoted  much  attention 
to  the  study  of  the  German  literature,  of  which 
he  became  an  enthusiastic  admirer.  **  At  this 
time,"  he  says,*  *'  Wieland  was  there  the 
most  popular  of  the  German  poets,  and  al- 
though there  was  in  his  genius  neither  the 
originality  nor  the  deep  pathos  of  Goethe,  or 
Klopstock,  or  Schiller,  there  was  something 
in  the  playfulness  of  his  imagination,  in  the 
tenderness  of  his  sensibility,  in  the  sunny 
cheerfulness  of  his  philosophy,  and  in  the 
harmony  of  his  versification,**  which  delighted 
him ;  and  he  made  a  complete  translation  of 
his  Oberon,  which  he  would  have  published, 
but  that  Mr.  Sotheby  got  the  start  of  him. 
Wieland  read  the  first  canto  of  Mr.  Adams*s 
version,  in  manuscript,  and  compared  it  with 
Sotheby*s,  which  he  thought  more  poetical, 
though  less  accurate. 

In  the  same  period  he  made  an  excursion 
into  Silesia,  and  spent  several  weeks  in  col- 
lecting information  respecting  the  industrial 
and  social  state  of  the  country,  which  he  com- 
municated in  a  series  of  letters  to  a  younger 
brother  in  Philadelphia.  These  letters  were 
printed  in  the  Port  Folio,  a  weekly  miscellany, 
edited  by  Mr.  Dennie,f  and  subsequently 
were  published  in  an  octavo  volume  in  Lon- 
don. They  contain  a  pleasing  view  of  a  peo- 
ple who  in  condition  and  character,  more  than 
any  odiers  in  Europe,  resemble  the  inhabitants 
of  New  England  ;  and  at  that  time  were  par- 
ticularly interesting  on  account  of  the  facts 
they  embraced  in  regard  to  manufiicturing 
establishments  with  small  capitals. 


•  Letter  to  Dr.  FoIIeo. 

t  Joseph  Dennie  was  bom  in  Boston  in  1768,  mnd  gni- 
doated  ftt  Harvftrd  UiiiTersity  in  1700.  AAer  being  ad- 
mitied  to  the  \ytr  in  Charleston,  New  Hampshire,  he  re- 
mnred  to  Walpole  in  that  state,  where  he  aAerward  pub- 
Itshed  The  Farmer's  Museum,  a  weekly  paper,  which 
his  writings,  particolarly  a  series  of  essays  entitled  the 
The  It^y  Preacher,  made  Tery  popular.  He  sabseqnentr 
ly  eam«  to  Philadelphia  to  accept  a  clerkship  offered 
him  by  Mr.  Pickering,  then  Secretary  of  State,  and  on 
the  dismisaal  of  his  patron  from  the  cabinet,  in  1801,  he 
established  T1»e  Port  Folio,  which  he  conducted  until  his 
death,  in  IS13.  Dennie  was  a  great  favourite  in  society, 
and  his  brilliant  social  qualities  gave  him  a  factitious 
repatation  as  a  man  of  letters.  Tliere  is  nothing  in  his 
writiags  deserring  of  presenration. 


At  the  close  of  his  father's  adninistrati 
Mr.  Adams  returned  to  the  United  States,  a: 
soon  after  became  a  member  of  the  Massach 
setts  legislature,  by  which  he  was  elected 
the  national  senate,  and  he  took  his  seat 
that  body  on  the  fourth  of  March,  1803. 

In  June,  1805,  he  was  chosen  professor 
rhetoric  and  oratory  in  Harvard  Universil 
and  he  accepted  the  office  on  condition  tfa 
he  should  be  allowed  to  attend  to  his  duti 
in  Congress.  He  delivered  his  inaugural  di 
course  on  the  twelfth  of  June,  1806,  and  pi 
ceeded  with  his  public  lectures  weekly  in  tei 
time,  except  when  his  presence  was  requir 
in  the  senate,  for  two  years,  at  the  end 
which  period  he  resigned  to  accept  the  mi 
sion  to  Russia,  offered  him  by  President  M 
dison.  His  lectures  had  been  attended  1 
crowds,  from  the  adjacent  country  and  tJ 
neighbouring  city  of  Boston,  in  addition 
his  academical  hearers,  and  soon  after  fa 
resignation  were  published,  in  two  octa^ 
volumes.  They  appear  to  have  been  treats 
with  undeserved  neglect.  Certain  sins,  re 
or  supposed,  of  the  politician,  have  bet 
visited  upon  the  professor.  They  are  cop 
ous  in  diction  and  illustration,  full  of  ]eam< 
allusion  and  reflection,  and  point  out  *'tl 
right  path  of  a  virtuous  and  noble  educ 
tion.'* 

From  Russia,  where  his  services  were  i 
many  ways  important,  Mr.  Adams  was  tran 
ferred  to  Ghent,  with  Mr.  Gallatin^  Mr.  Cla; 
and  Mr.  Bayard,  to  negotiate  a  peace  betwec 
the  United  States  and  Great  Britain,  and  upc 
the  conclusion  of  the  labours  of  the  commi 
sion,  was  appointed  minister  to  the  court  ( 
St.  James,  where  he  remained  until  Mr.  Moi 
roe*s  accession  to  the  presidency,  when  li 
was  recalled  to  be  secretary  of  state.  In  h: 
long,  varied  and  brilliant  career  as  a  diploms 
tist  he  had  perfectly  justified  the  &vourab] 
auguries  of  Washington. 

Afler  being  eight  years  at  the  head  of  tli 
cabinet,  under  Mr.  Monroe,  Mr.  Adams  wa 
elected  President  of  the  United  States.  Hi 
administration  ended  on  the  third  of  Marcl 
1829,  and  he  retired  to  his  native  town  < 
Quincy,  where  for  a  brief  period  he  was  witl: 
out  the  cares  of  office.  In  1831  however,  b 
the  nearly  unanimous  suffrages  of  his  cor 
gressional  district,  he  was  elected  to  the  Hous 
of  Representatives,  of  which  body  he  ha 
ever  since  been  a  member. 
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He  has  been  more  than  half  a  century  in 
public  offices  of  the  greatest  dignity  and  im- 
portance, which  he  has  filled  with  honour  to 
himself  and  advantage  to  the  country.  For 
sixteen  years  the  '*  old  man  eloquent*'  has  not 
been  absent  a  single  day  from  his  seat  in  the 
national  legislature,  where  his  extraordinary 
experience,  various  and  profound  knowledge, 
and  courageous  independence,  have  secured 
him  the  highest  consideration  and  influence. 
Never  modifying  principles  or  language  to 
please  a  man  or  a  party,  he  has  invariably 
maintained  what  he  has  deemed  the  truth,  and 
contended  for  the  perfect  freedom  of  others  to 
do  so.  Though  denounced  as  a  madman  and 
a  factionist  by  every  section  in  its  turn,  it  is 
hardly  doubtful  that  he  is  and  for  years  has 
been  second  to  no  man  of  the  Union  in  the 
confidence  and  veneration  of  the  gre&t  body 
of  the  people. 

The  state  papers  of  Mr.  Adams  are  of  course 
very  numerous.  They  are  grenerally  distin- 
guished for  minuteness,  accuracy  and  extent 
of  information,  and  comprehensive  and  states- 
manlike views ;  and  some  of  them,  as  the  re- 
port on  the  history  and  philosophy  of  weights 
and  measures,  prepared  in  obedience  to  a  reso- 
lution of  the  senate,  in  1817,  are  exhibitions 
of  great  research  and  learning.  His  speeches, 
on  nearly  all  the  important  questions  that 
have  engaged  the  attention  of  the  government 
since  its  ^rmation,  would  fill  many  volumes, 
and  are  repositories  of  the  richest  materials  of 
history  and  political  philosophy. 

The  largest  class  of  his  published  writings 
consists  of  orations  and  miscellaneous  dis- 
courses pronounced  before  various  societies 
and  on  anniversary  and  other  occasions,  many 
of  which  are  of  great  value  as  historical 
essays.  His  eulogy  on  the  life  and  services  of 
Lfifayette  is  the  best  memoir  of  that  celebrated 
person  that  has  been  published  in  this  coun- 
try, and  his  sketches  of  Madison  and  Monroe, 
in  the  same  form,  are  the  only  ones  worthy  of 
the  subjects.  His  discourse  before  the  New 
York  Historical  Society,  on  the  fiftieth  anni- 
versary of  the  inauguration  of  Washington,  is 
full  of  important  information  and  reflection, 
but  is  perhaps  in  some  degree  unjust  in  regard 
to  one  illustrious  person  against  whom  Mr. 
Adams  may  be  supposed  to  have  inherited 
prejudices. 

He  has  been  all  his  life  a  student  of  Shaks- 
peare.    His  admiration  commenced  ^*  ere  the 


down  had  darkened  on  his  lip,  and  has  con- 
tinued through  five  of  the  seven  ages  of  the 
drama  of  life,  gaining  upon  the  judgment  as 
it  lost  to  the  imagination  ;**  and  among  his 
writings  is  a  series  of  criticisms  upon  some 
of  his  principal  characters,  in  which  original 
and  striking  views  are  maintained  with  great 
ingenuity. 

I  have  already  alluded  to  his  translation  of 
the  Oberon  of  Wieland.  In  1833  he  pub- 
lished Dermot  Mac  Morrogh,  a  Tale  of 
Twelfth  Century,  in  four  cantos,  and  he 
given  to  the  public  many  shorter  poems, 
chiefly  Ijrrical,  which  are  generally  marked 
by  fancy,  feeling,  and  harmonious  versifica- 
tion. His  hymns  have  the  simplicity,  unity 
and  completeness  which  belong  to  that  sort 
of  compositions,  and  his  satires  are  neat  and 
pointed.  His  poetical  writings  are  the  unpre- 
tending pastimes  of  a  statesman.  They  would 
have  been  much  more  read  and  praised  if 
written  by  a  less  eminent  person. 

For  more  than  sixty  years  Mr.  Adams  is 
understood  to  have  kept  a  diary  in  which  every 
thing  connected  with  his  eventful  life  is  pre- 
sented with  carefill  minuteness.  Such  a  work 
will  have  sometliing  of  the  interest  and  value 
of  the  finest  old  chronicles.  It  must  be  a  sort 
of  **  autobiography  of  the  country.'*  It  has 
been  stated  also  that  he  has  written  a  memoir 
of  his  father ;  but  I  believe  he  has  found  time 
to  complete  only  a  single  volume,  of  four  or  five 
which  the  plan  embraced.  John  Adams  left 
abundant  materials  for  his  later  history,  but  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  his  son  will  yet  be  able  to 
finish  what  no  other  person  can  do  so  well. 

The  distinguishing  characteristics  of  the 
writings  and  speeches  of  Mr.  Adams  are  an 
universality  of  knowledge  which  they  dis- 
play, and  a  certain  undauntedness,  greater  as 
they  are  more  unpopular,  with  which  he  main- 
tains his  opinions.  His  taste  is  not  always 
correct  or  chaste,  and  his  style  and  argument 
are  frequently  diffuse ;  but  there  are  in  some 
of  his  speeches  passages  of  close  reasoning* 
and  great  eloquence,  and  of  fiery  denunciation 
which  has  carried  terror  to  the  hearts  of  his 
adversaries. 

Mr.  Adams  will  be  remembered  as  a  pm- 
dent  statesman,  of  independent  if  not  always 
sound  judgment,  and  no  one  among  his  many 
illustrious  contemporaries  will  have  left  to 
posterity  a  more  spotless  reputation  as  a 
man. 
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Tmmv  are  critics  who  cannot  bear  to  see  the 
tirtae  and  delicacy  of  Shakspeare's  Detdemona 
called  in  question ;  who  defend  her  on  the  ground 
that  Othello  ii  not  an  Ethiopian,  but  a  Moor;  that 
he  is  not  black,  but  only  tawny ;  and  they  protest 
against  the  sable  mask  of  Othello  upon  the  stage, 
and  against  the  pictiures  of  him  in  which  he  is  al- 
ways painted  black.  They  say  that  prejudices 
have  been  taken  against  Desdcmona  from  the 
slanders  of  lago,  from  the  railings  of  Roderigo, 
•  from  the  disappointed  paternal  rancour  of  Braban- 
fio,  and  from  the  desponding  conoesaons  <^  Othel- 
lo himself 

I  have  said,  that  since  I  entered  upon  the  third 
of  Shakspeare's  seren  ages,  the  first  and  chief  ca- 
pacity in  which  I  have  read  and  studied  him  is  as  a 
teacher  of  moral*;  and  that  I  had  scarcely  ever 
seen  a  player  of  his  parts  who  regarded  him  as  a 
morahti  at  alL  I  further  said,  that  in  my  judg- 
ment no  man  could  understand  him  who  did  study 
him  pre-eminently  as  a  teacher  of  morals.  These 
critics  saiy  Uiey  do  not  incline  to  put  Bhakspeare 
on  a  level  with  i£sop !  Sure  enough  they  do  not 
study  Bhakspeare  as  a  teacher  of  morals.  To 
thertL,  therefore,  Desdemona  is  a  perfect  character ; 
and  her  love  for  Othello  is  not  unnatural,  because 
he  is  not  a  Congo  negro  but  only  a  sooty  Moor, 
and  has  royal  blood  in  his  veins. 

My  objections  to  the  character  of  Desdemona 
srise  not  finom  what  lago,  or  Roderigo,  or  Braban- 
tio,  or  Othello  says  of  her ;  but  from  what  she 
herself  doe$.  She  absconds  from  her  father's 
house,  in  the  dead  of  night,  to  marry  a  blacka- 
moor. She  breaks  a  father's  heart,  and  covers 
his  noble  house  with  shame,  to  gratify — whati 
Pure  love,  like  that  of  Juliet  or  Miranda!  No !  un- 
natural passion ;  it  carmot  be  named  with  delicacy. 
Her  adourers  now  say  this  is  criticism  of  1835 ; 
that  the  colour  of  Othello  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  pasfdon  of  Desdemona.  No  1  Why,  if  Othello 
had  been  white,  what  need  would  there  have  been 
for  her  running  away  with  him  ?  She  could  have 
made  no  better  match.  Her  father  could  have 
made  no  reasonable  objection  to  it;  and  there 
could  have  been  no  tragedy.  If  the  colour  of 
Othello  is  not  as  vital  to  the  whole  tragedy  as  the 
age  of  Juliet  is  to  her  character  and  destiny,  tlien 
have  r  read  Bhakspeare  in  vain.  The  father  of 
Desdemona  charges  Othello  with  magic  arts  in 
obtaining  the  affections  of  his  daughter.  Why, 
but  because  her  passion  for  him  is  unnatural ;  and 
why  is  it  unnatural,  but  because  of  his  colour? 
In  the  very  first  scene,  in  the  dialogue  between 
Roderigo  and  lago,  before  they  rouse  Brabantio  to 
intbrra  him  of  his  daughter's  elopement,  Roderigo 
contemptuously  calls  Othello  "  the  thick  lips.**  I 
cannot  in  decency  quote  here — but  turn  to  the 
book,  and  see  in  what  language  lago  announces 
to  her  father  his  daughter's  shamefid  misconducL 
The  language  of  Roderigo  is  more  supportable. 
Hf  is  a  Venetian  gentleman,  himself  a  rejected 
suitor  of  Desdemona ;  and  who  has  been  forbid- 


den by  her  fiither  aooe«  to  his  house.  Roused 
firom  his  repose  at  the  dead  of  night  by  the  loud 
cries  of  these  two  men,  Brabnntio  spurns,  with  in* 
dignation  and  scorn,  the  insulting  and  beastly 
language  of  lago ;  and  sharply  chidoa  Roderigo, 
whom  he  supposes  to  be  hovering  about  his  housti 
in  defiance  of  his  prohibitions  and  in  a  state  of  in- 
toxication. He  threatens  him  with  punishment. 
Roderigo  replies—  * 

"Am/.  Sir.  I  will  answer  any  thing.  But  I  beseech  yon, 
IPt  be  your  pleasure,  and  roost  wise  consent, 
(As  partly,  1  find,  it  is.)  that  your  fair  daughter 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night, 
Transported — ^wiih  no  worse  nor  belter  guard, 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier, — 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  iHscivious  Moor, — 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance, 
W«  then  have  done  you  bold  and  sauey  wrongs; 
But  if  you  know  not  this,  ray  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe, 
That,  from  the  senxe  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  leverence : 
Your  daughter— if  you  have  not  given  her  leave, — 
I  say  agaui.  haih  made  a  gross  revolt; 
Tying  her  auty,  beautv,  wit,  and  fprtunes. 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  sirah^r, 
Of  here  and  everywhere;   Straight  satisfy  yonrself: 
If  she  be  in  your  chamber,  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you." 

Struck  by  this  speech  as  by  a  clap  of  thunder,  Bra- 
bantio calls  up  his  people,  remembers  a  portentous 
dream,  calls  for  light,  goes  and  searches  with  his 
servants,  and  conies  back  saying — 

" It  is  too  true  an  evil :  sone  she  is: 
And  whafji  \o  come  of  my  despised  time, 
Is  nought  but  bitterness." 

The  &theT^s  heart  is  broken ;  life  is  no  longer 
of  any  value  to  him ;  he  repeats  this  sentiment 
time  after  time  whenever  he  appears  in  the  scene : 
and  in  the  last  scene  of  the  play,  where  Desdemo- 
na lies  dead,  her  uncle  Gratiano  saya— 

"  Poor  Desdemona!  I  am  jflad  thy  father's  dead, 
Tliy  maieh  wa*  mortal  to  him.  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain." 

Indeed !  indeed !  I  must  look  at  Bhakspeare  in 
this  as  in  all  his  pictures  of  human  life,  in  the  cii- 
pactty  of  a  teacher  of  morals.  I  must  believe 
that  in  exhibiting  a  daughter  of  a  Venetian  noble- 
man of  the  highest  rank  eloping  in  the  dead  of  the 
night  to  marry  a  thick-lipped,  wool-headed  Moor, 
opening  a  train  of  consequences  which  lead  to 
her  own  destruction  by  her  husband's  hands,  and 
to  that  of  her  father  by  a  broken  heart,  he  did  not 
intend  to  present  her  as  an  example  of  the  perfection 
of  female  virtue.  I  must  look  first  at  the  action, 
then  at  the  motive,  then  at  the  consequences,  be- 
fore I  inquire  in  what  light  it  is  received  and  re- 
presented by  the  other  persons  of  the  drama.  The 
first  action  of  Desdemona  discards  all  female  deU- 
cacy,  all  filial  duty,  all  sense  of  ingenuous  shame. 
So  I  consider  it — and  so,  it  is  considered  by  her 
own  &ther.  Her  offence  is  not  a  mere  elopement 
firom  her  father's  house  for  a  clandestine  marriage. 
I  hope  it  requires  no  unreasonable  rigour  of  mo* 
raUty  to  consider  ^en  that  as  suited  to  raise  a 
prepossession  rather  unfavourable  to  the  character 
of  a  young  woman  of  refined  sensibility  and  ele- 
vated education.  But  an  elopement  for  a  clan- 
destine marriage  with  a  blackamoor ! — That  is  the 
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icarare  of  my  estimation  of  the  character  of  Des- 
9mona  from  the  beginning;  and  when  I  have 
iMed  my  judgment  upon  it,  and  find  in  the  play 
lat  from  the  first  moment  of  her  Other's  *know- 
dge  of  the  act  it  made  him  loathe  his  life,  and 
lat  it  finally  broke  his  heart,  I  am  then  in  time 
» inquire,  what  was  the  deadly  venom  which  in- 
icted  the  immedicable  wound : — and  what  ii  it, 
It  the  colour  of  (5thello  1 

"  Now,  Roden'go, 
rhere  did'«t  Ihoa  »ee  her?— Oh,  unhappy  jfirl! — 
^h  the  Moor,  tay'st  thou  f— Who  would  be  ft  father  T" 

These  are  the  disjointed  lamentations  of  the 

retched  parent  when  the  first  disclosure  of  his 

lughter's  shame  is  made  known  to  him.    This 

ene  is  one  of  the  inimitable  pictures  of  human 

ission  in  the  hands  of  Shakspeare,  and  that  half 

Qe, 

"With  the  Moor  say'st  thou?"  ' 

>mes  firom  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  souL 
Again,  when  Brabantio  first  meets  Othello,  he 
reaks  out: 

3,  thou  foal  thief,  where  ha*t  thou  slowed  my  daughter? 

Di&ron'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her : 

For  I'll  relet  me  to  all  things  of  sense, 

[f  she.  in  chains  of  roag.e  were  not  bound, 

kVhether  a  ma^d  so  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 

§o  opposite  to  marriage  that  she  shunn'd 

rhe  wealthy  eurUd  darlings  of  our  naiton, 

SVould  ever  have  to  incur  our  general  mo<;k, 

flun  from  her  g^ardage  to  the  $ooty  boaotn 

Oi  such  a  thing  as  thou ;  to  fear,  not  to  delight." 

Several  of  the  English  commentators  have  puz- 
ed  themselves  with  the  inquiry  why  the  epithet 
curled"  is  here  applied  to  the  wealthy  darlings 
f  the  nation ;  and  Dr.  Johnson  thinks  it  has  no 
iference  to  the  hair ;  but  it  evidently  has.  The 
tried  hair  ii  in  antithetic  contrast  to  the  sooty 
Mom,  the  thick  lips,  and  the  woolly  head.  The 
>ntrast  of  colo  is  the  very  hinge  upon  which 
irabantio  foimds  his  charge  of  magic,  coimteract- 
tg  the  impulse  of  nature. 

At  the  close  of  the  same  scene  (the  second  of 
le  first  act)  Brabantio,  hearing  that  the  dtikc  is 
I  coimcil  upon  public  business  of  the  State,  deter- 
lines  to  carry  Othello  before  him  for  trial  upon 
le  charge  of  magic     "  Mine,"  says  he, 

"  Mine's  not  a  middle  conrse  ;  the  duke  himself 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state 
Cannot  but  feel  the  wrong,  as  'iwere  their  own: 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free, 
Bond  slaves  and  Pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be." 

nd  Stevens,  in  his  note  on  this  passage,  says, 
He  alludes  to  the  common  condition  of  all  blacks 
ho  come  from  their  own  country,  both  slaves 
nd  pagans ;  and  uses  the  word  in  contempt  of 
•thello  and  his  complexion.  If  this  Moor  is  now 
ifi*ered  to  escape  with  imptmity,  it  will  be  such 
a  encouragement  to  his  black  countrymen,  that 
e  may  expect  to  sec  all  the  first  ofliccs  of  our 
ate  filled  up  by  the  Pagans  and  bondnslaves  of 
irica."  Othello  himself  in  lus  narrative  says 
tat  he  had  been  taken  by  the  insolent  foe  and 
>ld  to  slavery.  He  had  been  a  slave. 
Once  more — When  Desdemona  pleads  to  the 
^uke  and  the  council  for  permission  to  go  with 
Othello  to  Cyprus,  she  says. 


**ThRt  1  did  love  the  Moor,  to  live  with  him. 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fonune 
May  trumpet  to  the  world;  my  htart*$  subduuif 
Evtn  to  the  very  qyality  of  my  lord  / 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind; 
And  to  his  honours  and  his  valiaiu  pans 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate." 

In  commenting  upon  this  passage,  William  Hen- 
ley says,  "  That  quality  here  signifies  the  Moorish 
complexion  of  Othello,  and  not  his  mihtary  profes- 
sion, (as  Malone  bad  supposed,)  ii  obvious  from 
what  inunediatcly  follows :  *  I  saw  Othello's  vis- 
age in  his  mind  ;*  and  also  firom  what  the  Duke 
■ays  to  Brabantio^ 

*  If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 

The  characters  of  Othello  and  logo  in  thib  |.«.^ 
are  evidently  intended  as  contrasted  pictures  of 
human  nature,  each  setting  ofi^  the  other.  They 
are  national  portraits  of  man — the  Italiah  and 
the  Moor.  The  Italian  is  white,  crafty  and  cruel ; 
a  consummate  villain ;  yet,  as  often  happens  in 
the  realities  of  that  description  whom  we  occa- 
sionally meet  in  the  intercourse  of  hie,  so  vain  of 
hi^  own  artifices  that  he  betrays  himself  by  boast- 
ing of  them  and  their  success.  Accordingly,  in 
the  very  first  scene  he  reveals  to  Roderigo  the 
treachery  of  his  own  character : — 

^  For  when  my  outward  action  doih  de  monatrmte 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  niv  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  ^tis  not  long  at\er 
But  I  will  wear  my  bean  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at ;  1  am  not  what  1  am.^ 

There  is  a  seeming  inconsistency  in  the  fact  that 
a  double  dealer  should  disclose  his  own  secret, 
wKich  must  necessarily  put  others  upon  their  guard 
against  him ;  but  the  inconsistency  is  in  human 
nature,  and  not  in  the  poet. 

The  double  dealing  Italian  is  a  very  intelligent 
man,  a  keen  and  penetrating  observer,  and  full  of 
ingenuity  to  devise  and  contrive  base  expedients. 
His  language  is  coarse,  rude,  and  obscene :  his  hu- 
mour is  caustic  and  bitter.  Conscious  of  no  hon- 
est principle  in  himself,  he  believes  not  in  the  ex- 
istence of  honesty  in  others.  He  is  jealotis  and 
suspicious ;  quick  to  note  every  trifie  light  as  air, 
and  to  draw  from  it  inferences  of  evil  as  confirmed 
circumstances.  In  his  dealings  with  the  Moor, 
while  he  is  even  harping  upon  his  honesty,  he  of- 
fers to  commit  any  murder  from  extreme  attach- 
ment to  his  person  and  interests.  In  all  that  lago 
says  of  others,  and  especially  of  Desdemona,  there 
is  a  mixture  of  truth  and  falsehood,  blended  to- 
gether, in  which  the  truth  itself  serves  to  accredit 
the  lie ;  and  such  is  the  ordinary  character  of  ma- 
Ucious  slanders.  Doctor  Johnson  speaks  of  ^  the 
soft  simplicity,"  the  *<  innocence,"  the  **  artlessneas" 
of  Desdemona.  lago  speaks  of  her  as  a  supers 
subtle  Venetian;  and  when  kindling  the  sparks  of 
jealousy  in  the  soul  of  Othello,  he  says, 

"  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you : 
And  when  she  seemed  to  shake  and  (ear  your  looks. 
She  loved  them  most." 

«And  so  she  did,"   answers  Othello.      This 

charge,  then,  was  true;  and  lago  replies : 

"  Why,  go  to,  then  ; 
She  that  so  young  could  give  out  such  a  seemiiif 
To  seal  her  father's  eyes  up,  cloae  as  oak. — 
I      U«  thought  Uwas  witchcraft." 
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It  was  not  witchcraft ;  but  surely  as  little  was 
it  nmptici^,  innocence,  artlessness.  The  effect 
of  this  suggestion  upon  Othello  is  terrible  only 
because  he  knows  it  is  true.  Brabantio,  on  part* 
iug  from  him,  had  just  given  him  the  same  warn- 
ing, to  which  he  had  not  then  paid  the  slightest 
heed.  But  soon  his  suspicions  are  roused — he 
tries  to  repel  them;  they  are  fermenting  in  his 
brain :  he  appears  vehemently  moved  and  yet  un- 
willing to  acknowledge  it.  lago,  with  fiend-like 
sagacity,  seises  upon  the  paroxysm  of  emotion,  and 
en  comes  the  following  dialogue : — 

>.     **  My  lord,  I  see  yon  are  moved. 
».  No.  not  much  moved : — 

1  think  but  De»deroona*8  honest. 
Jago.  Long  life  she  so !  and  lon^  live  you  to  think  lo ! 
Oik.    And  yet,  bow  nature  erring  from  itself*. — 
logo.  Ay,  there  ^s  the  point :  As — lo  be  bold  with  you, — 
Not  to  afleci  many  proposed  matches, 
or  her  own  cltinc,  complexion,  and  degree; 
Whereto.,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends: 
Fob !  one  may  smell,  in  such,  a  will  most  rank, 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural." — 

The  deadly  venom  of  these  imputations,  work- 
ing up  to  phrensy  the  suspicions  of  the  Moor,  con- 
sist not  in  their  Mschood  but  in  their  truth. 

I  have  said  the  character  of  Desdemona  was 
deficient  iu  delicacy.  Besides  the  instances  to 
which  I  referred  in  proof  of  this  charge,  observe 
what  she  says  in  pleading  for  the  restoration  of 
Cassio  to  hb  office,  from  which  he  had  been 
cashiered  l^  Othello  for  beastly  drunkenness  and 
a  consequent  night-brawU  in  which  he  had  stabbed 
Montano — the  predecessor  of  Othello  as  Governor 
of  Cypreas--and  nearly  killed  him :  yet  in  urging 
Othello  to  restore  Cassid  to  his  office  and  to  favour, 
Desdemona  says — 

"in  faith,  he's  penitent; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, 
(Save  thau  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  examples 
Out  of  their  best,)  w  not  altnost  a  fault 
To  incur  a  private  check.'' 

Now,  to  palliate  the  two  crimes  of  Cassio— his 
drunken  fit  and .  his  stabbing  of  Montano— the 
reader  knows  that  he  has  been  inveigled  to  the 
commission  of  them  by  the  accursed  artifices  of 
lago ;  but  Desdemona  knows  nothing  of  this ;  she 
has  no  excuse  for  Cassio— nothing  to  plead  for 
him  but  his  penitence.  A  nd  is  this  the  cluuracter  for 
a  woman  of  delicate  sentiment  to  give  of  such  a 
complicated  and  heinous  offence  as  that  of  which 
Caaoio  had  been  guilty,  even  when  pleading  for 
hb  pardon  1  No !  it  is  not  for  female  delicacy  to 
extenuate  the  crimes  of  drunkenness  and  blood- 
shed, even  when  performing  the  appropriate  office 
of  raising  the  sotd-subduing  voice  of  mercy. 

Aiierwards  in  the  same  speech,  she  says — 

"What!   Michael  Cassio, 
That  came  a-wooing  with  you ;  and  many  a  limej 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  taVn  your  part;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  I" 

I  will  not  inquire  how  far  this  avowal  that  she 
had  been  in  the  frequent  habit  of  speaking  dis- 
praisingly  of  Othello  at  the  very  time  when  she 
wan  so  deeply  enamoured  with  his  honours  and  his 
valiant  parts,  was  consistent  with  sincerity.  Young 
ladies  must  be  allowed  a  little  concealment  and  a 

14 


little  disguise,  even  for  passions  which  they  ha 
no  need  to  be  ashamed.  It  is  the  rosy  pudency- 
the  irresistible  charm  of  the  sex ;  but  the  exerci 
of  it  in  satirical  censure  upon  the  very  object 
their  most  ardent  aflections  is  certainly  no  indie 
tion  of  innocence,  simplicity,  or  artlessness. 

I  still  retain,  then,  the  opinion — 

First.  That  the  passion  of  Desdemona  i 
Othello  is  ttnna/ura/,  solely  and  exclusively  becau 
of  his  colour. 

Second.  That  her  elopement  to  him,  and  a 
cvet  marriage  toUh  him,  indicate  a  personal  ch 
racter  not  only  very  deficient  in  delicacy,  but  t 
tally  regardless  of  filial  duty,  of  female  modest 
and  of  ingenuous  shame. 

Third.  That  her  deficiency  in  delicacy  is  di 
cemible  in  her  conduct  and  diacourae  throughoi 
the  play. 

I  perceive  and  acknowledge,  indeed,  the  adm 
rable  address  with  which  the  part  has  been  coi 
trived  to  inspire  and  to  warm  the  breast  of  tt 
spectator  with  a  deep  interest  in  her  fete ;  and 
am  well  aware  that  my  own  comparative  inseni 
bility  to  it  is  not  in  unison  with  the  general  in 
pression  which  it  produces  upon  the  stage, 
shrink  firom  the  thought  of  slandering  even  a  crei 
ture  of  the  imagination.  When  the  spectator  < 
reader  follows,  on  the  stage  or  in  the  closet,  Ht 
infernal  thread  of  duplicity  and  of  execrable  di 
vices  with  which  lago  entangles  his  victims,  it  ; 
the  purpose  of  the  dramatist  to  merge  all  the  faul' 
and  vices  of  the  sufferers  in  the  overwhelmin 
flood  of  their  calamities,  and  in  the  uiuningled  di 
testation  of  the  inhuman  devil,  their  betrayer  an 
destroyer.  And  in  all  this,  I  see  not  only  the  ski 
of  the  artist,  but  the  power  of  the  moral  operato 
the  purifier  of  the  spectator's  heart  by  the  agenc 
of  terror  an<|  pity. 

The  characters  of  Othello  and  Desdemona,  lib 
all  the  characters  of  men  and  women  in  real  li£ 
are  of  ^  mingled  yam,"  with  qualities  of  good  an 
bad — of  virtue  and  vices  in  proportion  differentl 
composed.  lago,  with  a  high  order  of  intellec 
is,  in  moral  principle,  the  very  spirit  of  evil, 
have  said  the  moral  of  the  tragedy  is,  that  the  ii 
termarriage  of  black  and  white  blood  is  a  violatio 
of  the  law  of  nature,  lliot  is  the  lesson  to  b 
learned  firom  the  play.  To  exhibit  all  the  natun 
consequences  of  their  act,  the  poet  is  compelled  t 
make  the  marriage  secret  It  must  commence  b 
an  elopement,  and  by  an  outrage  upon  the  decc 
rum  of  social  intercourse.  He  must  therefore  ai 
sume,  for  the  performance  of  this  act,  persons  < 
moral  character  sufficiently  frail  and  imperfect  t 
be  capable  of  performing  it,  but  in  other  respect 
endowed  with  pleasing  and  estimable  qualitiei 
Thus,  the  Moor  ia  represented  as  of  free,  and  ope 
and  generous  nature ;  as  a  Christian ;  as  a  distil 
guished  military  commander  in  the  service  of  th 
Republic  of  Venice ;  as  having  rendered  impoi 
tant  service  to  the  state,  and  as  being  in  the  ei 
joyment  of  a  splendid  reputation  as  a  warrio 
The  other  party  to  the  marriage  is  a  maiden,  fai 
gentle,  and  accomplished ;  born  and  educated  i 
the  proudest  rank  of  Venetian  nobility. 
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Othello,  letting  aside  iiis  colour,  has  eTery 
aality  to  fiiacinate  and  chann  the  female  heart 
^ea^emona,  apart  from  the  groflaness'of  her  fault 
1  being  acoewdble  to  such  a  passion  of  such  an 
bject,  is  amiable  and  lovely ;  among  the  most  at- 
uctive  of  her  sex  and  condition.  The  &ults  of 
leir  characters  are  never  brought  into  action  ez- 
epting  as  they  illustrate  the  moral  principle  of  the 
rhole  stoiy.  Othello  is  not  jealous  by  nature, 
hi  the  contrary,  with  a  strong  natural  understand- 
ig,  and  all  the  vigilance  essential  to  an  experi- 
need  commander,  he  is  of  a  disposition  so  unsus- 
icious  and  confiding,  that  he  bielieves  in  the  ez- 
tedif^  honuty  of  lago  long  after  he  has  ample 
luse  to  suspect  and  distrust  him.  Desdemona, 
tpersubtle  as  she  is  in  the  management  of  her 
mour  with  Othello ;  deeply  as  she  dissembles  to 
eceive  her  father ;  and,  forward  as  she  is  in  in- 
iting  the  courtship  of  the  Moor ;  discovers  neither 
rtifice  nor  duplicity  firom  the  moment  that  she  is 
>thello*s  wife.  Her  innocence,  in  all  her  rela- 
ons  with  him,  is  pure  and  spotless ;  her  kindness 
NT  Cassio  is  mere  untainted  benevolence ;  and, 
lough  unguarded  in  her  personal  deportment  to- 
ward him,  it  is  far  from  the  slightest  soil  of  culpa- 
le  impropriety.  Gruiltless  of  all  conscious  re- 
roach  in  this  part  of  her  conduct,  she  never  uses 
ay  of  the  artifices  to  which  she  had  resorted  to 
Bcomplish  her  marriage  with  Othello.  Always 
teling  that  she  has  given  1^  no  cause  of  suspi- 
ion,  her  endurance  of  his  cruel  treatment  and 
rutal  abuse  of  her  trough  all  the  stages  of  vio- 
ince,  till  he  murders  her  in  bed,  is  always  marked 
ith  the  most  affecting  sweetness  of  temper,  the 
lost  perfect  artlessness,  and  the  most  endearing 
ssignation.  The  defects  of  her  character  have 
ere  no  room  for  development,  and  the  poet  care- 
illy  keeps  them  out  of  sight.  Hence  it  ui  that 
le  general  reader  and  spectator,  with  Dr.  John- 
m,  give  her  unqualified  credit  for  soft  simpli- 
ity,  artlessness,  and  innocence — forgetful  of  the 
ualities  of  a  difierent  and  opposite  character, 
amped  upon  the  transactions  by  which  she 
9*ected  her  marriage  with  the  Moor.  The  mar- 
age,  however,  is  the  source  of  all  her  calamities ; 
is  the  primitive  cause  of  all  the  tragic  incidents 
r  the  play,  and  of  its  terrible  catastrophe.  That 
le  moral  lesson  to  be  learned  from  it  is  of  no 
ractical  utility  in  England,  where  there  are  no 
iliant  Moors  to  steal  the  affections  of  fair  and 
Lgh-bom  dames,  may  be  true ;  the  lesson,  how- 
ler, is  not  the  less,  couched  under  the  form  of 
9  admirable  drama ;  nor  needs  it  any  laborious 
fort  of  the  imi^ination  to  extend  the  moral  pre- 
;pt  resulting  fix>m  the  story  to  a  salutaiy  admo- 
ition  against  all  ill-assorted,  clandestine,  and  un- 
itural  marriages. 


NCIENT  AND  MODERN  ELOQUENCE. 

Waott.  UBCTintBB  05  RHSIOnC   ASD   OaATOIT. 


With  the  dissolution  of  Roman  liberty,  and 
le  decline  of  Roman  taste,  the  reputation  and 
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decay.  Under  the  despotism  of  the  Cesan,  the 
end  of  eloquence  was  perverted  from  persuasion 
to  panegyric,  and  all  her  feculties  were  soon  pal- 
sied by  the  touch  of  corruption,  or  enervated  by 
the  impotence  of  servitude.  Then  succeeded 
the  midnight  of  the  monkish  ages,  when  with  the 
other  liberal  arts  she  slumbered  in  the  profimnd 
darkness  of  the  cloister. 

At  the  revival  of  letters  in  modem  Europe,  do 
quenoe,  together  with  her  sister  muses,  awoke, 
and  shook  the  poppies  from  her  brow.  But  their 
torpors  still  tingleid  in  her  veins.  In  the  interval 
her  voice  was  gone ;  her  favourite  languages  ^ 
extinct;  her  organs  were  no  longer  attunei 
harmony,  and  her  hearers  could  no  longer  unuci- 
stand  her  speech.  The  discordant  jargon  of  feu- 
dal anarchy  had  banished  the  musical  dialects,  in 
which  she  had  always  delighted.  The  theatres 
of  her  former  triumphs  were  either  deserted,  or 
they  were  filled  with  the  babblers  of  sophistiy 
and  chicane.  She  shrunk  intuitively  fit>m  the 
forum,  for  the  last  object  she  remembered  to  have 
seen  there  was  the  head  of  her  darling  Cicero, 
planted  upon  the  rostrum.  She  ascended  the  tri- 
bunals of  justice ;  there  she  found  her  child,  Per^ 
suasion,  manacled  and  pinioned  by  the  letter  of 
the  law ;  there  she  beheld  an  image  of  herself, 
stammering  in  barbarous  Latin,  and  staggering 
under  the  lumber  of  a  thousand  volumes.  Her 
heart  fainted  within  her.  She  lost  all  confidence 
in  herself.  Together  with  her  irresistible  powers, 
she  lost  proportionably  the  consideration  of  the 
world,  until,  instead  of  comprising  the  whole  sys- 
tem of  public  education,  she  found  herself  excluded 
firom  the  circle  of  science,  and  declared  an  out- 
law fix>m  the  realms  of  learning.  She  was  not 
however  doomed  to  eternal  silence.  With  the 
progress  of  freedom  and  of  liberal  science,  in  va- 
rious parts  of  modem  Europe,  she  obtained  access 
to  mingle  in  the  deliberations  of  their  parliaments. 
With  labour  and  difficulty  she  learned  their  lan- 
guages, and  lent  her  aid  in  giving  them  form  and 
polish.  But  she  has  never  recovered  the  gpraces 
of  her  former  beauty,  nor  the  energies  of  her  an- 
cient vigour. 


THE  FATHERS  OF  NEW  ENGLAND. 

rSOM  A«  ORATIOX  AT  PLTMOCTS. 


Wouldlt  Fame  has  been  parsimonious  of  her 
fevour  to  the  memory  of  those  generous  chsm- 
pions.  Their  numbers  were  small ;  their  stations  in 
life  obscure ;  the  object  of  their  enterprise  unosten- 
tatious; the  theatre  of  their  exploits  remote: 
how  could  they  possibly  be  fevourites  of  worldly 
Fame  ? — ^That  common  crier,  whose  existence  is 
only  known  by  the  assemblage  of  multitudes :  that 
pander  of  wealth  and  greatness,  so  eager  to  haunt 
the  palaces  of  fortune,  and  so  fastidious  to  the 
houseless  dignity  of  virtue :  that  parasite  of  pride, 
ever  scornful  to  meekness,  and  ever  obsequious  to 
insolent  power:  that  heedless  trumpeter,  whose 
ears  are  deaf  to  modest  merit,  and  whose  eyes  are 
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CHARLES  BROCKDEN  BROWN. 


[Bom  im*   DM  III*.] 


Charlcs  Bbockdin  Brown  was  the  first 
American  who  chose  literature  as  a  profession! 
and  the  first  to  leave  enduring  monuments  of 
genius  in  the  fields  of  the  imagination.    His 

ipmily  were  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  He 
was  bom  in  ^Philadelphia  on  the  seyenteenth 
of  January,  1771.  In  his  youth  he  was  dimi- 
nutive and  feeble,  modest  and  studious.  At 
ten  years  of  age,  when  some  one  petulantly 
called  him  hoy^  he  exclaimed,  **  What  does 
he  mean  t  does  he  not  know  that  it  is  neither 
age  nor  size,  but  sense,  that  makes  the  man  t 
I  could  ask  him  a  hundred  questions  of  which 
he  could  not  answer  one.'*  He  studied  the 
humanities  with  Robert  Proud,  the  historian 
of  Pennsylvania.  He  was  a  favourite  with 
bis  teacher,  by  whose  advice,  when  close  ap- 
plication impaired  his  health,  he  went  into 
the  country,  and  in  solitary  walks  received 
impressions  of  some  of  those  grand  scenes 
which  are  described  in  his  works,  and  habits 
of  abstraction  for  which  he  was  subsequently 
distinguished.  He  quitted  school  before  he 
was  sixteen,  and  soon  aft^r  entered  upon  the 
study  of  the  law.  He  joined  a  society  of  stu- 
dents, one  of  whom  was  the  late  Dr.  Milnor, 
and  in  arguments  at  its  meetings  exhibited  an 
ability  that  was  deemed  the  earnest  of  future 
triumphs.  But  the  profession  became  to  him 
every  day  less  attractive,  and  was  finally 
abandoned.  His  family  remonstrated,  but  in 
vain.  His  dislike  to  the  scenes  presented  in 
the  courts,  and  to  the  tautologies,  circuities,  arti- 
fices, and  falsehoods  of  the  law,  were  invinci- 
ble. He  regarded  it  as  a  **  tissue  of  shreds  and 
remnants  of  a  barbarous  antiquity,  patched  by 
the  stupidity  of  modem  workmen  into  new 
deformity,*'*  and  would  have  nothing  to  do 
with  it. 

He  was  now  without  any  definite  aims. 
He  became  a  prey  to  melancholy.  He  sought 
relief  in  change  of  scene,  and  made  excursions 
through  Pennsylvania  and  the  neighbouring 
states ;  but  his  diary  and  correspondence  show 

\  that  he  found  no  relief.    To  one  of  his  friends 

***Oniioiid,**  cba|»teriL 


he  wrote,  *'  Forget  that  any  latent  anguish  or 
corroding  sorrow  is  concealed  under  that 
aspect  of  indifference  which  has  become  hap 
bitual."  He  saw  an  obstacle  to  the  schemes 
of  despair  in  the  sorrow  they  would  occasion 
to  the  few  who  loved  him,  and  for  their  sakes 
determined  to  bear  every  thing  with  a  heroic 
calmness. 

In  1793  he  went  to  New  York.  He  was 
warmly  attached  to  Dr.  Elihu  H.  Smith  of 
that  city,  who  had  been  a  student  in  the  Me- 
dical College  at  Philadelphia ;  and  with  him 
and  William  Johnson,  afterward  an  eminent 
lawyer,  he  entered  into  a  domestic  partner- 
ship, and  took  a  house.  His  associates  intror 
duced  him  to  a  literary  society  called  the 
Friendly  Club,  among  whose  members  were 
Dr.  Samuel  L.  Mitc))eU,  Anthony  Bleecker, 
William  Dunlap,  James  Kent,  since  known 
as  the  gpreat  chancellor,  and  others  who  were 
afterward  distinguished.  It  was  like  a  new 
and  invigorating  atmosphere.  The  French 
revolution  was  then  at  its  heat,  and  was  shak*> 
ing  the  institutions  of  Christendom.  Theorists 
in  all  countries  were  busy  with  schemes  for 
the  melioration  of  the  condition  of  mankind. 
Brown  was  affected  with  the  general  contagion. 
He  had  already  been  an  occasional  writer  for 
the  periodicals,  and  had  projected  epics  and 
romances.  He  now  became  a  political  phi- 
losopher, and  wrote  about  Utopias.  Near  the 
close  of  1797  he  published  his  first  work, 
Alcuin,  a  Dialogue  on  the  Rights  of  Women. 
It  is  not  without  ingenuity.  In  the  last  few 
years  many  women  in  this  country  and  in 
Europe,  vexed  that  they  cannot  unsex  them- 
selves, have  written  in  the  same  way.  The 
hook  was  unsuccessful,  and  the  author  di- 
rected his  attention  into  another  department 
of  letters. 

I  do  not  know  at  what  time  it  was  written, 
but  it  is  proper  to  mention  here  an  unfinished 
novel,  entitled  Memoirs  of  Carwin,  the  Bi- 
loquist,  because  it  contains  the  early  history 
of  one  of  his  most  striking  characters,  the  real 
hero  of  Wieland,  and  must  be  read  before 
that  work  can  be  properly  wpreciated.     It 
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should  always  be  printed  as  an  introduction 
to  it* 

Wieland,  or.  the  Transformation,  the  first 
of  the  series  of  brilliant  novels  by  which 
Brown  gained  his  enduring  reputation,  was 
published  in  1798.  Its  appearance  marked 
an  en  in  American  literature.  It  is  in  all  re- 
spects a  remarkable  book.  Its  plot,  charac- 
ters, and  style  are  original  and  peculiar.  The 
family  of  Wieland  are  of  German  descent, 
well-educated,  and  move  in  the  best  society. 
A  tendency  to  religious  fanaticism  is  heredi- 
tary, and  tiie  death  of  the  father  is  mysterious 
and  terrible.  The  son,  an  amiable  enthusiast, 
lives  with  his  wife  and  children  in  seclusion, 
near  die  Schuylkill ;  near  him  his  sister,  to 
whom  he  is  tenderly  attached,  and  in  the 
neighbourhood  Pleyel,  his  wife's  brother. 
Six  yeare  of  uninterrupted  happiness  precede 
the  opening  of  the  drama.  A  man  of  middle 
age,  ungainly  peraon,  and  rustic  dress,  is  now 
seen  frequently  wandering  in  the  vicinity. 
He  is  accosted  by  Pleyel,  who  remembera  that 
they  have  met  in  Spain,  where  he  appeared 
in  a  different  character.  .  His  name  is  Carwin. 
His  knowledge  and  wit  are  unbounded,  his 
voice  variably  musical,  and  his  conversation 
so  attractive  that  he  is  with  little  hesitation 
received  into  the  society  at  Mettingen.  Soon 
the  nights  are  made  fearful  by  strange  voices, 
and  warnings  of  danger,  or  startling  by  un- 
looked-for revelations.  By  Wieland  they  are 
referred  to  a  supernatural  agency ;  the  othera 
are  perplexed  ;  and  all  seem  to  be  approach- 
ing a  catastrophe.  At  length  Wiekind  is  sum- 
moned in  a  mysterious  manner  to  testify  his 
submission  to  the  divine  will  by  the  sacrifice  of 
his  warmest  affections,  his  dearest  pleasures ; 
and  in  obedience  to  the  heavenly  messenger 
destroys  his  wife  and  children,  and  seeks  the 
life  of  his  sister,  who  escapes  by  an  accident 
He  is  arrested  and  convicted  of  murder,  but 
regards  the  proceedings  with  heroic  calmness, 
confident  that  he  has  but  fulfilled  the  will  of 
God.  The  key  to  all  this  is  ventriloquiam. 
It  is  objected  by  Mr.  Prescott  and  other  very 
able  critics,  that  the  explanation  is  unsatis- 
fiustory,  and  that  the  character  of  Carwin  is 
contradictory,  unnatural,  and  devilish. 

With  deference,  I  think  all  who  have  writ- 
ten upon  this  point— for  no  critic  has  hitherto 
taken  a  different  view  of  it — have  done  so 

*  It  is  printed  in  Danlap*8  Life  and  Selections  from  the 
works  of  Brown)  vol.  it  p.  900—961. 


upon  a  superficial  examination  of  the  history,, 
and  without  a  consideration  of  Wieland's  pecu- 
liar mind  and  life.  The  optical  illusions  may 
have  been  the  exaggerations  of  a  heated  ima- 
gination. Ventriloquism  at  that  time  was  a 
faculty  not  generally  known  to  exist,  and  it  is 
reasonable  to  suppose  that  the  actore  in  this 
drama  had  never  heard  of  it  By  less  power- 
ftd  means  the  impostor  Matthias  produced 
similar  Effects.*  Alexander  Vattbmare  and 
othera  have  acquired  as  perfect  a  control  as  is 
here  described  over  their  voices.  But  not- 
withstanding the  author's  opinion,  and  his 
own  surprise  and  horror  at  the  catastrophe, 
Carwin  is  called  a  **  demon.''  Driven  by  a 
father's  brutal  severity  at  an  early  age  from 
amid  the  forests  into  the  city,  he  struggled 
with  "  low  wants  and  lofly  will"  until  he  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  an  adventurer,  who 
perceived  his  genius  and  trusted  by  a  suitable 
education  to  make  him  an  efiicient  promoter 
of  his  plans.  Afler  a  few  yeare,  passed  in 
Europe,  he  quarrelled  with  his  patron,  and  re- 
turned, poor,  friendless,  and  dispirited.  Soli- 
tary walks  in  the  vicinity  of  Philadelphia  led 
to  an  acquaintance  with  the  Wielands.  His 
principles  justified  an  intrigue  with  one  of 
their  inmates,  and  though  he  had  forewom 
his  dangerous  art,  in  an  emergency  he  resorted 
to  it  to  prevent  a  discovery  which  would  have 
been  more  dangerous  to  another  than  himselfl 
Ignorant  perhaps  of  Wieland 's  superetition, 
and  to  test  the  vaunted  courage  of  his  sister, 
as  well  as  to  preserve  the  secrecy  of  his 
amour,  he  made  frequent  experiments  and 
found  amusement  in  the  wonder  and  in  the 
discussions  they  excited.  To  screen  himself 
from  punishment  his  former  patron  had  ac- 
cused him  before  the  magistrates  of  Dublin, 
and  a  reward  for  his  apprehension  was  now 
offered  in  the  gazettes.  He  suddenly  quitted 
Mettingen,  and  on  his  return  learned  with 
undissembled  horror  the  last  scenes  in  the 
family  of  Wieland.  He  was  unwise,  unfor- 
tunate, wicked,  but  not  a  **  fiend,"  nor  ac- 
tuated by  '^  diabolical  malice."  The  careful 
reader  of  the  narrative  will  perceive  that  the 
credulous  Wieland  already  supposed  himself 
in  communication  with  the  invisible  world, 
and  that  on  the  night  when  he  thought  the 
sacrifice  of  his  family  was  demanded,  the 
author  represents  his  imagination  as  heated  to 

*  Vide  Matthias  and  his  Impostures,  by  William  L. 
Stone. 
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ihrensy  by  fears  respecting  his  sister.  He 
was  in  a  state  to  hear  voices  when  no  voices 
soondedv  and  to  see  sights  invisible  to  other 
eyes ;  Carwin  had  no  direct  connection  with 
these  last  events.  It  was  a  terrible  but  not 
unparalleled  instance  of  self-delusion.  This 
was  evidently  the  author's  meaning.  Mr. 
Prvscott  curses  with  Dryden  the  inventors  of 
fifth  acts,  by  which  a  tragedy's  **  pleasing  hor- 
rors'^ are  unravelled.  But  Brown  had  higher 
pbjects  than  to  entrance  the  fancy.  He  was 
a  careful  anatomist  of  the  mind,  and,  familiar 
with  its  wonderful  phenomena,  had  no  need  of 
gorgons  and  chimeras.  He  would  have  failed 
of  the  end  he  bad  in  view  if  he  had  not  shown 
the  causes  of  his  effects ;  and  in  considering 
whether  his  explanations  are  sufficient  we  are 
not  to  inquire  if  we  ourselves  should  have 
heen  deceived  as  Wieland  was,  but  if  such 
an  intellect,  with  such  an  education  and  ex- 
perience, and  under  such  circumstances,  could 
have  been  thus  wrecked.  I  confess  that,  re- 
memberinsr  some  of  the  best  authenticated 
6ets  in  the  more  recent  history  of  fanaticism 
and  superstition,  I  can  perceive  nothing  un- 
natural or  improbable  in  this  work,  nor  do  I 
think  that  a  key  to  its  mysteries  renders  it  in 
any  degree  uninteresting. 

Brown's  second  novel  is  entitled  Ormond. 
The  scenes  are  New  York  and  Philadelphia, 
and  the  time  near  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
embracing  the  period  of  the  yellow  fever. 
The  first  part  of  the  story  is  very  interesting. 
The  incidents  are  dramatic  and  natural,  and 
the  characters  are  drawn  with  great  distinct- 
ness. An  artist,  of  taste  and  cultivation,  but 
moderate  powers,  finding  his  professional  in- 
come insufficient  to  meet  the  increasing  wants 
of  his  fiunily,  upon  the  death  of  his  father 
embraces  the  hereditary  occupation  of  phar- 
macy, and  grows  rich.  A  partner,  bound  to 
him  by  every  tie  of  gratitude,  robs  him  and 
quits  the  country,  leaving  him  in  his  old  age 
in  blindness  and  beggary.  His  daughter, 
Constantia  Dudley,  is  the  heroine,  and  there 
are  few  heroines  in  American  fiction  more  na- 
tord  and  beautiful.  The  formal  introduction 
of  Ormond  is  unsuccessful.  His  character 
however  is  soon  boldly  and  clearly  exhibited 
in  his  action.  It  is  one  to  be  judged  differ- 
oitly  by  different  sorts  of  people.  Common 
morality  is  very  shallow.  Common  senti- 
ment is  sickly.  He  would  be  a  monster  to 
the  vulgar  apprehension.  Yet  he  is  not  without 


nobility,  nor  is  his  conduct,  as  presented  in 
the  earlier  part  of  the  narrative,  unnatural 
or  unparalleled  in  real  life.  His  notions  in 
regard  to  marriage  are  peculiar ;  he  keeps  a 
mistress,  a  woman  of  education,  with  whom, 
as  with  others,  he  deals  with  sincerity  and 
frankness.  In  the  last  half  of  the  book  the 
characters  are  not  sustained.  Tedious  epi- 
sodes, having  no  connection  with  the  main 
story,  and  new  and  useless  acton  are  ^ob- 
truded.  In  the  first  part  the  style  is  better 
than  in  his  other  works,  but  in  the  last  part 
it  is  feeble.  A  suspicion  arises  that,  growing 
weary  of  his  task,  he  hastily  filled  out  his 
volumes  with  fragments  of  other  tales,  aban- 
doning any  plan  he  may  have  entertained  for 
the  denouement. 

Brown  had  withdrawn  from  Philadelphia 
when  the  yellow  fever  approached  that  city 
in  1793,  but  when  in  1798  the  epidemic  threat- 
ened to  desolate  New  York,  he  and  his  friends 
determined  to  continue  in  their  house,  which 
was  in  a  healthy  part  of  the  town.  Dr.  Smith 
was  detained  by  professional  duties ;  Brown 
would  not  go  lest  his  friend  should  need  his 
peraonal  attention ;  Smith  died.  Brown  nearly 
lost  his  life  by  his  benevolence,  and  on  his 
partial  recovery  from  a  severe  illness,  accepted 
an  invitation  to  reside  with  William  Dunlap 
at  Perth  Amboy,  in  New  Jereey.  Here, 
while  all  the  horrora  of  the  plague  were  fresh 
in  his  memory,  he  wrote  his  third  novel, 
Arthur  Mervyn.  The  hero  is  the  son  of  an 
ignorant  farmer,  whose  second  marriage  with 
a  youthful  and  vulgar  woman  drove  his 
only  child  into  the  world.  His  moth^  had 
possessed  education  and  refinement  above  her 
condition,  and  Mervyn  had  received  from  her 
and  from  a  stranger  who  had  wandered  into 
the  country  and  died  at  his  father's  house,  a 
degrree  of  knowledge  unusual  among  boys  of 
his  class  in  Pennsylvania.  On  his  arrival  in 
the  city  his  services  are  engaged  by  Waldeck, 
an  accomplished  villain,  who  keeps  a  splen- 
did establishment,  and  transforms  the  rustic 
into  an  elegant  young  man  of  the  town. 
Waldeck's  character,  as  a  work  of  art,  is  the 
best  in  the  novel,  the  interest  of  which  arises 
chiefly  from  his  profligate  career,  and  the  ra- 
vages of  the  pestilence,  which  are  described 
with  wonderful  fidelity  and  distinctness.  The 
incidents  have  little  cohesion,  the  charactera 
are  needlessly  multiplied,  and  the  careless 
prolixity  of  the  last  volume  is  redeemed  by 
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few  such  graphic  and  powerful  sketches  as 
in  the  first  enchain  the  reader's  attention. 

Arthur  Mervyn  was  followed  by  Edgar 
Huntley,  the  Memoirs  of  a  Somnambulist. 
The  scene  is  near  the  forks  of  the  Delaware, 
in  Pennsylvania.  A  friend  of  the  hero  has 
suddenly  disappeared.  It  is  supposed  that 
he  is  murdered.  Huntley,  meditating  upon 
his  (ate,  wanders  at  night  by  an  unfrequented 
path  toward  the  residence  of  a  friend,  apd  by 
the  moonlight  discovers  a  person  digging  the 
ground  under  a  tree ;  he  perceives  that  he  oc- 
casionally stops  and  exhibits  intense  emotion ; 
his  suspicions  are  aroused,  and  when  the  earth 
is  closed  up  he  follows  the  man  through  tan- 
gled mazes  of  a  forest  to  a  cavern,  where 
he  loses  sight  of  him.  This  man  is  Clithero, 
a  foreigner  employed  in  the  vicinity,  who  in 
his  sleep  has  been  burying  some  memorials 
of  an  eventful  life,  which  *is  subsequently  de- 
tailed to  Huntley  to  avert  the  impression  that 
Clithero  was  concerned  in  his  friend's  death. 
In  following  the  sleep-walker  on  various  oc- 
casions Huntley  is  led  into  extraordinary 
adventures,  and  among  Scenes  of  gloomy 
wildness  and  sublimity,  which  are  described 
with  a  freedom,  boldness,  and  occasional  mi- 
nuteness,  which  are  extremely  effective.  This 
is  the  only  work  in  which  Brown  has  intro- 
duced Indian  characters,  and  the  pictures  he 
has  given  of  savage  life  are  eminently  strik- 
ing. The  work  exhibits  the  Intensity,  and 
the  anatomical  knowledge  of  human  passions, 
for  which  his  previous  writings  are  distin- 
guished, and  it  has  their  numerous  and  various 
faults,  the  worst  of  which  perhaps  is  a  want 
of  proportion. 

Brown  subsequently  published  Clara  How- 
ard, Memoirs  of  Stephen  Calvert,  and  Jane 
Talbot.  The  last  is  the  shortest  and  least  at- 
tractive of  his  fictions. 

When  he  lef^  the  retreat  of  Mr.  Dunlap,  at 
Perth  Amboy,  he  returned  to  Philadelphia, 
where  in  1799  he  commenced  The  Monthly 
Magazine  and  American  Review.  It  was 
discontinued  in  the  following  year.  In  1804 
he  married  Miss  Linn,  with  whom  he  had  be- 
come acquainted  in  New  York.  She  was  the 
sister  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  John  Blair  Linn,*  of 
whom  he  afterward  wrote  a  memoir.  In  1805 
he  began  The  Literary  Magazine  and  Ameri- 
can Register,  whi(^  was  continued  five  years, 


•  Author  of  "  Valerian,"  "  The  Powers  of  Oeniok,*'  cte. 


during  which  time  it  was  chiefly  supported 
by  his  own  contributions.  In  1806  he  esta- 
blished The  American  Register,  which  ap- 
peared in  semi-annual  volumes  until  its  pub- 
lication was  interrupted  by  his  death.  He 
translated  the  work  on  the  United  States  by 
Volney,  with  whom  he  had  contracted  a 
friendship  during  his  residence  in  this  coun- 
try ;  and  he  wrote  several  elaborate  political 
pamphlets,  the  principal  of  which  were,  An 
Address  to  the  Government  of  the  United 
States  on  the  Cession  of  Louisiana  to  the  i 
French,  and  on  the  late  Breach  of  Treaty  by 
the  Spaniards ;  Th6  British  Treaty ;  and  An 
Address  to  the  Congress  of  the  United  States 
on  the  Utility  and  Justice  of  Restrictions 
upon  Foreign  Codimerce,  with  Reflections 
upon  Foreign  Trade  in  General,  and  the  Fo- 
ture  Prospects  of  America. 

The  year  after  his  marriage  he  wrote  to 
Dunlap,  "  You  judge  rightly  when  you  think 
I  am  situated  happily;  my  present  way  of 
life  is  in  every  respect  to  my  mind.  There  is 
nothing  to  disturb  my  felicity  but  the  sense  of 
the  uncertainty  and  instability  that  clings  to 
every  thing  human.  I  cannot  be  happier  than 
I  am.  Every  change  therefore  must  be  for 
the  worse.  My  business,  if  I  may  so  call  it, 
is  altogether  pleasurable.  My  companion  is 
all  that  a  husband  can  wish  for,  and  in  short, 
as  to  my  personal  situation,  /  hctve  nothing  to 
with  but  that  it  may  laaty  But  it  did  not  last. 
His  constitution,  as  I  have  before  mentioned, 
was  delicate.  His  lungs  were  now  aflfected, 
and  he  was  compelled  to  give  up  active  exer- 
cise. Confined  to  his  house  he  pursued  with 
unremitting  ardour  his  favourite  stud  ies.  H  is 
only  descendant,  my  friend  William  Linn 
Brown,  Esquire,  of  Philadelphia,  has  shown 
me  numerous  large  architectural  drawings, 
executed  in  his  last  years  with  such  skill  and 
care,  that  they  seem  like  engravings ;  and  an 
elaborate  Geography,  of  which  all  is  written 
but  the  book  relating  to  this  country.  It  is 
in  a  beautiful  round  hand,  as  legible  as  a 
printed  page.  The  late  John  Murray,  of  Lon- 
don, who  once  had  the  MS.  in  his  possession, 
was  of  opinion  that  if  it  had  been  finished 
and  published,  the  great  work  of  Malte-Bnin 
would  never  have  been  translated.  In  1809 
Brown  consented  to  travel,  in  the  hope  of 
benefit  from  change  of  scene.  By  easy  stages 
he  visited  the  states  of  New  Jersey  and  New 
York ;  in  November  he  wa^  confined  to  bis 
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chamber;  and  on  the  twenty-second  of  Febru- 
ary, 1810,  he  died,  having  just  finished  the 
thirty-ninth  year  of  his  age. 

The  distinguishing  characteristics  of  his 
works  I  have  already  noticed.  The  faults  of 
their  construction  doubtless  were  in  some  de- 
gree owing  (o  the  great  rapidity  with  which 
they  were  written.  The  author  and  the  printer 
wete  engaged  at  the  same  time  upon  nearly 
erery  one  of  them ;  and  he  sometimes  had  three 
or  four  under  way  at  once.  In  all  of  them 
are  indications  that  he  grew  weary  before  they 
were  finished.  His  style  is  not  good  ;  in  a 
majority  of  his  works  at  least  it  lacks  simpli- 
city and  directness,  and  has  numerous  verbal 
faults.  **  Thee,"  "  thou,"  "  thine,"  are  rarely 
admissible  except  in  addresses  to  the  Deity. 
Brown  was  educated  a  Quaker,  and  it  was  no 
affectation  in  him  therefore  to  use  what  this 
sect  calls  the  **  plain  language ;"  but  there  is 


no  excuse  for  '*  thee"  and  **  thine"  in  the  same 
sentence  with  "  you"  and  "  yours."  He  makes 
"  adore"  a  synonym  for  "  love"  or  •*  respect ;" 
"somewhat'7  for  "something,"  and  "rumi- 
nate" for  "  meditate,^'  occur  constantly ;  and 
the  ear  is  offended  by  "jmuseful,"  "deliquiem," 
or  other  unusual  or  pedantic  words  in  almost 
every  page. 

If  his  works  were  pruned  of  their  redun- 
dancies, if  their  needless  episodes  were  erased, 
and  a  judicious  proof-reader  should  make  the 
requisite  occasional  changes  of  words,  extra- 
ordinary merits,  which  are  independent  of  these 
blemishes,  would  secure  them  a  popularity 
they  have  never  yet  possessed. 

Brown  was  a  man  of  unquestionable  genius 
and  a  true  scholar.  His  works  are  original, 
powerful,  and  peculiar,  and  with  all  their 
faults  will  continue  to  be  read  by  educated 
and  thoughtful  men. 


THE  DEFENCE  OF   WIELAND. 


ntOM  WTZLAND. 


Thsodouk  Wiilattd,  the  prisoner  at  the  bar, 
now  called  upon  for  his  defence.  He  looked 
around  him  for  some  time  in  silence,  and  with  a 
mild  countenance.     At  length  he  spoke : 

It  is  strange ;  I  am  known  to  my  judges  and 
my  auditors.  Who  is  there  present  a  stranger  to 
the  character  of  Wieland  1  who  knows  him  not 
as  a  husband— as  a  father — as  a  friend  ?  yet  here 
am  I  arraigned  as  a  criminal.  1  am  charged  with 
diabolical  malice ;  1  am  accused  of  the  murder  of 
my  wile  and  my  children ! 

It  is  tnie^  they  were  slain  by  me;  they  all  pe- 
rilled by  my  hand.  The  task  of  vindication  is 
ignoble.  What  is  it  that  I  am  called  to  vindicate  ? 
and  before  whom  ? 

Yoa  know  that  they  are  dead,  and  that  they 
were  killed  by  me.  What  more  would  you  have  ? 
Would  you  extort  froovme  a  statement  of  my 
motives  ?  Have  you  failed  to  discover  them  al- 
ready ?  Tou  charge  me  with  malice ;  but  your 
eyes  are  not  shut ;  your  reason  is  still  vigorous ; 
your  memory  has  not  forsaken  you.  You  know 
whom  it  is  that  you  thus  charge.  The  habits  of 
bis  life  are  known  to  you ;  his  treatment  of  his 
wife  and  his  offspring  is  known  to  you  ;  the  sound- 
ness of  lus  integ^ty  and  the  unchauj^eableness  of 
his  principles  are  fiimiliar  to  your  apprehension  ; 
jet  you  persist  in  this  charge!  jpbu  lead  me 
hither  manacled  as  a  felon !  you  deem  me  worthy 
of  a  rile  and  tormenting  death ! 

Who  are  they  whom  I  have  demoted  to  death  1 
Ify  wife — the  little  ones  that  drew  their  being 
fitMn  me— that  creature  who,  as  she  surpassed 
them  in  ezeellenoe,  claimed  a  larger  afiection  than 
those  whom  natural  affinitiea  bound  to  my  heart 


Think  ye  that  malice  could  have  urged  me  to  this 
deed  ?  Hide  your  audacious  fronts  from  the  scru- 
tiny of  Heaven.  Take  refuge  in  some  cavern  un- 
visited  by  human  eyes.  Ye  may  deplore  your 
wickedness  or  folly,  but  ye  cannot  expiate  it 

Think  not  that  I  speak  for  your  sakes.  Hug 
to  your  hearts  this  detestable  infatuation.  Deem 
me  still  a  murderer,  and  drag  me  to  untimely 
death.  I  make  not  an  effort  to  dispel  your  illu- 
sion ;  I  utter  not  a  word  to  cure  you  of  your  san- 
guinary folly ;  but  there  are  probably  some  in  this 
assembly  who  have  come  from  far.  For  their  sakes, 
whose  distance  has  disabled  them  from  knowing 
me,  I  will  tell  what  I  have  done,  and  why.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  God  is  the  object  of  my  su- 
preme passion.  I  have  cherished,  in  his  presence, 
a  single  and  upright  heart  I  have  thursted  for 
the  knowledge  of  his  will.  I  have  biunt  with 
ardour  to  approve  my  faith  and  my  obedience. 
My  days  have  been  spent  in  searching  for  the 
revelation  of  that  will ;  but  my  days  have  been 
moumfril,  because  my  search  failed.  I  solicited 
direction ;  I  turned  on  every  side  where  glimmer- 
ings of  light  could  be  discovered.  I  have  not  been 
wholly  uninformed ;  but  my  knowledge  has  always 
stopped  short  of  certainty.  Dissatisfaction  has 
insinuated  itself  into  all  my  thoughts.  My  pur- 
poses have  been  pure ;  my  wishes  inde&tigable ; 
but  not  till  lately  were  these  purposes  thoroughly 
accomplished,  and  these  wishes  fully  gratified. 

I  thank  thee,  my  Father,  for  thy  bounty !  that 
thou  didst  not  ask  a  less  sacrifice  than  this!  that 
thou  plaoedst  me  in  a  condition  to  testify  my  sub- 
mission to  thy  will!  What  have  I  withheld 
which  it  was  thy  pleasure  to  exact  t  Now  may 
I,  with  dauntless  and  erect  eye,  claim  my  reward, 
since  I  have  given  thee  the  treasure  of  my  soul ! 

I  was  at  my  own  house;  it  was  late  in  the 
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evening ;  my  sister  had  gone  to  the  city,  but  pro- 
posed to  return.  . . .  My  mind  was  contemplative 
and  cahn ;  not  wholly  devoid  of  apprehension  on 
account  of  my  sister's  safety.  Recent  events,  not 
easily  explained,  had  suggested  the  existence  of 
some  danger ;  but  this  danger  was  without  a  dis- 
tinct form  in  our  imagination,  and  scarcely  ruffled 
our  tranquillity. 

Time  passed,  and  my  sister  did  not  arrive ;  her 
house  is  at  some  distance  from  mine,  and  though 
her  arrangements  had  been  made  with  a  view  to 
residing  with  us,  it  was  possible  that,  through  for- 
ge tfulness,  or  the  occurrence  of  unforeseen  emer- 
gencies, she  had  returned  to  her  own  dwelling. 

Hence  it  was  conceived  proper  that  I  should 
ascertain  the  truth  by  going  thither.  I  went  On 
my  way  my  mind  was  full  of  those  ideas  which 
related  to  my  intellectual  condition.  In  Uie  torrent 
of  fervid  conceptions,  I  lost  sight  of  my  purpose. 
Sometimes  I  stood  still ;  sometimes  I  wandered 
from  my  path,jand  experienced  some  difficulty,  on 
recovering  from  my  fit  of  musing,  to  regain  it 

The  series  of  my  thoughts  is  easily  traced.  At 
first  every  vein  beat  with  rapture  known  only  to 
the  man  whose  parental  and  conjugal  love  is  with- 
out limits,  and  Uie  cup  of  whose  desires,  immense 

as  it  is,  overflows  with  gratification The 

Author  of  my  being  was  likewise  the  dispenser  of 
every  gift  with  which  that  being  was  embellished. 
The  service  to  which  a  benefactor  like  this  was 
entitled,  could  not  be  circum^ribed.  My  social 
sentiments  were  indebted  to  their  alliance  with 
devotion  for  all  their  value 

For  a  time,  my  contemplations  soared  above 
earth  and  its  inhabitants.  I  stretched  forth  my 
hands ;  I  lifted  my  eyes,  and  exclaimed.  Oh !  that 
I  might  be  admitted  to  thy  presence !  that  mine 
were  the  supreme  delight  of  knowing  thy  will, 
and  of  performing  it !  The  blissful  privilege  of 
direct  communication  with  thee,  and  of  listening  to 
the  audible  enunciation  of  thy  pleasure !  What 
task  would  I  not  undertake,  what  privation  would 
I  not  cheerfully  endure,  to  testify  my  love  of  thee  1 
Alas !  thou  hidest  thyself  from  my  view ;  glimpses 
only  of  thy  excellence  and  beauty  are  afforded  me. 
Would  that  a  momentary  emanation  from  thy 
glory  would  visit  me !  that  some  unambiguous 
token  of  thy  presence  would  salute  my  senses ! 

In  this  mood  I  entered  the  house  of  my  sister. 
It  was  vacant  Scarcely  had  I  regained  recollec- 
tion of  the  purpose  that  brought  me  hither. 
Tlioughts  of  a  different  tendency  had  such  abso- 
lute possession  of  my  mind,  that  the  relations  of 
time  and  space  were  almost  obliterated  from  my 
understanding.  These  wanderings,  however,  were 
restrained,  and  I  ascended  to  her  chamber.  I  had 
no  light,  and  might  have  known,  by  external  ob- 
servation, that  the  house  was  without  any  inhabit- 
ant With  this,  however,  I  was  not  satisfied.  I 
entered  the  room,  and  the  object  of  my  search  not 
appearing,  I  prepared  to  return.  The  darkness 
required  some  caution  in  descending  the  stair.  I 
stretched  my  hand  to  seize  the  balustrade  by  which 
I  might  regulate  my  steps. 

How  shall  I  describe  the  lustre  which,  at  that 


moment,  burst  upon  my  vision !  I  was  AnrrUA. 
My  organs  were  bereaved  of  their  activity.  My 
eyelids  were  half-closed,  and  my  hands  withdrawn 
from  the  balustrade.  A  nameless  fear  chilled  my 
veins,  and  I  stood  motionless.  This  inadiatiMi 
did  not  retire  or  lessen.  It  seemed  as  if  some 
powerful  effulgence  covered  me  Uke  a  mantle.  I 
opened  my  eyes  and  found  all  about  me  luminous 
and  glowing.  It  was  the  element  of  heaven  that 
flowed  around.  Nothing  but  a  fiery  stream  was 
at  first  visible ;  but,  anon,  a  shrill  voice  from  be- 
hind called  upon  me  to  attend.  I  turned.  It  is 
forbidden  to  describe  what  I  saw ;  words  would  be  * 
wanting  to  the  task.  The  lineaments  of  that  be- 
ing, whose  veil  was  now  lifted,  and  whose  visage 
beamed  upon  my  sight,  no  hues  of  pencil  or  of 
language  can  portray.  As  it  spoke,  the  accents 
thrilled  to  my  heart 

«  Thy  prayers  are  heard.  In  proof  of  thy  fiiith, 
render  me  thy  wife.  This  is  the  victim  I  chooie. 
Call  her  hither,  and  here  let  her  fall.*' 

The  sound,  and  visage,  and  light  vanished  at 
once.  What  demand  was  this?  The  blood  of 
Catharine  was  to  be  shed.  My  wife  was  to  peridi 
by  my  hand.  I  souglit  opportunity  to  attest  my  vir- 
tue :  little  did  I  expect  that  a  prooNike  this  would 
have  been  demanded.  "  My  wife  !'*  I  exclaimed ; 
*<  O  God !  substitute  some  other  victim.  Make  me 
not  the  butcher  of  my  wife.  My  own  blood  is 
cheap.  This  will  I  pour  out  before  thee  with  a 
willing  heart ;  but  spare,  I  beseech  thee,  this  pre- 
cious Iife,or  commission  some  other  than  her  husband 
to  perform  the  bloody  deed !"  In  vain.  The  con- 
ditions were  prescribed ;  the  decree  had  gone  forth, 
and  nothing  remained  but  to  execute  it  I  rushed 
out  of  the  house  and  across  the  intermediate  fields, 
and  stopped  not  till  I  entered  my  own  parlour. 

My  wife  had  remained  here  during  my  absence, 
in  anxious  expectation  of  my  return  with  tidings 
of  her  sister.  I  had  none  to  communicate.  For 
a  time,  I  was  breathless  with  my  speed.  '  This, 
and  the'  tremors  that  shook  my  frame,  anfi  the 
wildness  of  my  looks,  alarmed  her.  She  imme- 
diately suspected  some  disaster  to  her  friend,  and 
her  own  speech  was  as  much  overpowered  by 
emotion  as  mine.  She  was  silent,  but  her  looks 
manifested  impatience  to  iicar  what  I  had  to  com- 
municate. I  spoke,  but^with  so  much  precipita- 
tion as  scarcely  to  be  understood ;  catching  her  at 
the  same  time  by  the  arm,  and  forcibly  pulling  her 
from  her  seat  "  Come  along  with  me ;  fly ;  waste 
not  a  moment;  time  will  be  lost,  and  the  deed 
will  be  omitted.  Tarry  not;  question  not;  bat 
fly  with  me !" 

This  deportment  added  afresh  to  her  alarms. 
Her  eyes  pursued  mine,  and  she  said,  **  What  u 
the  matter  ?  For  God*s  sake,  what  is  the  matter  1 
Where  would  you  have  me  go  1" 

My  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  countenance  while 
she  spoke.  I  thought  upon  her  virtues ;  I  viewed 
her  as  the  mother  of  my  babes;  as  my  wife;  I 
recalled  the  purpose  for  which  I  thus  urged  her 
attendance ;  my  heart  faltered,  and  I  saw  that  I 
must  rouse  to  Uiis  work  all  my  faculties :  the  dan- 
ger of  the  least  delay  was  inuninent 
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I  looked  away  from  her,  and  again  exerting  mj 
force,  drew  hcT  toward  the  door—**  You  must  go 
with  mo — ^indeed  you  must" 

In  her  fright  she  half-resisted  my  efforts,  and 
again  exclaimed,  **  Good  heavens !  .what  is  it  you 
mean?  Where  go?  what  has  happened?  have 
jou  found  Clara?" 

*«  Follow  me  and  you  will  see,"  I  answered,  still 
urging  her  reluctant  steps  forwaotl. 

"What  phrenay  has  seized  you?.  Something 
must  needs  have  happened.  Is  she  sick  ?  Have 
JOU  found  her  ?" 

<<Come  and  see.  Follow  me,  and  know  for 
yourselfc" 

Still  she  expostulated,  and  besought  me  to  explain. 
I  could  not  trust  myself  to  answer  her ;  to  look  at 
her;  but  grasping  her  arm,  I  drew  her  after  me. 
She  hesitated,  rather  through  confusion  of  mind 
dian  from  unwillingness  to  accompany  me.  This 
confusion  gradually  abated,  and  she  moved  for- 
ward, but  with  irresolute  footsteps,  and  continual 
exclamations  of  wonder  and  terror.  Her  interro- 
gations of  **what  is  the  matter?"  and  **  whither 
are  you  going  T'  were  ceaseless  and  vehement  It 
was  the  scope  of  my  efforts  not  to  think ;  to  keep 
up  a  confiict  auid  uproar  in  my  mind  in  which  all 
order  and  distinctness  should  be  lost;  to  escape 
from  &e  sensations  produced  by  her  voice.  I  was 
therefore  silent  I  strove  to  abridge  this  interval 
by  my  haste,  and  to  waste  all  my  attention  in  furi- 
ous gesticulations.  In  this  state  of  mind  we 
reached  my  sister^s  door.  She  looked  at  the  win- 
dowg  and  saw  that  all  was  desolate — **  Why  come 
we  here  ?     There  is  nobody  here :  I  will  not  go  in." 

Still  I  was  dumb ;  but  opening  the  door,  I  drew 
her  in  the  entry.  T^is  was  the  allotted  scene ; 
here  she  was  to  falL  I  let  go  her  hand,  and  press- 
ing my  palms  agdnst  my  forehead,  made  one 
mighty  effort  to  work  up  my  soul  to  the  dee-d!  In 
vain ;  it  would  not  be ;  my  courage  was  appalled ; 
my  arms  nerveless.  I  muttered  prayers  that  my 
ctreqgth  might  be  aided.  They  availed  nothing. 
Horror  diffused  itself  over  me.  This  conviction 
of  ray  cowardice,  my  rebellion,  fastened  upon  me, 
and  I  stood  rigid  and  cold.  From  this  state  I  was 
relieved  by  my  wife's  voice,  who  renewed  her  sup- 
plications to  be  told  why  we  came  hither,  and  what 
was  the  fete  of  my  sister. 

What  could  I  answer  ?  My  words  were  broken 
and  inarticulate.  Her  fears  naturally  acquired 
force  from  the  observation  of  these  symptoms ;  but 
tJiese  fears  were  misplaced.  The  only  inference 
she  deduced  from  my  conduct  was,  that  some  ter- 
rible misfortune  had  befallen  Claitt.  She  wrung 
her  hands,  and  exclaimed  in  an  agony,  «0,  tell 
me,  where  is  she  ?  what  has  become  of  her  ?  is 
Ae  ack  ?  dead  ?  is  she  in  bar  chamber  ?  O  let 
me  go  thither  and  know  the  worst !" 

This  proposal  set  my  thoughts  once  more  in  mo- 
tion. Perhaps,  what  my  rebellious  heart  refused 
to  perform  here,  I  might  obtain  strength  enough 
to  execute  elsewhere.  "  Come,  then,"  said  I,  « let 
us  go." 

"  I  win,  but  not  in  the  dark.    We  must  first 
procure  a  light"     • 
15 


*<Fly  then  and  procure  it;  but  I  charge  yoo, 
linger  not     I  will  await  for  your  return." 

While  she  was  gons,  I  stnxle  along  the  entry. 
The  fellness  of  a  gloomy  hurricane  but  faintly  re- 
sembled the  discord  that  reigned  in  my  mind.  To 
omit  this  sacrifice  must  not  be;  yet  my  sinews 
had  refused  to  perform  it  No  alternative  was 
offered.  To  rebel  against  the  mandate  was  im- 
possible ;  but  obedience  would  render  me  the  exe- 
cutioner of  my  wife.  My  will  was  strong,  but  my 
limbs  refused  their  office.  She  returned  with  a 
hght ;  I  led  the  way  to  the  chamber ;  she  looked 
round  her ;  she  lifted  the  curtain  of  the  bed ;  she 
saw  nothing.  At  length,  she  fixed  inquiring  eyes 
upon  me.  The  light  now  enabled  her  to  discover 
in  my  visage  what  darkness  had  hitherto  concealed. 
Her  cares  were  transferred  from  my  sister  to  my- 
self, and  she  said  in  a  tremulous  voice,  **  Wieland ! 
you  are  not  well ;  what  ails  you  ?  Can  I  do  no- 
thing for  you  ?" 

That  accents  and  looks  so  wiittiing  should  dis- 
arm me  of  my  resolution,  was  to  be  expected.  My 
thoughts  were  thrown  anew  into  anarchy.  I 
spread  my  hand  before  my  eyes  that  I  might  not 
see  her,  and  answered  only  by  groans.  She  took 
my  other  hand  between  hers,  and  pressing  it  to 
her  heart,  spoke  with  that  voice  which  had  ever 
swayed  my  will,  and  wafied  away  swtow.  «  My 
friend!  my  soul's  friejid!  tell  me  thy  cause  of 
grief.  Do  I  not  merit  to  partake  with  the^in  thy 
cares  ?     Am  I  not  thy  wife  ?" 

This  was  too  much.  I  broke  from  her  embrace 
and  retired  to  a  comer  of  the  room.  In  this  pause, 
coumge  was  once  more  infused  into  Qie.  I  rp- 
solved  to  execute  my  duty.  She  followed  me,  and 
renewed  M^  passionate  entreaties  to  know  the 
cause  of  my  dlistress.  I  raised  my  head  and  re- 
garded her  with  steadfast  looks.  I  muttered  some- 
thing about  death,  and  the  injunctions  of  my  duty. 
At  my  words  she  shrunk  back,  and  looked  at  me 
with  a  new  expression  of  anguish.  Afier  a  pause, 
she  clasped  her  hands,  and  exclaimed — **  O  Wie- 
land !  Wieland !  God  grant  that  I  am  mistaken ; 
but  surety  something  is  wrong.  I  see  it — it  is  too 
plain — thou  art  undone — lost  to  me  and  to  thyself." 
At  the  same  time  she  gazed  on  my  features  with 
intonscst  anxiety,  in  hope  that  different  symptoms 
would  take  place.  I  replied  to  her  with  vehe- 
mence—*'  Undone !  no ;  my  duty  is  known,  and 
I  thank  my  God  that  my  cowardice  is  now  van- 
quished, and  I  have  power  to  fulfil  it  Catharine ! 
I  pity  the  weakness  of  thy  nature ;  I  pity  thee,  but 
must  not  spare.  Thy  life  is  claimed  from  my 
hands ;  thou  must  die !" 

Fear  was  now  added  to  her  g^ief.  *«  What 
mean  you  ?  Why  talk  you  of  death  ?  Bethink 
yourself,  Wieland ;  bethink  yourself^  and  this  fit 
will  pass.  O,  why  came  I  hiUier  ?  Why  did  you 
drag  me  hither  ?" 

"  I  brought  thee  hither  to  fulfil  a  divine  com- 
mand. I  am  appointed  thy  destroyer,  and  destroy 
thee  I  must"  Saying  this  I  seized  her  wrists. 
She  shrieked  aloud,  and  endeavoured  to  free  her- 
self from  my  grasp ;  but  her  efforts  were  vain. 

**  Surely,  surely,  Wieland,  thou  doet  not  mean 
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it  Am  I  not  thy  wife  1  and  wouldst  thou  kill 
me  1  Thou  wilt  not ;  and  yet — I  see — thou  art 
Wieland  no  longer !  A  fury — resistlefls  and  hor- 
rible— pofloeaaca  thee— -epare  mo — spare-^help— 
help—" 

Till  her  breath  was  stopped  she  shrieked  for 
mercy.  When  she  could  speak  no  longer,  her 
gestures,  her  looks  appealed  to  my  compassion. 
My  accursed  hand  was  irresolute  and  tremulous. 
I  meant  thy  death  to  be  sudden,  thy  struggles  to 
be  brief!  Alas!  my  heart  was  infirm;  my  re- 
Bcrfyes  mutable.  Thrice  I  slackened  my  grasp, 
and  life  kept  its  hold,  though  in  the  midst  of  pangs. 
Her  ^eballs  started  from  their  sockets.  Grimness, 
distortion,  took  place  of  all  that  used  to  bewitch 
me  into  transport,  and  subdue  me  into  reverence. 
I  was  commissioned  to  kill  thee,  bjt  not  to  tor- 
ment  thee  with  the  foresight  of  thy  death ;  not  to 
multiply  thy  fears,  and  prolong  thy  agonies! 
Haggard,  and  pale,  and  lifeless,  at  length  thou 
oeasedst  to  contend  with  tliy  destiny  ! 

This  was  a  moment  of  triumph.  Tbus  had  I 
successfully  subdued  the  stubbornness  of  human 
passions;  the  victim  which  had  been  demanded 
was  given :  the  deed  was  done.  I  lifted  the  corpse 
in  my  arras  and  laid  it  on  the  bed.  I  gazed  upon 
it  with  delight  Such  was  the  elation  of  my 
thoughts,  thiat  I  even  broke  into  laughter.  I 
clapped  my  hands  and  exclaimed,  <*  It  is  done ! 
My  sacred  duty  is  fulfilled !  To  that  I  have  sacri- 
ficed, O  my  God !  thy  last  and  best  gift,  my  wife !" 
For  a  while  I  thus  soared  above  frailty.  I  ima- 
gined I  had  set  myself  for  ever  beyond  the  reach 
of  selfishness;  but  my  imaginations  were  false. 
This  rapture  quickly  subsided.  I  looked  again  at 
my  wife.  My  joyous  ebullitions  vanished,  and  I 
asked  myself  who  it  was  whom  I  saw  ?  Methou  ght 
it  could  not  be  Catharine.  It  could  not  be  the 
woman  who  had  lodged  for  yqars  in  my  heart ; 
who  had  slept,  nightly,  in  my  bosom ;  who  had 
borne  in  her  womb,  who  had  fostered  at  her  breast 
the  beings  who  called  me  Father !  whom  I  had 
watched  with  delight,  and  cherished  with  a  fond- 
ness ever  new  and  perpetually  growing ;  it  could 
not  be  the  same 

I  will  not  dwell  upon  my  lapse  into  desperate 
and  outrageous  sorrow.  The  breath  of  Heaven 
that  sustained  me  was  withdrawn,  and  I  sunk  into 
mere  min,  I  leaped  from  the  floor ;  I  dashed  my 
head  against  the  wall ;  I  uttered  screams  of  hor- 
ror ;  I  panted  afler  torment  and  pain.  The  bick- 
erings of  hell,  and  eternal  fire,  compared  with  what 
I  felt,  were  music  and  a  bed  of  roses. 

I  thank  my  God  that  this  degeneracy  was  tran- 
sient that  he  deigned  once  more  to  raise  me  aloft 
I  thought  upon  what  I  had  done  as  a  sacrifice  to 
duty,  and  u>/i#  ralm.  My  wife  was  dead ;  but  I 
reflected,  that  though  this  source  of  human  conso- 
lation was  closed,  yet  others  were  still  open.  If 
the  transports  of  a  husband  were  no  more,  the 
feelings  of  a  father  had  still  scope  for  exercise. 
When  remembrance  of  their  mother  should  excite 
too  keen  a  pang,  I  would  look  upon  them  and  be 
comforted.  While  I  revolved  these  ideas,  new 
warmth  flowed  in  upon  my  heart — I  was  wrong. 


These  feelings  were  the  growth  of  aelfishnei 
Of  this  I  was  not  aware,  and  to  dispel  the  mist 
that  obscured  my  perceptions,  a  new  efTalgenoe 
and  a  new  mandate  were  necessary. 

From  these  thoughts  I  was  recalled  by  a  raj 
that  was  shot  into  the  room.  A  voice  spake  like 
that  which  I  had  before  heard — "  Thou  hast  done 
well ;  but  all  is  not  done— the  sacrifice  is  incom- 
plete— thy  children  must  be  oflcred — they  must 
perish  with  their  toother  !'*— — 


YELLOW  FEVER  IN  PHILADELPHIA, 


raOM  AKTHTJa  mkbvts. 


As  I  drew  near  the  city,  the  tokens  of  its  cala- 
mitous condition  became  more  apparent.  Every 
fiirm-house  was  filled  with  supernumerary  tenants ; 
fugitives  from  home :  and  haunting  the  skirts  of 
the  road,  eager  to  detain  every  passenger  with  in- 
quiries after  news.  Tlie  passengers  were  nume- 
rous ;  for  the  tide  of  emigration  was  by  no  means 
exhausted.  Some  were  on  foot  bearing  in  their  , 
coi^ntenances  tokens  of  tlieir  reoQUt  terror,  and 
filled  with  mournful  reflections  on  the  forlonhicss 
of  their  state.  Few  had  secured  to  themselves  an 
a^'^lum ;  some  were  without  the  means  of  paying 
for  food  or  lodging  in  the  coming  night ;  others, 
who  were  not  thus  destitute,  knew  not  whcjre  to 
apply  for  entertainment,  every  house  bcuig  already 
overstocked  with  inhabitants,  or  barring  its  inhos- 
pitable doors  at  their  approach. 

Families  of  weeping  mothers  and  dismayed 
children,  attended  with  a  few  pieces  of  indispen- 
sable furniture,  were  carried  in  vehicles  of  every 
form.  The  parent  or  husl>and  had  perished  ;  and 
the  price  of  some  movable,  or  the  pittance  handed 
forth  by  public  charity,  had  been  expended  to  pur- 
chase the  means  of  retiring  from  this  theatre  of 
disasters ;  though  uncertain  and  hopeless  of  accom- 
modation in  the  neighbouring  districts. 

Between  these  and  the  fugitives  whom  curiosity 
had  led  to  the  road,  dialogues  frequently  took 
place,  to  which  I  was  suffered  to  listen.  From 
every  mouth  the  tale  of  sorrow  was  repeated  with 
new  aggravations  Pictures  of  their  own  distress, 
or  of  that  of  their  neighboura,  were  exhibited  in 
all  the  hues  which  imagination  can  annex  to  pes- 
tilence and  poverty 

The  sun  had  nearly  set  before  I  reached  the 
precincts  of  the  city.  I  entered  High  street  after 
night-fall.  Instead  of  equipages  and  a  throng  of 
passengers,  the  voice  of  levity  which  I  had  for- 
merly observed,  and  wjiich  the  mildness  of  the 
season  would  at  other  times  have  produced,  I 
found  nothing  but  a  dreary  solitude. 

The  market-place,  and  each  side  of  this  magnifi- 
cent avenue  were  illuminated,  as  before, by  lamps; 
but  between  the  Schuylkill  and  the  heart  of  the 
city,  I  met  not  more  than  a  dozen  figures ;  and 
these  were  ghost-like,  wrapt  in  cloaks,  from  be- 
hind which  they  cast  upon  me  glances  of  wonder 
and  suspicion;  and,  as  I  approached,  changed 
their  course   to  avoid  me.    Their  clothes  were 
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fprinkled  with  vinegar;  and  their  nostrils  defended 
from  contagion  by  some  powerful  perfume. 

I  cast  a  look  upon  the  houses,  which  I  recollected 
to  have  seen  briUiant  with  lights,  resounding  with 
lively  voices,  and  thronged  with  busy  faces.  Now 
they  were  closed,  above  and  below;  dark,  and 
without  tokens  of  being  inhabited.  ....  I  ap- 
proached a  house,  the  door  of  which  was  opened, 
and  before  which  stood  a  vehicle,  which  I  pre- 
sently recognised  to  be  a  hearse.  The  driver  was 
seated  on  it.  I  stood  still  to  mark  his  visage^  and 
to  observe  the  course  which  he  proposed  to  take. 
Presently  a  cofBn,  borne  by  two  men,  issued. 
The  driver  was  a  negro,  but  his  companions  were 
white.  Their  features  were  marked  by  indiflfer- 
enoe  to  danger  or  pity.  One  of  them,  as  he  assisted 
in  thrusting  the  cofiln  into  the  cavity  provided  ibr 
it,  said,  "  ril  be  damned  if  I  think  the  poor  dog 
was  quite  dead.  It  wasn't  the  fever  that  ailed  him, 
but  the  sight  of  the  girl  and  her  mother  on  the 
floor.  I  wonder  how  they  all  got  into  that  room. 
What  carried  them  there  1" 

The  other  surlily  muttered,  **  Their  legs,  to  be 
sure. 

"  But  what  should  they  hug  together  in  one 
room  for  ?" 

«  To  save  us  trouble,  to  be  sure.*' 

«And  I  ^lank  them  with  all  my  heart;  but 
damn  it,  it  wasn't  right  to  put  him  in  his  coffin 
before  the  breath  was  fairly  gone.  I  thought  the 
last  look  he  gave  me  told  me  to  stay  a  few 
minutes." 

**  Pshaw !  he  could  not  live.  The  sooner  dead 
the  better  for  him,  as  well  as  for  us.  Did  you 
mark  how  he  eyed  us,  when  we  carried  away  his 
wife  and  daughter!  I  never  cried  in  my  life, 
since  I  was  knee-high,  but  curse  me  if  I  ever  felt  in 
b^ter  tune  for  the  business  than  just  then.  Hey !" 
continued  be,  looking  up  and  oWrving  me,  stand- 
ing a  few  paces  distant,  and  listening  to  their  dis- 
course, "  Whafs  wanted  1     Anybody  dead  1" 

I  stayed  not  to  answer  or  parley,  but  hurried 
fiirward.  My  joints  tremble^d,  and  cold  drops 
stood  on  my  forehead.  I  was  ashamed  of  my 
own  infirmi^ ;  and  by  vigorous  efforts  of  my  rea- 
son, r^ained  some  degree  of  composure. 


INTERVIEW  BETWEEN  MERYYN  AND 

WELBECK. 
raoM  ASTHua  mkbvtn. 

• 
[Wklbsck,  to  avoid  his  creditors  and  an  arrest  for 
morder, has »ecretl y  quiued Philadelphia.  Subseqoently 
Merry  n,  sick  with  the  yellow  fever  and  rearful  of  being 
carried  to  tlie  hospital,  finds  his  way  to  the  house  he*  had 
inhabited,  in  the  hope  of  dying  there  alone.  He  is  dis- 
ntrbed  by  the  reappearance  of  Wclbeck,  whose  return 
had  been  caused  by  a  suspicion  that  twenty  one-thousand 
dollar  notes  are  concealed  between  the  leaves  of  a  MS. 
volame  which  had  belonged  to  a  young  foreigner  whom 
be  had  attended  in  his  last  moofents,  whose  property  be 
had  seized,  and  vriiose  sister  he  had  mined.  Mervyn 
has  already  discorerMi  this  money,  and,  in  the  hope  of 
being  able  to  return  it  to  the  onfortnnate  girl,  taken  pos- 


session of  it.  In  the  chapter  which  precedes  the  follow- 
ing extract,  Welbeck  relates  to  Mervyn  his  adventures 
since  their  separation-] 

This  narratiTe  threw  new  light  on  the  diarac- 
ter  of  Welbeck.  If  accident  had  given  him  pos- 
session of  this  treasure,  it  was  easy  to  predict  on 
what  schemes  of  luxury  and  selfishness  it  would 
have  been  expended.  The  same  dependence  on 
the  world's  erroneous  estimation,  the  same  devo- 
tion to  imposture  and  thoughtlessness  of  futurity 
would  have  constituted  the  pi9ture  of  his  future 
life,  as  had  distinguished  the  past  Thb  money 
was  another's.  To  retain  it  for  his  own  use  was 
criminaL  Of  this  crime  he  appeared  to  be  as  in- 
sensible as  ever.  Hb  own  gratification  was  the 
supreme  law  of  his  actions.  To  be  subjected  to  the 
necessity  of  honest  labour,  was  the  heaviest  of  all 
evils,  and  one  from  which  he  was  willing  to  escape 
by  the  commission  of  suicide.  The  volume  which 
he  sought  was  in  my  possession.  It.  was  my  duty 
to  restore  it  to  the  rightful  owner,  or,  if  the  legal 
claimant  could  not  be  found,  to  employ  its  con- 
tents in  the  promotion  of  virtue  and  happiness. 
To  give  it  to  Welbeck  was  to  consecrate  it  to  pur- 
poses of  selfishness  and  misery.  My  right,  legally 
considered,  was  as  vaUd  as  his. 

But  if  I  intended  not  to  resign  it  to  him,  was  it 
proper  to  disclose  the  truth?  ....  My  under- 
standing had  been  taught,  by  recent  occurrences, 
to  question  the  justice,  and  deny  the  usefulness  of 
secrecy  in  any  case.  My  principles  were  true; 
my  motives  were  pure ;  why  should  I  scruple  to 
avow  my  principles,  and  vindicate  my  actions? 
Welbeck  had  ceased  to  be  dreaded  or  revered. 
That  awe  which  was  once  created  by  his  superior- 
ity of  age,  refinement  of  manners,  and  dignity  of 
garb,  had  vanished.  I  was  a  boy  in  years,  an  in- 
digent and  uneducated  rustic,  but  I  was  able  to 
discern  the  illusions  of  power  and  riches,  and  ab- 
jured every  daira  to  esteem  that  was  not  foimded 
on  integrity.  There  was  no  tribunal  before  which- 
I  should  falter  in  asserting  the  truth,  and  no  spe- 
cies of  martyrdom  which  I  would  not  cheerfully 
embrace  in  its  cause. 

After  some  pause,  I  said,  **  Cannot  you  conjec- 
ture in  what  way  this  volume  has  disappeared  V* 

"No;"  he  answered  with  a  sigh.  "Why,  of 
all  his  volumes,  this  only  should  have  vanished, 
was  an  inexplicable  enigma." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  I,  "  it  is  less  important  to  know 
how  it  was  removed,  than  by  whom  it  is  now 
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"Unquestionably;  and  yet  imless  that  know- 
ledge enables  me  to  regain  the  possession  it  will 
be  useless." 

"  Useless  then  it  will  be,  for  the  present  pos- 
sessor will  never  return  it  to  you." 

« Indeed,"  replied  he,  in  a  tone  of  dejection, 
"  your  conjecture  is  most  probable.  Such  a  prize 
is  of  too  much  value  to  be  given  up." 

"  What  I  have  said  flows  not  from  conjecture, 
but  from  knowledge.  I  know  that  it  will  never 
be  restored  to  you." 

At  these  words,  Welbeck  looked  at  me  vrith 
anxiety  and  doubt. — *<  You  know  that  it  will  not ! 


'*# 
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i:*^  you  any  knowledge  of  the  book  ?  Can  yoU 
U  me  what  has  become  of  it  V* 
^  Yea,  after  our  separation  on  the  riTer,  I  Te- 
rmed to  this  house.  I  found  this  volume  and 
(cured  it  You  rightly  suspected  its  contents, 
he  money  was  there.'* 

Welbeck  started  as  if  he  had  trodden  on  a  mine 
r  gold.  His  first  emotion  was  rapturous,  but  was 
nmediately  chastised  by  some  degree  of  doubt 
What  has  become  of  it  ?  Have  you  got  it  t  Is  it 
ntire  t  Have  you  it  with  you  V* 
<<  It  is  unimpaired.  I  have  got  it,  and  shall  hold 
;  as  a  sacred  trust  for  the  rightful  proprietor.'* 

The  tone  with  which  this  declaration  was  ac- 
ompanied,  shook  the  new-bom  confidence  of 
Welbeck.  **  The  rightful  proprietor !  true,  but  I 
m  he.  To  me  only  it  belongs,  and  to  me  you 
ire,  doubtless,  willing  to  restore  it" 

"  Mr.  Welbeck,  it  is  not  my  desire  to  give  you 
)erplexity  or  anguish :  to  sport  with  yoiu*  passions. 
3n  the  supposition  of  your  death,  I  deemed  it  no 
nfraction  of  justice  to  take  this  manuscript  Ac- 
:ident  unfolded  its  contents.  I  could  not  hesitate 
to  choose  my  path.  The  natural  and  legal  suc- 
cessor of  Vincentio  Lodi  is  his  sister.  To  her, 
therefore,  this  property  belongs,  and  to  her  only 
will  I  give  it" 

<< Presumptuous  boy!  And  this  is  your  sage 
decision.  I  tell  you  that  I  am  the  owner,  and  to 
me  you  shall  render  it  Who  is  this  girl  1  child- 
ish and  ignorant !  unable  to  consult  and  to  act  for 
herself  on  the  most  trivial  occasion !  Am  I  not, 
by  the  appointment  of  her  dying  brother,  her  pro- 
tector and  guardian  ?  Her  age  produces  a  legal 
incapacity  of  property.  Do  you  imagine  that  so 
obvious  an  expedient,  as  that  of  procuring  my 
legal  appointment  as  her  guardian,  was  overlooked 
by  me  ?  If  it  were  neglected,  still  my  title  to  pro- 
vide her  subsistence  and  enjoyment  is  unquestion- 
able. Did  I  not  rescue  her  from  poverty,  and 
prostitution,  and  infamy  1  Have  I  not  supplied 
all  her  wants  with  incessant  solicitude  1  What- 
ever her  condition  required  has  been  plenteously 
bestowed.  This  dwelling  and  its  furniture  were 
hers,  as  fiu"  as  a  rigid  jurispradence  would  permit 
To  preJKribe  her  expenses  and  govern  her  family 
was  the  province  of  her  guardian.  You  have  heaid 
the  tale  of  my  anguith  and  despair.  Whence  did 
they  flow,  but  from  the  frustration  of  schemes 
projected  for  her  benefit,  as  they  were  executed 
with  her  money  and  by  means  which  the  authority 
of  her  guardian  fiilly  justified  ?  WTiy  have  I  en- 
countered this  contagious  atmosphere,  and  explored 
my  way,  like  a  thief,  to  this  recess,  but  with  a 
view  to  rescue  her  from  pover^  and  restore  to  her 
her  own  1  Your  scmplcs  are  ridiculous  and  cri- 
minaL  I  treat  them  with  less  severity,  because 
your  youth  is  raw  and  your  conceptions  crude. 
But  if,  after  thii  proof  of  the  justice  of  my  claim, 
you  hesitate  to  restore  the  money,  I  shall  treat 
you  as  a  robber,  who  has  plundered  my  cabinet 
and  refused  to  refund  his  spoil." 

I  was  acquainted  with  the  rights  of  guardian- 
ship. Welbeck  had,  in  some  respects,  acted  as 
the  fiiend  of  this  lady.    To  vest  himself  with  this 


office  was  the  conduct  which  her  youth  and  help- 
lessness prescribed  to  her  friend.  His  title  to  this 
money,  as  her  guardian,  could  not  be  denied.  But 
how  was  this  statement  compatible  with  former 
representations!  No  mention  had  then  been 
made  of  guardianship.  By  thus  acting,  he  would 
have  thwarted  all  his  schemes  for  winning  the 
esteem  of  mankind,  and  fostering  the  belief  which 
the  world  entertained  of  his  opulence  and  inde- 
pendence. I  was  thrown,  by  these  thoughts,  into 
considerable  perplexity.  If  his  statement  were 
true,  his  claim  to  this  money  was  established,  but 
I  questioned  its  tradi.  To  intimate  my  doubts  of 
his  veracity  would  be  to  provoke  outrage.  His 
last  insinuation  was  peculiarly  momentous.  Sup- 
pose him  the  fraudulent  possessor  of  this  money, 
shall  I  be  justified  in  taking  it  away  by  violence 
under  pretence  of  restoring  it  to  the  genuine  pro- 
prietor, who,  for  aught  I  know,  may  be  dead,  or 
with  whom,  at  least,  I  may  never  procure  a  meet- 
ing ?  But  will  not  my  behaviour,  on  this  occa- 
sion, be  deemed  illicit  1  I  entered  Welbeck*s 
habitation  at  midnight,  proceeded  to  his  closet, 
possessed  myself  of  portable  property,  and  retired 
unobserved.  Is  not  guilt  imputabUt^  to  an  action 
like  this  ?  Welbeck  waited  with  impatience  for 
a  conclusion  to  my  pause.  My  perplexity  and 
indecision  did  not  abate,  and  my  silence  continued. 
At  length,  he  repeated  his  demands  with  new 
vehemence.  I  was  compelled  to  answer.  I  told 
him,  in  few  words,  that  his  reasonings  had  not 
convinced  me  of  the  equity  of  his  claim,  and  that 
my  determination  was  unaltered.  He  had  not 
expected  this  infiexibiUty  from  one  in  my  situation. 
The  folly  of  opposition,  when  my  feebleness  and 
loneliness  were  contrasted  with  lus  activity  and 
resources,  appeared  to  him  monstrous,  but  his  con- 
tempt was  converted  into  rage  and  fear  when  ^ 
reflected  that  this  folly  might  finally  defeat  his  hopes. 
He  had  probably  determined  to  obtain  the  money, 
let  the  purchase  cost  what  it  would,  but  was  will- 
ing to  exhaust  pacific  expedients  before  he  should 
resort  to  force.  He  might  likewise  question  whe- 
ther the  money  was  within  his  reach.  I  had  told 
him  that  I  had  it  but  whether  it  was  now  about 
me,  was  somewhat  dubious.  Yet,  though  he  used 
no  direct  inquiries,  he  chose  to  proceed  cm  the 
supposition  of  its  being  at  hand.  His  angry  tones 
were  now  changed  into  those  of  remonstnmce  and 
persuasion. 

"Your  present  behaviour,  Mcrvyn,  docs  not 
justify  the  expectation  I  had  formed  of  you.  You 
have  been  guilty  of  a  base  theft.  To  this  you 
have  added  the  deeper  crime  of  ingratitude.  But 
your  infatuation  and  folly  are  at  least  as  glaring 
as  your  guilt  Do  you  think  I  can  credit  your 
assertions  that  you  keep  this  money  for  another, 
when  I  recollect  that  six  weeks  have  passed  since 
you  carried  it  off!  Why  have  you  not  sought 
the  owner  and  restored  it  to  her  1  If  your  inten- 
tions had  been  honest  would  you  have  snfibnl 
so  long  a  time  to  elapse  without  dcxng  this  ?  It 
is  plain  that  you  designed  to  keep  it  for  your  own 
use.  But  whether  this  were  your  purpose  or  not, 
you  have  no  longer  power  to  restore  it  or  retain 
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it  Yoa  ny  that  you  came  hither  to  die.  tf  io, 
what  is  to  be  the  fate  of  the  money  ?  In  your 
present  situation  you  cannot  gain  access  to  the 
hdy.  Some  other  most  inherit  this  wealth.  Next 
to  Signora  Lodi,  whose  right  can  be  put  in  com- 
petition with  mine  ?  But  if  you  will  not  give  it 
to  me,  on  my  own  account,  let  it  be  given  in  trust 
for  her.  Let  me  be  the  bearer  of  it  to  her  own 
hands.  I  have  already  shown  you  that  my  claim 
to  it,  as  her  guardian,  is  legal  and  incontrovertible ; 
bat  this  claim  I  waive.  I  will  merely  be  the  ex- 
ecutor of  your  will.  I  will  bind  myself  to  com- 
ply with  your  directions  by  any  oath,  however 
solemn  and  tremendous,  which  you  shall  pre- 
scribe." 

As  long  as  my  own  heart  acquitted  me,  these 
imputations  of  dishonesty  affected  me  but  little. 
They  excited  no  anger,  because  they  originated 
in  ignorance,  and  were  rendered  plausible  to  Wel- 
beck  by  such  facts  as  were  known  to  him.  It  was 
needless  to  confute  the  charge  by  elaborate  and 
circunuitantial  details.  It  was  true  that  my  reco- 
very was,  in  the  highest  degree,  improbable,  and 
that  my  death  would  put  an  end  to  my  power 
over  this  money;  but  had  I  not  determined  to 
secure  its  uilful  application  in  case  of  my  death  1 
This  project  was  obstructed  by  the  presence  of 
Welbeck,  but  I  hoped  that  his  love  of  life  would 
induce  him  to  fly.  He  might  wrest  this  volume 
from  me  by  violence,  or  he  might  wait  till  my 
death  should  give  him  peaceful  possession.  But 
these,  Uiough  probable  events,  were  not  certain, 
and  would  by  no  means  justify  the  voluntary  sur- 
render. His  strength,  if  employed  for  this  end, 
could  not  be  resisted ;  but  then  it  would  be  a  sacri- 
fice, not  to  choice,  but  necessity.  Promises  were 
eanly  given,  but  were  surely  not  to  be  confided 
in.  Welbeck*8  own  tale,  in  which  it  could  not  be 
imagined  that  he  had  aggravated  his  defects,  at- 
tested the  frailty  of  his  virtue.  To  put  into  his 
hands  a  sum  like  this,  in  expectation  of  his  deliver- 
ing it  to  another,  when  my  death  would  cover  the 
transaction  with  impenetrable  secrecy,  would  be 
indeed  a  proof  of  that  in&tuation  which  he  thought 
proper  to  impute  to  me.  These  thoughts  influ- 
ent^ my  resolutions,  but  they  were  revolved  in  si- 
lence. To  state  them  was  useless.  Tliey  would  not 
jastify  my  conduct  in  his  eyes.  They  would  only 
exasperate  dispute,  and  impel  him  to  those  acts  of 
violence  which  I  was  desirous  of  preventing.  The 
•ooner  this  controversy  should  end,  and  1  in  any 
measure  be  freed  from  the  obstruction  of  his  com- 
pany, the  better. 

"Mr.  Welbeck,"  said  I,  "my  regard  to  your 
safety  compels  me  to  wish  that  this  interview 
diould  terminate.  At  a  different  time,  I  should 
not  be  unwilling  to  discuss  this  matter.  Now  it 
will  be  fruitless.  My  conscience  points  out  to  me 
too  dearly  the  path  I  should  pursue  for  me  to  mis- 
take it  As  long  as  I  have  power  over  this  money 
I  shall  keep  it  for  the  use  of  the  unfortunate  lady 
whom  I  have  seen  in  this  house.  I  shall  exert 
myself  to  find  her,  but  if  that  be  impossible,  I  shall 
appropriate  it  in  a  way  in  which  you  shall  have 
po  participation." 


I  will  not  repeat  the  scene  that  succeeded  be- 
tween my  forbearance  and  his  passions.  .list- 
ened to  the  dictates  of  his  rage  uid  his  avarice  in 
silence.  Astonishment  at  my  inflexibility  was 
blended  with  his  anger.  By  turns  he  commented 
on  the  guilt  and  on  the  folly  of  my  resolutions. 
Sometimes  his  emotions  would  mount  into  fiuy, 
and  he  would  approach  me  in  a  menacing  atti- 
tude, and  lift  his  hand,  as  if  he  would  extermi- 
nate me  at  a  blow.  My  languid  eyes,  my  cheeks 
glowing  and  my  temples  throbbing  with  fever,  and 
my  total  passiveness  attracted  his  attention  and 
arrested  his  stroke.  Compassion  would  take  place 
of  rage,  and  the  belief  be  revived  that  remon- 
strances and  arguments  would  answer  his  purpose. 

This  scene  lasted  I  know  not  how  long.  In- 
seiisibly  the  passions  and  reasonings  of  Welbeck 
assumed  a  new  form.  A  grief^  mingled  with  per- 
plexity, overspread  his  countenance.  He  ceased 
to  contend  or  to  speak.  His  regards  were  with- 
drawn firom  me,  on  whom  they  had  hitherto  been 
fixed ;  and  wandering  or  vacant,  testified  a  conflict 
of  mind  terrible  beyond  any  that  my  young  ima- 
gination had  ever  conceived.  For  a  time,  he  ap- 
peared to  be  unconscious  of  my  presence.  He 
moved  to  and  fro  with  unequal  Aeps  and  with 
gesticulations  that  possessed  a  horrible  but  indis- 
tinct significance.  Occasionally  he  struggled  for 
breath,  and  his  efforts  were  directed  to  remove 
some  choking  impediment  No  test  of  my  forti- 
tude had  hitherto  occurred  equal  to  this.  The 
suspicion  which  this  deportment  suggested  was 
vague  and  formless.  The  tempest  which  I  wit- 
nessed was  the  prelude  of  horror.  These  were 
throes  which  would  terminate  in  the  birth  of  some 
sanguinary  purpose.  Did  he  meditate  a  bloody 
sacrifice?  Was  his  own  death  or  was  mine  to 
attest  the  magnitude  of  his  despair,  or  the  impetu- 
osity of  his  vengeance  ?  Suicide  was  familiar 
to  his  thoughts.  He  had  consented  to  live  but 
on  one  condition;  that  of  regaining  possession 
of  this  money.  Should  I  be  justified  in  driving 
him,  by  my  obstinate  refusal,  to  this  consum- 
mation of  his  crimes!  My  fear  of  this  catas- 
trophe was  groundless.  HiUierto  he  had  argued 
and  persuaded,  but  this  method  was  pursued  be- 
cause it  was  more  eligible  than  the  employment 
of  force,  or  than  procrastination.  No.  These 
were  tokens  that  pointed  to  me.  Some  unknown 
instigation  was  at  work  withm  him  to  tear  away 
his  remnant  of  humanity,  and  fit  him  for  the  office 
of  my  murderer.  I  knew  not  how  the  accumula- 
tion of  guilt  could  contribute  to  his  gratification 
or  security.  His  actions  had  been  partially  exhi- 
bited and  vaguely  seen.  What  extenuations  or 
omissions  had  vitiated  his  former  or  recent  narra- 
tive ;  how  far  his  actual  performan^^es  were  con- 
genial with  the  deed  which  was  now  to  be  per- 
petrated, I  knew  not  These  thoughts  lent  new 
rapidity  to  my  blood.  I  raised  my  head  from  the 
pillow,  and  watched  his  deportment  with  deeper 
attention.*  The  paroxysm  which  controlled  htm 
at  length  in  some  degree  subsided.  He  muttered, 
«  Yes :  it  must  come !  My  last  humiliation  must 
cover  me!     My  last  confession  must  be  made! 
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To  die,  and  leave  behind  me  this  train  of  enonnous 
peiila,  must  not  be.  O  Clemenza !  O  Mervyn ! 
yoohave  not  merited  that  I  should  leave  you  a 
legacy  of  persecution  and  death.  Your  safety 
must  be  purchased  at  what  price  my  malignant 
destiny  will  set  upon  it  The  cord  of  the  execu- 
tioner, the  note  of  everlasting  in&my,  is  better 
than  to  leave  you  beset  by  the  consequences  of 
my  guilt    It  must  not  be !" 

Saying  this,  Welbeck  cast  fearfiil  glances  at  the 
windows  and  door.  He  examined  every  avenue 
and  listened.  Thrice  he  repeated  this  scrutiny. 
Having,  as  it  seemed,  ascertained  that  no  one 
lurked  within  audience,  he  approached  the  bed. 
He  put  his  mouth  close  to  my  face.  He  attempted 
to  speak,  but  once  more  examined  the  apartment 
with  suspidous  glances.  He  drew  closer,  and  at 
leng^  in  a  tone  scarcely  avticulate  and  suffocated 
with  emotion,  he  spoke :  **  Excellent,  but  &tally  ob- 
stinate youth !  know  at  least  the  cause  of  my  im- 
po|[tunity ;  know  at  least  the  depth  of  my  in&tua- 
tion  and  the  enormity  of  my  guilt  The  bills- 
surrender  them  to  me,  and  save  yourself  from  per- 
secution and  disgrace !  Save  the  woman  whom 
you  wish  to  benefit  from  the  blackest  imputations ; 
from  hazard  to  her  life  and  her  &me ;  from  lan- 
guishing in  dungeons;  from  expiring  on  the 
gallows !  The  bills— O  save  me  from  the  bitter- 
ness of  death !  Let  the  evils  to  which  my  mise- 
rable life  has  given  birth  terminate  here  and  in 
myself.    Surrender  them  to  me,  for" — 

There  he  stopped.  His  utterance  was  choked 
by  terror.  Rapid  glances  were  again  darted  at 
the  windows  and  door.  The  silence  was  uninter- 
rupted except  by  far-off  sounds,  produced  by  some 
moving  carriage.  Once  more  he  summoned  reso- 
lution and  spoke :  "  Surrender  them  to  me— for — 
they  are  forged.  Formerly  I  told  you  that  a  scheme 
of  forgery  had  been  conceived.  Shame  would  not 
suffer  mo  to  add,  that  my  scheme  was  carried  into 
execution.  The  bills  were  fashioned,  but  my  fears 
contended  against  my  necessities,  and  forbade  me 
to  attempt  to  exchange  them.  The  interview 
with  Lodi  saved  me  from  the  dangerous  experi- 
ment I  enclosed  them  in  that  volume  to  be  used 
when  all  other  and  less  hazardous  resources 
should  fail.  In  the  agonies  of  my  remorse  at  the 
death  of  Watson,  they  were  forgotten.  They 
afterward  recurred  to  recollection.  My  wishes 
[Minted  to  the  grave ;  but  the  stroke  that  ^ould 
deliver  me  from  life  was  suspended  only  till  I 
could  hasten  hither,  get  possession  of  tliese  papers 
and  destroy  them.  When  I  thought  upon  the 
chances  that  should  give  them  an  owner;  bring 
them  into  circulation ;  load  the  innocent  with  sus- 
picion; and  lead  them  to  trial  and  perhaps  to 
death,  my  sensations  were  agony ;  earnestiy  as  I 
panted  for  death,  it  was  necessarily  deferred  till  I 
had  gained  possession  of  and  destroyed  these  pa- 
pers. What  now  remains]  You  have  found 
them.  Happily  they  have  not  been  used.  Give 
them  therefore  to  me,  that  I  may  crush  at  once 
the  brood  of  mischiefe  which  they  could  not  but 
generate." 

This  disclosure  was  strange.    It  was  accom- 


panied with  eveiy  token  of  sincerity.  How  had  I 
tottered  on  the  brink  of  destruction!  If  I  had 
made  use  of  this  money,  in  what  a  lab3rrinth  of 
misery  might  I  not  have  been  involved !  My  in- 
nocence could  never  have  been  proved.  An  alli- 
ance with  Welbeck  could  not  have  frdled  to  be 
inferred.  My  career  would  have  found  an  igno- 
minious close;  or,  if  my  punishment  had  been 
commuted  into  slavery,  would  the  testimony  of 
my  conscience  have  supported  me  ?  I  shuddered 
at  the  view  of  the  disasters  from  which  I  was  res- 
cued by  the  miraculous  chance  which  led  me  to 
this  house.  Welbeck's  request  was  salutary  to 
me  and  honourable  to  himself.  I  could  not  hesi- 
tate a  moment  in  compliance.  The  notes  were 
enclosed  in  paper,  and  deposited  in  a  fold  of  my 
clothes.  I  put  my  hand  upon  them.  My  motion 
and  attention  was  arrested  at  the  instant,  by  a 
noise  which  arose  in  the  street  Footsteps  were 
heard  upon  the  pavement  before  the  door,  and 
voices,  as  if  busy  in  discourse.  This  incident  was 
adapted  to  infiise  the  deepest  alarm  into  myself 
and  my  companion.  The  motives  of  our  trepida- 
tion were  indeed  different,  and  were  infrnitcly  more 
powerful  in  my  case  than  in  his.  It  portended 
to  me  nothing  less  than  the  loss  of  my  asylum 
and  condemnation  to  an  hospital.  Welbeck  hur- 
ried to  the  door  to  listen  to  the  conversation  be- 
low. This  interval  was  pregnant  with  thought 
That  impulse  which  led  my  reflections  from  Wel- 
beck to  my  own  state,  passed  away  in  a  moment, 
and  suffered  me  to  meditate  anew  upon  the  terms 
of  that  confession  which  had  just  been  made. 
Horror  at  the  fate  which  this  interview  had  en- 
abled me  to  shun,  vna  uppermost  in  my  concep> 
tions.  I  was  eager  to  surrender  these  fatal  bills. 
I  held  them  for  that  purpose  in  my  hand,  and  was 
impatient  for  Welbeck*s  return.  He  continued  at 
the  door;  stooping,  with  his  face  averted,  and 
eagerly  attentive  to  the  conversation  in  the  street 
All  the  circumstances  of  my  present  situation 
tended  to  arrest  the  progress  of  thought  and  chain 
my  contemplations  to  one  image ;  but  even  now 
there  was  room  for  foresight  and  deliberation. 
Welbeck  intended  to  destroy  these  bills.  Perhaps 
he  had  not  been  sincere ;  or,  if  his  purpose  had 
been  honestly  disclosed,  this  purpose  might  change 
when  the  bills  were  in  his  possession.  His  po- 
verty and  sanguineness  of  temper  might  prompt 
him  to  use  them.  That  this  conduct  was  evil  and 
would  only  multiply  his  miseries,  could  not  bo 
questioned.  Why  should  I  subject  his  frailty  to 
this  temptation?  The  destruction  of  these  bills 
was  the  loudest  injunction  of  duty ;  was  demanded 
by  every  sanction  which  bound  me  to  promote  the 
welfare  of  mankind.  The  means  of  destruction 
were  easy.  A  lighted  candle  stood  on  a  table,  at 
the  distance  of  a  few  yard?.  Why  should  I  hesi- 
tate a  moment  to  annihilate  so  powerful  a  cause 
of  error  and  guilt  A  passing  instant  was  suffi- 
cient A  momentary  lingering  might  change  the 
circumstances  that  surrounded  me  and  frustrate 
my  project  My  languors  were  suspended  by  the 
urgencies  of  the  occasion.  I  started  from  my  bed 
and  glided  to  the  table.    Seiung  the  notes  with 
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my  right  hand,  I  held  diem  in  the  flame  of  the 
candle,  and  then  threw  them  blazing  on  the  floor. 
The  sudden  illumination  waa  perceived  by  Wei- 
beck.  The  cause  of  it  appeared  to  suggest  itself 
u  soon.  He  turned,  and  marking  the  paper  where 
it  lay,  leaped  to  the  spot  and  extinguish^  the  fire 
with  his  foot  His  interposition  was  too  late* 
Only  enough  of  them  remained  to  inform  him  of 
the  nature  of  the  sacrifice.  He  now  stood  with 
limbs  trembling,  features  aghast,  and  eyes  glaring 
upon  me.  For  a  time  he  was  without  speech. 
The  storm  was  gathering  in  silence,  and  at  length 
bonst  upon  me.  In  a  tone  menacing  and  loud, 
he  exclaimed :  «  Wretch !  What  have  you  done  1" 

"  I  have  done  justly.  These  notes  were  false. 
You  desired  to  destroy  them  that  they  might  not 
betray  the  innocent  I  applauded  your  purpose, 
and  have  saved  you  from  the  danger  of  temptation 
by  destroying  them  myself.*' 

»  Maniac !  mis  .re  ant !  to  be  fooled  by  so  gross 
an  artifice !  The  notes  were  genuine.  The  tale 
of  their  forgory  was  false,  and  meant  only  to  wrest 
them  from  yo(i.  Execrable  and  perverse  idiot ! 
Tour  deed  has  sealed  my  perdition.  It  has  sealed 
your  own.  You  shall  pay  for  it  with  your  blood. 
I  will  slay  y&a  by  inches.  I  will  stretch  you,  as 
you  have  stretched  me,  on  the  rack  V* 

During  this  speech,  all  was  phren^  and  storm 
in  the  features  of  Welbeck.  Nothing  less  could 
hi  ef  pected  than  that  the  scene  would  terminate 
ia  some  bloody  catastrophe.  I  bitterly  regretted 
the  facility  with  wliich  I  had  been  deceived,  and 
the  precipitation  of  my  sacri6ce.  The  act,  how- 
ever, could  not  be  revoked.  What  remained  but 
to  encounter  or  endure  its  consequences  with  un- 
shrinking firmness  1 

The  contest  was  too  unequal.  It  is  possible 
that  the  phrensy  which  actuated  Welbeck  might 
have  speedily  subsided.  It  is  more  likely  that  his 
passions  would  have  been  satiated  with  nothing 
hut  my  death*  This  event  was  precluded  by  loud 
knocks  at  the  street  door,  and  calls  by  some  one 
on  the  pavement  without,  of — Who  is  within  1 
la  any  one  within  ? 

«  They  are  coming,"  said  he.  "  They  will  treat 
you  as  a  sick  man  and  a  thief.  I  cannot  desire 
you  to  sufier  worse  evil  than  they  will  inflict  I 
loave  you  to  your  late.''  So  sayuig,  he  rushed 
out  of  the  room. 


SCENE  WITH  A  PANTHER. 

raOM  KDGAB  HV2fTLT. 


[CuTRCKO,  The  sleep-walker,  has  become  insane,  and 
ba«  fled  into  one  of  the  wiljd  mountain  fastnesses  of  Nor- 
walk.    Edgar  Huntly  endeavours  to  discover  his  retreat.] 

I  PASSED  through  the  cave. ...  At  that  moment, 
torrents  of  rain  poured  from  above,  and  stronger 
blasts  thundered  amidst  these  desolate  recesses  and 
profound  chasms.  Instead  of  lamenting  the  pre- 
valcDce  of  the  tempest,  I  now  began  to  regarid  it 
with  pleaaure.  It  conferred  new  forms  of  sub- 
limity and  grandeur  on  the  scene.  As  I  crept 
widi  hands  and  feet  along  my  imperfect  bridge,  a 


sudden  gust  had  nearly  whirled  me  into  the  fright- 
ful abyss.  To  preserve  myself,  I  was  obligUl!  to 
loose  my  hold  of  my  burden  and  it  fell  into  the 
gulfl  This  incident  disconcerted  and  distressed 
me.  As  soon  as  I  had  effected  my  dangerous 
passage,  I  screened  myself  behind  a  cliff)  and  gave 
myself  up  to  reflection 

While  thus  occupied,  my  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
the  opposite  steeps.  The  tops  of  the  trees,  wav- 
ing to  and  fro,  in  the  wildest  commotion,  and  their 
trunks,  occasionally  bending  to  the  blast,  which, 
in  these  lofty  regions,  blew  with  a  violence  un- 
known in  the  tracts  below,  exhibited  an  awful 
spectacle.  At  length,  my  attention  was  attracted 
by  the  trunk  which  lay  across  the  gulf,  and  which 
I  had  converted  into  a  bridge.  I  perceived  that  it 
had  already  somewhat  swerved  f?om  its  original 
position,  that  every  blast  broke  or  loosened  some 
of  the  fibres  by  which  its  roots  was  connected  with 
the  opposite  bank,  and  that,  if  the  storm  did  not 
speedily  abate,  there  was  imminent  danger  of  •its 
being  torn  from  the  rock  and  precipitated  into  the 
chasm.  Thus  my  retreat  would  be  cut  oS,  and 
the  evils,  from  which  I  was  endeavouring  to  res- 
cue another,  would  be  experienced  by  myself.  .  . . 

I  believed  my  destiny  to  hang  upon  the  expe- 
dition with  which  I  should  recross  this  gulf 
The  moments  that  were  spent  in  these  delibera- 
tions were  critical,  and  I  shuddered  to  observe  that 
the  trunk  was  held  in  its  place  by  one  or  two 
fibres  which  were  abready  stretched  almost  to 
breaking. 

To  pass  along  the  trunk,  rendered  slippery  by 
the  wet  and  unsteadfast  by  the  wind,  was  emi- 
nently dangerous.  To  maintain  my  hold  in  pass- 
ing, in  defiance  of  the  whirlwind,  required  the 
most  vigorous  exertions.  For  this  end  it  was 
necessary  to  discommode  myself  of  my  cloak  and 
of  the  volume 

Just  as  I  had  disposed  of  these  encumbrances, 
and  had  risen  from  my  seat,  my  attention  was 
again  called  to  the  opposite  steep,  by  the  most  un- 
welcome object  that  at  this  time  could  possibly 
present  itself.  Something  was  perceived  moving 
among  the  bushes  and  rocks,  which,  for  a  time,  I 
hoped  was  no  more  than  a  raccoon  or  opossum, 
but  which  presently  appeared  to  be  a  panther. 
His  gray  coat,  extended  claws,  fiery  eyes,  and  a 
cry  which  he  at  that  moment  uttered,  and  which, 
by  its  resemblance  to  the  human  voice,  is  pecu- 
liarly terrific,  denoted  him  to  be  the  most  ferocious 
and  untameable  of  that  detested  race.  The  indus- 
try of  our  hunters  has  nearly  banished  animals  of 
prey  from  these  precincts.  The  fastnesses  of  Nor- 
walk,  however,  could  not  but  afford  refuge  to  somo 
of  them.  Of  late  I  had  met  them  so  rarely,  that 
my  fears  were  seldom  alive,  and  I  trod,  without 
caution,  the  ruggedest  and  most  solitary  haunts. 
Still,  however,  I  had  seldom  been  unfurnished  in 
my  rambles  with  the  means  of  defence 

The  unfrequency  with  which  I  had  lately  en- 
countered this  foe,  and  the  encumbrance  of  provi- 
sion made  me  neglect  on  this  occasion  to  bring 
with  me  my  usual  arms.  The  beast  that  was 
now  before  me,  when  stimulated  by  hunger,  was 
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accustomed  to  aasail  whatever  could  provide  him 
witll  a  banquet  of  blood.  He  would  set  upon  the 
man  and  the  deer  with  equal  and  irreuatible  fero- 
city. Hia  sagacity  was  equal  to  his  strength,  and 
he  seemed  able  to  discover  when  his  antagonist 
was  armed. ... 

My  past  experience  enabled  me  to  estimate  die 
full  extent  of  my  danger.  He  sat  on  the  brow  of 
the  steep,  eyeing  the  bridge,  and  apparently  deli- 
berating whether  he  should  cross  it  It  was  pro- 
bable that  he  had  scented  my  footsteps  thus  far, 
and  should  he  pass  over,  his  vigilance  could 
scarcely  fiul  of  detecting  my  asylum. . . . 

Should  he  retain  his  present  station,  my  danger 
was  scarcely  lessened.  To  pass  over  in  th^  face 
of  a  famished  t^r  was  only  to  rush  upon  my  fate. 
The  falling  of  the  trunk,  which  had  lately  been  so 
anxiously  deprecated,  was  no^ir,  with  no  less  solici- 
tude, desired.  Every  new  gust  I  hoped  would  tear 
asunder  its  remaining  bands,  and,  by  cutting  off 
all'  communication  between  the  opposite  steeps, 
place  me  in  security.  My  hopes,  however,  were 
destined  to  be  frustrated.  The  fibres  of  the  pros- 
trate tree  were  obstinately  tenacious  of  their  hold, 
and  presently  the  animal  scrambled  down  the  rock 
and  proceeded  to  cross  it 

Of  all  kinds  of  death,  that  which  now  menaced 
me  was  the  most  abhorred.  To  die  by  disease,  or 
by  the  hand  of  a  fellow-creature,  was  lenient  in 
comparison  with  being  rent  to  pieces  by  the  &ng8 
of  this  savage.  To  perish  in  this  obscure  retreat, 
by  means  so  impervious  to  the  anxious  curiosity 
of  my  friends,  to  lose  my  portion  of  existence  by 
so  untoward  and  ignoble  a  destiny,  was  insup- 
portable. I  bitterly  deplored  my  rashness  in  com- 
ing hither  unprovided  for  an  encounter  like  this. 

The  evil  of  my  present  circumstances  consisted 
chiefly  in  suspense.  My  death  was  unavoidable, 
but  my  imagination  had  leisure  to  torment  itself 
by  anticipations.  One  foot  of  the  savage  was 
slowly  and  cautiously  moved  after  the  other.  He 
struck  his  claws  so  deeply  into  the  bark  that  they 
were  with  difficulty  withdrawn.  At  length  he 
leaped  upon  the  ground.  We  were  now  separated 
by  an  interval  of  scarcely  eight  fe^t  To  leave 
the  spot  where  I  crouched  was  impossible.  Be- 
hind and  beside  me  the  cliff  rose  perpendicularly, 
and  before  me  was  this  grim  and  terrific  visage. 
I  shrunk  still  closer  to  the  gpround  and  closed  my 
eyes. 

From  this  pause  of  horror  I  was  aroused  by  the 
noise  occadoned  by  a  second  spring  of  the  animal. 
He  leaped  into  the  pit  in  which  I  had  so  deefdy 
regretted  that  I  had  not  taken  refuge,  and  disap- 
peared. My  rescue  was  so  sudden,  and  so  much 
beyond  my  belief  or  my  hope,  that  I  doubted  for 
a  moment  whether  my  senses  did  not  deceive  me. 
This  opportunity  of  escape  was  not  to  be  neglected. 
I  left  my  place  and  scrambled  over  the  trunk  with 
a  precipitation  which  had  liked  to  have  proved 
fatal.  "Hie  tree  groaned  and  shook  under  me, 
the  wind  blew  with  unexampled  violence,  and 


I  had  scarcely  reached  the  opposite  steep  when 
the  roots  were  severed  from  the  rock,  and  the 
whole  fell  thundering  to  the  bottom  of  the  chasm. 

My  trepidations  were  not  speedily  quieted.  I 
looked  back  with  wonder  on  my  hair-breadth 
escape,  and  on  that  singular  concurrence  of  events 
which  had  placed  me  in  so  short  a  period  in  abso- 
lute securi^.  Had  the  trunk  fallen  a  moment 
earlier,  I  should  have  been  imprisoned  on  the  hill 
or  thrown  headlong.  Had  its  fall  been  delayed 
another  moment  I  should  have  been  pursued ;  for 
the  beast  now  iasued  from  his  den,  and  testified 
his  surprise  and  disappointment  by  tokens,  the 
sight  of  which  made  my  blood  run  cold. 

He  saw  me  and  hastened  to  the  verge  of  the 
chasm.  He  squatted  on  his  hind-legs  and  assumed 
the  attitude  of  one  preparing  to  leap.  My  con- 
sternation was  excited  afresh  by  these  appear- 
ances. It  seemed  at  first  as  if  Uie  rift  was  too 
wide  for  any  power  of  muscles  to  carry  him  in 
safety  over ;  but  I  knew  the  unparalleled  agility 
of  this  animal,  and  that  his  experience  had  made 
him  a  belter  judge  of  the  practicability  of  this  ex- 
ploit than  I  was. 

Still  there  was  hope  that  he  would  relinquish 
this  design  as  desperate.  This  hope  was  quickly 
at  an  end.  He  sprung,  and  his  fore-legs  touched 
the  verge  of  the  rock  on  which  I  stood.  In  spite 
of  vehement  exertions,  however,  the  surface  was 
too  smooth  and  too  hard  to  allow  him  to  make 
good  his  hold.  He  fell,  and  a  piercing  cry,  uttered 
below,  showed  that  nothing  had  obstructed  his  de- 
scent to  the  bottom. 
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The  ideas  annexed  to  the  term  peasant  are 
wholly  inapplicable  to  the  tilleis  of  ground  in 
America ;  but  our  notions  are  the  offspring  of  the 
books  we  read.  Our  books  arc  almost  wholly  the 
productions  of  Europe,  and  the  prejudices  which 
infect  us  are  derived  chiefly  from  this  source- 
These  prejudices  may  be  somewhat  rectified  by 
age  and  by  converse  with  the  worid,  but  they 
flourish  in  full  vigour  in  youthful  minds,  reared  in 
seclusion  and  privacy,  and  undisciplined  by  inter- 
course with  various  classes  of  mankind.  In  me 
they  possessed  an  unusual  degree  of  strength.  My 
words  were  selected  and  defined  according  to 
foreign  usages,  and  my  notions  of  dignity  were 
modelled  on  a  scale  which  the  revolution  has  com- 
pletely taken  away.  I  could  never  forget  that  my 
condition  was  that  of  a  peaiuit,  and  in  spite  of 
reflection,  I  was  the  slave  of  those  sentiments  of 
self-contempt  and  humiliation,  which  pertain  to 
that  condition  elsewhere,  though  chimerical  and 
visionary  on  the  western  side  of  the  Atlm&tic. 
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William  Wirt  was  the  youngest  son  of 
an  emigrant  from  Switzerland,  and  was  bom 
in  Bladensburg,  Maryland,  on  the  eighth  of 
NoTember,  1772.  His  father  died  while  he 
was  an  in&nt,  and  his  mother  before  he  was 
eight  years  old.  He  then  became  the  ward 
of  an  uncle,  who  placed  him  at  a  grammar 
school  kept  by  a  Mr.  Hunt,  in  the  county  of 
Montgomery,  where  he  remained  from  1781 
to  1785,  in  which  period  he  studied  the  Greek 
and  Latin  languages,  and  indulged  in  much 
desultory  reading,  chiefly  of  classical  authora, 
of  which  his  ieacher  had  a  good  collection. 
Daring  the  next  year  and  a  half  he  was  a 
pnrate  teacher  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Benjamin 
Edwards,  whose  son  Ninian,  afterward  6o- 
Temor  of  Illinois,  had  been  his  school-mate ; 
and  in  1789,  on  account  of  impaired  health, 
he  went  to  Augusta,  Georgia,  where  he  spent 
the  following  winter.  On  his  return  to  Mary- 
land he  commenced  the  study  of  the  law,  and 
in  1792  he  was  licensed  to  practice,  and  cbm- 
menced  his  professional  career  at  Culpepper 
Court  House  in  Virginia. 

He  was  now  twenty-one  years  of  age,  with 
good  health,  a  handsome  person,  pleasing  ad- 
dress, and  great  fluency  in  conversation  and 
'   in  debate.     From  the  firet  he  was  eminently 
I   successful  in  the  courts;   and  marrying,  in 
1795,  a  daughter  of  Dr.  Gilmer,  of  Cbarlottes- 
f  yiUe,  and  about  the  same  time  becoming  ac- 
quainted and  contracting  friendships  with  Mr. 
Jefllerson,  Mr.  Madison,  and  other  celebrated 
men,  he  had  before  him  the  promise  of  a  pros- 
perous and  happy  life. 

The  death  of  his  wife,  however,  in  1799, 
interrupted  his  purauits,  and  for  a  chang^e  of 
scene  he  went  to  Richmond,  where  he  was 
chosen  clerk  of  the  House  of  Delegates.  The 
respect  which  he  a^i^uired  during  three  terms 
of  service  in  this  body  was  so  great,  that  upon 
a  new  organization  of  the  judiciary,  in  1802, 
when  he  was  but  twenty-nine  years  of  age,  he 
was  chosen  chancellor  of  the  eastern  district 
of  the  state.  He  removed  to  Williamsburgh, 
but  finding  the  profits  of  his  oflice  less  than 
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his  probable  income  as  an  advocate,  ^nd  con- 
fident of  his  ability  to  acquire  a  higher  distinc- 
tion in  a  different  position,  he  resigned  it  at 
the  end  of  a  few  months ;  and  having  married 
a  daughter  of  Colonel  Gramble,  of  Richmond, 
and  passed  in  that  city  another  winter,  during 
which  he  wrote  The  British  Spy,  he  selected 
Norfolk  as  his  place  of  residence,  and  there 
resumed  the  practice  of  his  profession. 

The  British  Spy  was  hastily  composed, 
without  a  thought  of  its  ever  attracting  atten- 
tion beyond  the  circle  which  was  most  familiar 
with  the  charactera  described  in  it,  and  was 
publi^ed  in  numbere  in  the  Virginia  Argus, 
in  1803.  It  purports  to  be  a  selection  from 
lettera  addressed  by  a  young  English  noble- 
man, travelling  Under  an  assumed  name  in 
the  United  States,  to  his  former  guardian,  a 
distinguished  member  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. 

At  the  end  of  three  years  Mr.  Wirt  re- 
turned again  to  Richmond,  where  in  the  win- 
ter of  1807  he  was  retained  under  the  direction 
of  President  Jeffereon  to  assist  the  Attorney- 
General  of  the  United  States  in  the  celebrated 
prosecution  of  Aaron  Burr  for  treason.  The 
great  Marehall  presided,  and  the  firat  lawyers 
of  the  country  were  engaged  for  or  against 
the  prisoner.  The  question  was  argued  in  a 
manner  worthy  of  its  importance.  **  A  degree 
of  eloquence  seldom  displayed  on  any  occa- 
sion,'* said  the  chief  justice,  '*  has  embellished 
solidity  of  argument  and  depth  of  research." 
It  is  generally  admitted  that  the  speech  of 
Mr.  Wirt  w?\s  altogether  the  most  brilliant 
and  effiective  made  during  the  trial.  He  was 
master  of  all  the  arts  by  which  the  attention 
is  secured  and  retained.  Oratory  was  his 
forte  as  well  as  his  &vourite  art.  Every  pe- 
riod, every  gesture,  every  look,  was  carefully 
studied.  His  principal  speech  occupied  four 
hours,  and  was  faithfully  reported,  probably 
by  himself.  The  occasion  was  fortunate ;  he 
exerted  his  best  powera ;  and  made  his  repu- 
tation national.    As  everybody  knows.  Burr 

was  acquitted.    Luther  Martin's  remark,  that 
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the  trial  was  **  much  ado  ahout  nothing,"  is 
•ow  admitted  to  have  been  as  just  as  it  was  hap- 
py. There  was  on  the  side  of  the  prosecution 
little  opportunity  for  reasoning,  and  certainly 
Mr.  Wirt  exhibited  no  great  ability  in  that 
way;  but  his  speech  served  his  own  pur- 
poses, and  helped  to  secure  the  proceeding 
from  immolate  contempt 

In  1808  he  was  elected  to  represent  the  city 
of  Richmond  in  the  House  of  Delegates,  and 
he  acquired  new  distinction  by  his  labours  in 
that  body ;  but  though  often  invited  to  do  so 
he  would  never  after  leave  the  path  of  his  pro- 
fession. He  wrote,  indeed,  in  support  of  Mr. 
Jefferson's  administration,  and  in  &vour  of 
the  nomination  of  Mr.  Madison  for  the  presi- 
dency; but  except  when  influenced  by  pri- 
vate friendship  he  had  as  little  as  possible  to 
do  with  party  politics. 

He  was  now  in  the  height  of  his  popularity, 
and  his  office  was  thronged  with  suitors ;  but 
be  still  found  time  for  indulgence  of  his  taste 
for  society  and  literature.  His  reading  was 
discursive,  but  the  classics,  the  great  histo- 
rians, and  the  English  dramatists  and  essay- 
ists were  his  favourites.  His  memory  was  ex- 
ceedingly retentive,  and  perhaps  no  one  ever 
surpassed  him  in  readiness  and  felicity  of 
quotation.  Mr.  Thomas,  the  clever  author  of 
Clinton  Bradshaw,  relates  a  characteristic  in- 
stance, which  occurred,  however,  at  a  later  pe- 
riod :  A  Scotch  Presbyterian  church  in  Bal- 
timore was  divided  upon  the  question  of  what 
is  called  the  new  school  theology,  and  Mr. 
Wirt  was  advocate  for  the  Rev.  Mr.  Duncan, 
whom  the  old  school  side  were  endeavouring 
to  eject  from  the  place  of  pastor.  After 
alluding  to  the  fact  that  both  parties  were  from 
Scotland,  he  described  the  preacher  as  being 
in  the  condition  of  the  guest  of  Macbeth,  and 
rebuking  the  plaintiffs  with  great  effect,  said 
that  if  they  succeeded  they  would  feel  like 
the  guilty  Thane ;  for 

This  Dunean 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angel*,  trumpet-tongued,  agamat 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off*. 

There  were  in  Richmond  many  persons  of 
congenial  tastes,  upon  whom  he  frequently 
urged  the  custom  of  authorship,  as  delightful 
in  itself,  and  as  an  honourable  and'  effective 
means  of  elevating  the  national  character. 
The  British  Spy  had  been  eminently  success- 
ful ;  and  discussing  with  some  friends,  in  1809, 


the  article  on  Ashe's  Travels  in  America, 
which  had  then  just  appeared  in  the  Edin- 
burgh Review,  he  proposed  a  literary  partner- 
ship for  writing  The  Old  Bachelor.  Judge 
Parker,  Beverley  Tucker,  Dabney  Can,  J.  W. 
Mercer,  and  some  others  promised  assistance, 
and  the  publication  of  that  work  was  soon 
afterward  commenced  in  the  Richmond  En- 
quirer. By  far  the  largest  portion  of  it  was 
written  by  Mr.  Wirt,  though  several  of  his 
friends  furnished  each  one  or  more  essays. 
In  the  twelfth  number  the  prime  objects  in 
view  are  stated  to  be,  to  diffuse  among  the 
people  a  taste  for  letters,  to  make  them  sensi- 
ble of  the  decline  of  intelligence  in  the  coun- 
try since  the  age  of  the  revolution,  and  to 
excite  a  spirit  of  emulation  among  the  yonng. 
Whatever  may  have  been  the  degeneracy  of  the 
Virginians,  the  contrasts  which  he  describes 
were  nowhere  else  perceptible ;  and  we  can 
hardly  believe,  even  upon  his  testimony,  that 
his  contemporaries  in  that  state  exhibited  in  so 
marked  a  degree  *'  the  phenomenon  of  a  young 
people  experiencing  the  decrepitude  of  age  be- 
fore they  attained  maturity.''  The  revolution 
had  called  out  all  our  latent  energies,  and  such  a 
crisis  at  any  subsequent  period  would  also  have 
produced  what  he  calls  **  eruptions  of  talent." 
The  tone  of  The  Old  Bachelor  on  this  subject 
is  uniformly  extravagant,  and  exhibits  a  curioos 
subserviency  to  the  opinions  of  the  foreign 
travellers  and  reviewers  which  he  professes  to 
condemn.   Its  style  is  gaudy  and  feeble. 

In  1817  Mr.  Wirt  published  the  Life  of 
Patrick  Henry,  a  work  for  which  he  had  been 
many  years  collecting  materials,  but  of  which 
the  execution  had  been  delayed  by  his  profes- 
sional occupations.  This  is  an  extraordinaiy 
piece  of  biography,  animated  and  picturesque,  ^ 
and  though  full  of  extravagancies,  not  an  un- 
faithful representation  of  the  celebrated  origi- 
nal. It  is  one  of  the  small  class  of  works  for 
which  his  genius,  or  rather  his  temperament, 
was  best  suited.  He  would  have  written  the 
life  of  any  other  man  in  the  same  style,  and 
Henry's  was  almost  the  only  one  which 
would  have  borne  it.  Wirt's  whole  experi- 
ence had  been  a  prepari^^on  for  the  portrai- 
ture of  the  great  orator,  and  however  hastily 
it  may  in  the  end  have  been  composed,  we 
have  no  reason  to  suppose  it  would  have  had 
more  unity,  completeness,  condensation  or 
simplicity,  if  it  had  received  from  him  any 
conceivable  amount  of  labour. 
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Mr.  Wtxt  was  appointed  by  President  Ma- 
dison in  1816  Attorney  for  the  district  of  Vir- 
gino,  and  on  the  election  of  Mr.  Monroe  to 
the  presidency,  in  the  following  year,  he  was 
made  Attorney  General  of  the  United  States. 
He  DOW  removed  to  Washington,  where  he 
raided  until  1830,  when,  at  the  close  of  the 
admioi^itration  of  Mr.  Adams,  he  resigned  his 
office,  and  took  up  his  residence  in  Baltimore, 
whiae  he  passed  the  remainder  of  his  life. 
He  died  on  the  eighteenth  of  February,  1834, 
in  the  sixty-second  year  of  his  age. 

Mr.  Wirt*8  literary  writings,  besides  those 
already  mentioned,  are  a  Eulogy  on  the  Lives 
and  Charactere  of  Adams  and  Jefferaon;  A 
Discoarse  before  the  Societies  of  Rutgers' 
College,  in  1830;  and  an  Address  delivered 
in  Baltimore,  in  the  same  year,  on  the  Tri- 
umph of  Liberty  in  France. 

Mr.  Wirt  had  never  the  reputation  of  being  a 
irst  rate  lawyer,  bat  his  standing  in  the  Su- 
preme Court,  where  he  was  constantly  liable 
to  be  compared  with  some  of  the  strongest 
men  of  the  country,  was  highly  respectable. 
He  had  a  thorough  knowledge  of  business, 
lelieity  in  expedients,  and  great  readiness  in 
bringing  all  his  acquisitions  into  use.  He  had 
given  much  attention  to  the  study  of  oratory, 
and  in  The  British  Spy,  in  The  Old  Bachelor, 
and  in  the  Life  of  tlenry,  had  written  much 
on  the  subject;  but  in  a  desultory  manner, 
without  apparent  design,  or  consistency,  so 
that  no  very  definite  ideas  can  be  gathered  of 
^  his  Tiews  respecting  it.  Yet  it  is  agreed  on 
all  hands  that  he  was  hims^  a  very  ready, 
pleasing,  and  effective  speaker,  inferior  per- 
haps to  no  one  among  his  contemporaries  at 
the  bar  in  this  country. 

Of  his  literary  merits  I  do  not  think  highly. 


His  abilities  were  more  brilliant  than  solid. 
He  had  a  rapid  but  not  skilful  command  of 
language,  a  prolific  but  not  a  chaste  or  correct 
&ncy,  and  his  opinioiis  were  generally  neither 
new  nor  striking. 

Li  his  essays  he  imitated  closely  the  form  of 
the  English  models  in  this  sort  of  writing,  and 
both  The  British  Spy  and  The  Old  Bachelor 
contain  passages  which  will  bear  a  favourable 
comparison  perhaps  with  any  thing  in  the 
same  style  written  since  the  time  of  Johnson ; 
but  they  are  to  be  regarded  altogether  as  the 
last  productions  of  an  obsolete  school,  which 
never  could  or  will  be  made  to  flourish  in  this 
country. 

In  private  life  Mr.  Wirt  was  justly  held  in 
the  highest  estioSation.  At  an  early  period 
he  had  betrayed  an  unsteadiness  of  purpose 
and  a  feebleness  of  will  from  which  the 
worst  consequences  were  apprehended;  but 
**  the  ship  righted,''  as  he  remarks  in  one  of 
his  lettera,  and  it  sailed  gallantly  afterward 
a  long  voyage,  through  various  seas,  to  the 
desired  haven.  He  was  in  all  respects  fitted 
to  adorn  and  charm  society.  His  mannera, 
marked  by  the  kindness  which  was  in  his 
nature,  were  pleasing  and  familiar,  yet  digrni- 
fied,  and  his  conversation  was  fluent,  eloquent, 
enlivened  by  playful  and  apposite  wit,  and  en- 
riched with  the  results,  always  at  command, 
of  his  extensive  and  various  reading.  He 
wrote  veraes  and  composed  music  with  &cility, 
and  sung,  and  performed  on  various  instru- 
mentsi  It  is  no  wonder  therefore  that  he  was  a 
favourite<of  society,  and  that  he  is  remembered, 
by  those  who  had  the  happiness  of  being  per- 
sonally intimate  with  him,  with  an  enthusiasm 
which  cannot  be  felt  by  those  who  know  him 
only  as  a  lawyer  and  man  of  lettere. 


THE  BLIND  PREACHER. 

WMXm  THS  BHinSH  SFT. 

It  was  one  Sonday,  as  I  travelled  through  the 
enmtj  of  Orange,  that  my  eye  was  caught  by  a 
darter  of  horses  tied  near  a  ruinous,  old,  wooden 
house  in  the  forest,  pyt  far  from  the  road-side. 
Hsri^g  frequently  seen  such  objects  before,  in 
titTelUng  through  these  States,  I  had  no  difficulty 
in  oadeistanding  mat  this  was  a  place  of  religious 
vonhip, 

Derotkm  alone  should  have  stopped  me,  to  join 
m  the  duties  of  the  congreg^on ;  but  I  must  con- 
fcsB,  that  cmiosiitj  to  hear  the  preacher  of  such  a 


wilderness,  waii  not  the  least  of  my  motives.  On 
entering,  I  was  struck  with  his  preternatural  ap- 
pearance. He  was  a  tall  and  very  spare  old  man ; 
his  head,  which  was  covered  with  a  white  linen 
cap,  his  shrivelled  hands,  and  his  voice,  were  all 
shaking  under  the  influence  of  a  palsy ;  and  a  few 
moments  ascertained  to  me  that  he  was  perfectly 
blind. 

The  first  emotions  that  touched  my  breast  were 
those  of  mingled  pity  and  veneration.  But  how 
soon  were  all  my  feelings  changed !  The  lips. of 
Plato  were  never  more  worthy  of  a  prognostic 
swarm  of  bees,  than  were  th^  lips  of  this  holy 
man !  It  was  a  day  of  the  administration  of  the 
sacrament;  and  his  subject  was,  of  course,  the 


124 


WILLIAM   WJRT. 


paarion  of  our  Saviour.  I  had  heard  the  mbject 
handled  a  thousand  tunes :  I  had  thought  it  ex- 
hausted long  ago.  Little  did  I  suppose  that  in 
the  wild  woods  of  Amerisa,  I  was  to  meet  with  a 
man  whose  eloquence  would  give  to  this  topic  a 
new  and  more  sublime  pathos  than  I  had  ever  be- 
fore witnessed. 

As  he  descended  from  the  pulpit  to  distribute 
the  mystic  symbols,  there  was  a  peculiar,  a  more 
tfaian  human  solemnity  in  his  air  and  manner, 
which  made  my  blood  run  cold,  and  my  whole 
frame  shiver. 

He  then  drew  a  picture  of  the  sufierings  of  our 
Baviour;  his  trial  before  Pilate;  his  ascent  up 
Calvary ;  his  crucifixion  ;  and  his  death.  I  knew 
the  whole  history;  but  never  until  then  had  I 
heard  the  circumstances  so  selected,  so  arranged, 
so  coloured !  It  was  all  new ;  and  I  seemed  to 
have  heard  it  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  His 
enunciation  was  so  deliberate  that  his  voice  trem- 
bled on  every  syllable  ;  and  every  heart  in  the  as- 
sembly trembled  in  unison.  His  peculiar  phrases 
had  that  force  of  description,  that  the  original 
scene  appeared  to  be  at  that  moment  acting  before 
our  eyes.  We  saw  the  very  faces  of  the  Jews ; 
the  staring,  firightful  distortions  of  malice  and 
rage.  We  saw  the  bufiet :  my  soul  kindled  with 
a  flame  of  indignation ;  and  my  hands  were  in- 
voluntarily and  convulsively  clinched. 

But  when  he  came  to  touch  on  the  patience, 
the  forgiving  meekness  of  our  Saviour ;  when  he 
drew,  to  the  life,  his  blessed  eyes  streaming  in 
tears  to  heaven ;  his  voice  breathing  to  God  a  soft 
and  gentle  prayer  of  pardon  on  his  enemies, 
**  Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what 
they  do," — the  voice  of  the  preacher,  which  had 
all  along  Altered,  grew  &inter  and  fainter,  until, 
his  utterance  being  entirely  obstructed  by  the  force 
of  his  feelings,  he  raised  his  handkerchief  to.  his 
eyes,  and  burst  into  a  loud  and  irrepressible  flood 
of  grief  The  effect  is  inconceivable.  The  whole 
house  resounded  with  the  mingled  giioans,  and 
sobs,  and  shrieks  of  the  congregation.        ^ 

It  was  some  time  before  the  tumult  had  subsided, 
so  far  as  to  permit  him  to  proceed.  Indeed,  judging 
by  the  usual,  but  &llaciouB  standard  of 'my  own 
weakness,  I  began  to  be  very  uneasy  for  the  situa- 
tion of  the  preacher.  For  I  could  not  conceive 
how  he  would  be  able  to  let  his  audience  down  from 
the  height  to  which  he  had  wound  them,  without 
impairing  the  solemnity  and  dignity  of  his  sulject, 
or  perhaps  shocking  them  by  the  abruptness  of 
the  £ill.  But — no :  the  descent  was  as  beautiful 
and  sublime  as  the  elevation  had  been  rapid  and 
enthusiastic 

The  first  sentence,  with  which  he  broke  the 
awful  silence,  was  a  quotation  fit>m  Rousseau: 
**  Socrates  died  like  a  philosopher,  but  Jesus  Christ, 
like  a  God !" 

I  despair  of  giving  you  any  idea  of  the  effect 
produced  by  this  diort  sentence,  unless  you  could 
perfectly  conceive  the  whole  manner  of  the  man, 
as  well  as  the  peculiar  crisis  in  the  discourse. 
Never  before  did  I  completely  understand  what 
Demosthenes  meant  by  laying  such  stress  on  de- 


livery. You  are  to  bring  before  you  the  venera- 
ble figure  of  the  preacher;  his  blindness,  con- 
stantly recalling  to  your  recollection  old  Homer, 
Ossian,  and  Milton,  and  associating  with  his  per- 
formance the  melancholy  grandeur  of  thor  ge- 
niuses; you  are  to  imagine  that  you  hear  his 
slow,  solemn,  well-acoented  enunciation,  and  his 
voice  of  afiecting,  trembling  melody ;  you  are  to 
remember  the  pitch  of  passion  and  enthusifRn,  to 
which  the  congregation  were  raised;  and  then 
the  few  moments  of  portentous,  deathlike  silence, 
which  reigned  throughout  the  house :  the  preacher 
removing  his  white  handkerchief  from  his  aged 
&ce,  (even  yet  wet  from  the  recent  torrent  of  his 
tears,)  and  slowly  stretching  forth  the  palsied  hand 
which  holds  it,  begins  the  sentence,  **  Socrates 
died  like  a  philosopher** — then,  pausing,  raising 
his  other  hand,  pressing  ihem  both,  clasped  to* 
gether,  wfth  warmth  and  energy,  to  his  breast, 
lifling  his  <<  sightless  balls*'  to  heaven,  and  pouring 
his  whole  soul  into  his  tremulous  voice — '<  but  Je- 
sus Christ — like  a  God  !*'  If  he  had  been  indeed  and 
in  truth  an  angel  of  light,  the  effect  could  scmres- 
ly  have  been  more  divine.  Whatever  I  had  been 
able  to  conceive  of  the  sublimity  of  MassiUon  or 
the  force  of  Bourdaloue,  had  fisillen  hi  short  of  the 
power  which  I  felt  from  the  delivery  of  this  sin^ 
pie  sentence. 

If  this  description  give  you  the  impression  thai 
this  incomparable  minister  had  any  thing  of  shal- 
low theatrical  trick  in  his  mannelF^  it  does  him 
great  injustice.  '  I  have  never  seen,  in  any  other 
orator,  such  a  union  of  simplicity  and  majest*y. 
He  has  not  a  gesture,  an  attitude,  or  an  accent,  ru^ 
which  he  does  not  seem  forced  by  the  sentiineait 
he  is  expressing.    His  mind  is  too  serious^,  too 
earnest,  too  solicitous,  and,  at  the  same  time,  too 
dignified,  to  stoop  to  artifice.     Although  as  fiir  re- 
moved from  ostentation  as  a  man  can  be,  yet  it  is 
clear,  from  the  train,  the  style  and  substance  of 
his  thoughts,  that  he  is  not  only  a  very  polite 
scholar,  but  a  man   of  extensive  and   profound 
erudition.     I  was  fordbfy  struck  with  a  short  yet  ' 
beautiful  character,  which  he  drew  of  your  learned 
and  amiable  countryman.  Sir  Robert  Boyle :  he 
spoke  of  him,  as  if  <*  lus  noble  mind  had  even  be- 
fore death  divested  herself  of  all  influence  from  . 
his  frail  tabernacle  of  flesh  ;**  and  called  him,  in^ 
his  peculiarly  emphatic  and  impressive  manner, 
"  a  pure  intelligence :  the  link  between  mcQ  and 
angels."  i 

This  man  has  been  before  my  imagination  al- 
most ever  since.  A  thousand  times,  as  I  rode 
along,  I  dropped  file  reins  of  my  bridle,  stretched 
forth  my  hand,  and  tried  to  imitate  his  quotation 
from  Rousseau;  a  thousand  times  I  alMndooed 
the  attempt  in  despair,  and  felt  persuaded,  that  his 
peculiar  manner  and  power  arose  from  an  energy 
of  soul,  which  nature  could  give,  but  which  no  hu- 
man being  could  justly  copy.  As  I  recall,  at  this 
moment,  several  of  his  awfuUf  striking  attitudes, 
the  chilling  tide,  with  which  my  blo^  begins  to 
pour  along  my  arteries,  reminds  me  of  the  emo- 
tions produced  by  the  first  sight  of  Gray*s  intro- 
ductory picture  of  his  Bard. 
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WHO  IS  BLANNERHASSETT  ? 

nOM  A  8PSKH  ON  TBS  TBL|^  OW  AAXOM  BUBB. 

Wio  is  BlannerhaBsett  ?     A  native  of  Ireland, 
a  man  of  lettere,  who  fled  firom  the  ftorma  of  his 
own  conntry  to  find  quiet  in  ours.     His  history 
theirs  that  war  is  not  the  natural  element  of  hiiB 
mind^  If  it  had  been,  he  never  would  have  ex- 
changed Ireland  for  America.     So  far  is  an  army 
from  furnishing  the  society  natural  and  proper  to 
Mr.  Blannerhassett's  character,  that  on  his  arrival 
in  America  he  retired  even  from  the  population  of 
the  Atlantic  States,  and  sought  quiet  and  solitude 
in  the  bosom  of  our  western  forests.    But  he  car- 
ried with  him  taste,  and  science,  and  wealth ;  and 
k),  the  desert  smiled !  Possessing  himself  of  a  beau- 
tiful island  in  the  Ohio,  he  rears  upon  it  a  palace, 
and  decorates  it  with  every  romantic  embellish- 
ment of  fancy.      A   shrubbery,   that  Shenstone 
might  have  envied,  blooms  around  him.    Music, 
that  might  have  charmed  Calypso  and  her  nymphs, 
i»  his.    An  extensive  library  spreads  its  treasures 
before  him.     A  philosophiod  apparatus  offers  to 
him  all  the   secret  mysteries  of  nature.     Peace, 
tranquillity,  and  innocence  shed  their  mingled  de- 
lights around  him.     And  to  crown  the  enchant^ 
mant  of  the  scene,  a  wife,  who  is  said  to  be  lovely 
even  beyond  her  sex,  and  graced  with  every  ac- 
.  eomphshment  that  can  render  it  irresistible,  had 
I  blessed  hior  with  her  love   and  made  him  the 
Cither  of  several  children.    The  evidence  would 
convince  you  that  this  is  but  a  feint  picture  of  the 
real  life.    In  the  midst  of  all  this  peace,  this  inno- 
cent simplicity,  and  this  tranquillity,  this  feast  of 
the  mind,  this  pure  banquet  of  the  heart,  the  de- 
itroyer  comes ;  he  comes  to  change  this  paradise 
into  a  hell.    Yet  the  flowers  do  not  wither  at  his 
approach.    No  monitory  shuddering  through  Uie 
boiom  of  their  imfortunate  possessor  warns  him 
of  the  nun  that  is  coming  upon  him.     A  stranger 
presents  himself.     Introduced  to  their  civilities  by 
the  high  rank  which  he  bad  lately  held  in  his 
coantry,  he  soon  finds  his  way  to  their  hearts  by 
the  dignity  and  elegance  of  his  demeanour,  the 
tight  and  beauty  of  his  conversation,  and  the  se- 
L  doctive  and  fascinating  power  of  his  address.  The 
'  conqaest  was  not  di£Bcult     Innocence  is  ever 
■mple  and  credulous.    Conscious  of  no  design 
iMA.it  suspects  none  in  others.    It  wears  no 
I  surd  before  its  breast    Every  door  and  portal 
and  avenue  of  the  heart  is  thrown  open,  and  all 
who  choose  it  enter.     Such  was  the  state  of  Eden 
whnn  the  serpent  entered  its  bbwers.     The  prison- 
er, in  a  more  engaging  form,  winding  himself  into 
the  open  and  unpractised  heart  of  the  imfortunate 
Bhuinerhasaett,  found  but  little  difficulty  in  chang- 
ing the  native  character  of  that  heart  and  the  ob- 
jects of  its  affection. '  By  degrees  he  infuses  into 
it  the  poison  of  his  own  ambitioru    He  breathes 
Qito  it  the  fire  of*his  own  courage ;  a  dating  and 
decperate  lyrst  for  glory ;  and  ardour  panting  for 
K'eat  ente^nses,  for  all  the  storm  and  bustle  and 
harricane  of  life.    In  a  short  time  the  whole  man  is 
changed,  and  every  object  of  his  former  delight  is 
lelinqnished.    No  more  he  enjoys  the  tranquil 


scene ;  it  has  become  flat  and  ineapid  to  his  taste. 
His  books  are  abandoned.    His  retort  and  cruci- 
ble are  thrown  aside.     His  shrubbery  blooms  and 
breathes  its  firagrance  Upon  the  air  in  vain ;  he 
likes  it  not.    His  ear  no  longer  drinks  the  rich 
melody  of  music ;  it  longs  for  the  trumpet's  clan- 
gour and  the  cannon's  roar.    Even  the  prattle  of 
his  babes,  once  so  sweet,  no  longer  affects  him ; 
and  the  angel  smile  of  his  wife,  which  hitherto 
touched  his  bosom  with  ecstasy  so  unspeakable,  is 
now  unseen   and   unfelt     Greater  objects  have 
taken  possession   of  his  souL    His  imagination 
has  been  dazzled  by  visions  of  diadems,  of  stars 
and  garters,  and  titles  of  nobility.     He  has  been 
taught  to  bum  with  restless  emulation  at  the 
names  of  great  heroes  and  conquerors.     His  en- 
chanted island  is  destined  soon  to  relapse  into 
a  wilderness;    and  in   a    few  months  we   find 
the  beautiful  and  tender  partner  of  his  bosom, 
whom  he  lately  **  permitted  not  the  winds  of  sum- 
mer "  to  visit  too  roughly,"  we  find  her  shivering 
at  midnight  on  the  winter  banks  of  the  Ohio  and 
mingling  her  tears  with  the  torrents  that  froze  as 
they  fell.     Yet  this  unfortunate   man,  thus  de- 
luded from  his  interest  and  his  happiness,  thus 
seduced  from  the  paths  of  innocence  and  peace, 
thus  confounfled  in  the  toils  that  were  delibera|ely 
spread  for  him,  and  overwhelmed  by  the  master- 
ing spirit  and  genius  of  another — this  man,  thus 
ruined  and  undone,  and  made  to  play  a  subordi- 
nate  part  in  this  grand  drama  of  g^t  and  treason, 
this  man  is  to  be  called  the  principal  ofiender, 
while  he  by  whom  he  was  thus  plunged  in  misery 
is  comparatively  innocent,  a  mere  accessory  !     Is 
this  reason  ?     Is  it  law  ?     Is  it  humanity  t     Sir, 
neither  the  human  heart  nor  the  human  under- 
standing will  bear  a  perversion  so  monstrous  and 
absurd !  so  shocking  to  the  soul !  so  revolting  to 
resfson !     Let  Aaron  Bifrr,  then,  not  shrink  from 
the  high  destination  which  he  has  courted,  and 
having  already  ruined  Blannerhaslett  in  fortune, 
character,  and  happiness  for  ever,  let  him  not  at- 
tempt'to  finish  the  tragedy  by  thrusting  that  ill- 
feted  man  between  liimself  and  punishment. 


PATRICK  HENRY  AGAINST  THE 
PARSONS. 

FaOM  THX  UFX  OW  PATRICK  HKNKT. 


About  the  time  of  Mr.  Henry's  coming  to  the 
bar,  a  controversy  arose  in  Virginia,  which  gradu- 
ally produced  a  very  strong  excitement,  and  called 
to  it,  at  length,  the  attention  of  the  whole  state. 

This  was  the  femous  controversy  between  the 
clergy  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  legislature  of  the 
people  of  the  colony  on  the  other,  touching  the 
stipend  claimed  by  the  former ;  and  as  this  was 
the  occanon  on  which  Mr.  Henry's  genius  first 
bn^  forth,  those  who  take  an  interest  in  his  Kfe 
will  not  be  displeased  by  a  particular  account  of 
the  nature  and  grounds  of  the  dispute.  It  will  be 
borne  in  mind,  that  the  church  of  England  was  at 
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this  period  the  established   church  of  Virginia; 
and  by  an  act  of  Assembly,  passed  so  far  back  as 
the  year  1696,  each  minister  of  a  parish  had  been 
'   provided  with  an  annual  stipend  of  sixteen  thou- 
sand pounds  of  tobacco.     This  act  was  re-enacted, 
.with  amendments,  in  1748,  and  in  this  form  had 
received  the  royal  assent     This  price  of  tobacco 
had  long  remaiaed  stationary  at  two  pence  in  the 
pound,  or  sixteen  shillings  and  eight  pence  per 
hundred.     According  to  the  provisions  of  the  law, 
the  clergy  had  the  right  to  demand,  and  were  in 
the  practice  of  receiving,  payment  to  their  stipend 
in  the  specific  tobacco;  unless  they  chose,  for  con- 
venience, to  commute  it  for  money  at  the  mar- 
ket price.     In  the  year  1755,  however,  the  crop 
of  tobacco  having  fallen   short,   the  legislature 
passed  <<  an  act  to  enable  the  inhabitants  of  this 
colony  to  discharge  their  tobacco  debts  in  money 
for  the  present  year:"  by  the  provisions  of  which, 
M  all  persons,  from  whom  any  tobacco  was  due, 
were  authorized  to  pay  the  same  either  in  tobacco 
or  in  money,  after  the  rate  of  sixteen  shillings  and 
eight  pence  per  hundred,  at  the  option  of  the  debtor" 
This  act  was  to  continue  in  force  for  ten  months 
and  no  longer,  and  did  not  contain  the  usual  ctause 
of  suspension,  until  it  should  receive  the  royal  assent, 
Whtether  the  scarcity  of  tobacco  was  so  general 
and  so  notorious  as  to  render  this  act  a  measure 
of  obvious  humanity  and  necessity,  or  whether  the 
clergy  were  satisfied  by  its  generality,  since  it  em- 
braced sherifi^,  clerks,  attorneys,  and  all  other  to- 
bacco creditors,  as  well  as  themselves,  or  whether 
they  acquiesc^  in  it  as  a  temporary  expedient, 
which  they  supposed  not  likely  to  be  repeated,  it 
is  certain,  that  no  objection  was  made  to  the  law 
at  that  time.     They  could  not,  indeed,  have  helped 
observing  the  benefits  which  the  rich  planters  de- 
rived firom  the  act;  for  they  were  receiving  from 
fifty  to  sixty  shillings  per  hundred  for  their  tobac- 
co, while  they  paid  ofif  their  debts,  due  in  that  ar- 
ticle, at  the  old  price  of  sixteen  shillings  and  eight 
pence.     Nothing,  however,  was  then  said  in  de- 
fence either  of  the  royal   prerogative   or  of  the 
rights  of  the  clergy,  but  the  law  was  permitted 
to  go  peaceably  through  its  ten  paonths*  operation. 
The  great  tobacco  planters  had  not  forgotten  the 
firuits  of  this  act,  when,  in  tiie  year  1758,  upon  a 
surmise  that  another  short  crop  was  likely  to  occur, 
the  provisions  of  the  act  of  1775  were  re-enacted, 
and  the  new  law,  like  the  former,  contained  no 
su^ipending  clause.     The  crop,  as  had  been  anti- 
cipated, did  fall  short,  and  the  price  of  tobacco  rose 
immediately  from  sixteen  and  eight  pence  to  fifiy 
shillings  per  hundred.     The  clergy  now  took  the 
alarm,  and  the  act  was  assailed  by  an  indignant, 
sarcastic,  and  vigorous   pamphlet,    entitled    The 
Two-Penny  Act,  from  the  pen  of  the  Rev.  John 
Camn,  the  rector  of  York  Hampton  parish,  and 
the    Episc4ipalian   conuniraary   for   the   colony.* 
He  was  answered  by  two  pamphlets,  written,  the 


*TTie  governor  of  Virginia  represented  the  king;  the 
council,  the  House  of  Lords  ;  and  the  Episcopalian  com- 
missary (a  member  of  the  council)  represented  the  spi- 
rituaJ  part  of  that  house ;  the  House  of  Burgesses  was, 
of  course,  the  House  of  Commoos. 


one  by  Col.  Richard  Bland,  and  the  other  by  CoL 
Landon  Carter,  in  bf^h  which  the  oommiaaary  was 
very  roughly  handled.  He  replied,  in  a  still  se- 
verer pamphlet,  under  the  ludicrous  title  of  The 
Colonels  Dismoimted.  The  Colonels  rejoined; 
and  this  war  of  pamphlets,  in  which,  with  some 
sound  argument,  there  was  a  great  deal  of  what 
Dryden  has  called  **  the  horse-play  of  railleiji"  was 
kept  up,  until  the  whole  colony,  which  had  at  first 
looked  on  for  amusement,  kindled  seriously  iu  the 
contest  from  motives  of  interest.  Such  was  the 
excitement  produced  by  the  discussion,  and  at 
length  80  strong  the  current  against  the  clergy, 
that  the  printers  foimd  it  expedient  to  shut  their 
presses  against  them  in  this  colony,  and  Mr. 
Camn  had  at  last  to  resort  to  Maryland  for  publi- 
cation. These  pamphlets  are  still  extant ;  and  it 
seems  impossible  to  deny,  at  this  day,  that  the 
clergy  had  much  the  best  of  the  argument  The 
king  in  his  council  took  up  the  subject,  denounced 
the  act  of  1758  as  a  usurpation,  and  declared  it 
utterly  null  and  void.  Tlius  supported,  the  clergy 
resolved  to  bring  the  question  to  a  judicial  test; 
and  suits  were  accordingly  brought  by  them,  in  the 
various  county  courts  of  the  colony,  to  recover  their 
stipends  in  the  specific  tobacco.  They  selected  the 
county  of  Hanover  as  the  place  of  the  first  experi- 
ment ;  and  this  was  made  in  a  suit  instituted  by  the 
Rev.  James  Maury,  against  the  collector  of  that  coim- 
ty  and  his  sureties.  The  record  of  this  suit  is  now 
before  me.  The  declaration  is  founded  on  the  act 
of  1748,  which  gives  the  tobacco;  the  defendants 
pleaded  specially  the  act  of  1758,  which  authorizes 
the  commutation  into  money,  at  sixteen  and  eight 
pence ;  to  this  plea  the  plaintiif  demurred ;  assign- 
ing for  causes  of  demurrer,  first,  that  &c  act  of 
1758,  not  having  received  the  royal  assent,  had 
not  the  force  of  a  law ;  and,  secondly,  that  the 
king,  in  council,  had  declared  the  act  null  and 
void.  The  case  stood  for  argument  on  the  demur* 
rer  to  the  November  term,  1763,  and  was  argued 
by  Mr.  Lyons  for  t^e  plaintiff,  and  Mr.  John  Lewis 
for  the  defendants;  when  the  court,  very  much  to 
the  credit  of  their  candour  and  firmness,  breasted 
the  popular  current  by  sustaining  the  demurrer. 
Thus  fiir,  the  clergy  sailed  before  the  wind,  and 
concluded,  with  good  reason,  that  their  triumph 
was  complete:  for  the  act  of  1758  having  been 
declared  void  by  the  judgment  on  the  demtirrer, 
that  of  1748  was  left  in  full  force,  and  became,  in 
law,  the  only  standard  for  the  finding  of  the  jury. 
Mr.  Lewis  was  so  thoroughly  convinced  of  this, 
that  he  retired  from  the  cause ;  informing  his  cli- 
ents that  it  had  been,  in  efibct,  decided  against 
them,  and  that  there  remained  nothing  more  for  him 
to  do.  In  this  desperate  situation,  they  applied  to 
Patrick  Henry,  and  he  undertook  to  argue  it  for 
them  before  a  jury,  at  the  enstiing  term.  Accord- 
ingly, on  the  first  day  of  the  fpllowing  Decem- 
ber, he  attended  the  court,  and,  on  his  arrival, 
found  in  the  court^yard  such  a  concounie  as  would 
have  appalled  any  other  man  in  his  situation. 
They  were  not  the  people  of  the  county  merely 
who  were  there,  but  visiters  from  all  the  counties, 
to  a  considerable  distance  around.    The  decision 
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.^._  Jie  demurrer  had  produced  a  viotent  fer- 
ment amon^  the  people,  and  e<)ual  exultation  on 
&e  part  of  the  clergy ;  who  attended  the  court  in 
a  Uxige  body,  either  to  look  down  opposition,  or  to 
enjoj  the  final  triumph  of  this  hard-fought  con. 
t^  which  they  now  considered  as  perfectly  se- 
cure.   Among  many  other  clergymen,   who  at- 
tended ^n  this  occasion,  came  the  Reverend  Pat- 
rick Henry,  who  was  the  plaintiff  in  another  cause 
of  the  same   nature,   then  depending  in   court 
VThen  Mr.  Henry  saw  his  uncle  approach,  he 
walked  up  to  his  carriage,  accompanied  hy  Col. 
Meredith,  and  expressed  his  regret  at  seeing  him 
there.    « Why  so  1"  inquired  the  uncle.     **  Be- 
cause, or,"  said  Mr.  Henry,  *<  you  know  that  I  have 
never  yet  spoken  in  public,  and  I  fear  that  I  shall 
be  too  much  overawed  by  your  presence,  to  be  able 
to  do  my  duly  to  my  clients ;  besides,  sir,  I  shall 
be  o))liged  to  say  some  hard  things  of  the  clergy, 
and  I  am  veiy  unwilling  to  give  pain  to  your  feel- 
ingi."    Hii  uncle  reproved  him  for  having  en- 
gaged in  the  cause ;  which  Mr.  Henry  excused, 
by  taying,  that  the  clergy  had  not  thought  him 
wcnthy  of  being  retained  on  their  side,  and  he 
knew  of  no  moral   principle   by  which  he  was 
boosd  to  refuse  a  fee  from  their  adversaries ;  be- 
tide, he  confessed,  that  in  this  controversy,  both 
his  heart  and  judgment,  as  well  as  his  professional 
duty,  were  on  the  idde  of  the  people  :  he  then  re- 
queited  that  his  uncle  would  do  him  the  favour  to 
ktte  the  ground.     "  Why,  Patrick,"  said  the  old 
gentleomn,  with  a  good-natured  smile,   « as   to 
ptir  saying  hard  things  of  the  clergy,  I  advise  you 
to  let  that  alone :  take  my  word  for  it,  you  will 
do  yourself  more  harm  than  you  will  them;  and 
u  to  my  leaving  the  ground,  I  fear,  my  boy,  that 
mj  presence  could  neither  do  you  harm  nor  good 
in  BQch  a  cause.     However,  since  you  seem  to 
think  otherwise,  and  desire  it  of  me  so  earnestly, 
yon  shall  be  gratified.*'     Whereupon,  he  entered 
bis  carriage  again,  and  returned  home. 

Soon  afier  the  opening  of  the  court,  the  cause 
vas  called.  It  stood  on  a  writ  of  inquiry  of  da^ 
nugea,  no  plea  having  been  entered  by  the  defend- 
anti  since  the  judgment  on  the  demurrer.  The 
»nay  before  Mr.  Henry's  eyes  was  now  most 
warfuL  On  the  bench  sat  more  than  twenty  der- 
I  synien,  the  most  learned  men  in  the  colony,  and 
.the  most  capable,  as  well  as  the  severest,  critics 
Ipefore  whom  it  was  possible  for  him  to  have  made 
kis  dtbwt.  The  courthouse  was  crowded  with  an 
overwhehning  multitude,  and  surroimded  with  an 
immense  and  anxious  throng,  who,  not  finding 
'oom  to  enter,  were  endeavouring  to  listen  with- 
out, in  the  deepest  attention.  But  there  was 
■omethmg  still  more  awfully  disconcerting  than  all 
^ ;  lor  in  the  chair  of  the  presiding  magistrate  sat 
^  other  person  than  his  own  father.  Mr.  Lyons 
opened  the  cause  very  briefly  :  in  the  way  of  ar- 
punent  he  did  nothing  more  than  explain  to  the 
jury,  that  the  decision  upon  the  demurrer  had  put 
^  act  of  1758  entirely  out  of  the  way,  and  lefl  the 
law  of  1748  as  the.Qpty  standard  of  their  damages ; 
be  then  concluded  with  «  highly-wrought  eulo- 
giom  on  the  beneTolenoe  of  the  clergy.    And  now 
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came  on  the  first  trial  of  Patrick  Henry's  strength. 
No  one  had  ever  heard  him  speak,  and  curiosity 
was  on  tiptoe.     He  rose  very  awkwardly,  and  fial- 
tcred  much  in  his  exordium.  The  people  hung  their 
heads  at  so  unpromising  a  commencement;  the 
clergy  were  observed  to  exchange  sly  looks  with 
each  other ;  and  his  father  is  described  as  having 
almost  sunk  with  confusion  from  lop  seat.     But 
these  feelings  were  of  short  duration,  and  soon  gave 
place  to  others,  of  a  very  different  character.     For 
now  were  those  wonderful  faculties  which  he  pos- 
sessed, for  the  first  time,  developed ;  and  now  was 
first  witnessed  that  mysterious  and  almost  super- 
natural transformation  of  appearance,   which  the 
fire  of  "his  own  eloquence  never  failed  to  work  in 
him.     For  as  his  mind  rolled  along,  and  began  to 
glow  fix>m  its  own  action,  all  the  exuvia  of  the 
clown  seemed  to  shed  themselves  spontaneously. 
His  attitude,  by  degrees,  became  erect  and  loffy. 
The  spirit  of  his  genius  awakened  all  his  features. 
His  countenance  shone  with  a  nobleness  and  gran- 
deur which  it  had  never  before  exhibited.     There 
was  a  lightning  in  his  eyes  which  seemed  to  rive 
the  spectator.    His  action  became  graceful,  bold, 
and  commanding ;  and  in  the  tones  of  his  voice, 
but  more  especially  in  his  emphasis,  there  was  a 
peculiar  charm,  a  magic,  of  which  any  one  who 
ever  heard  him  will  speak  as  soon  as  he  is  named, 
but  of  which  no  one  can  g^ve  any  adequate  de- 
scription.    They  can  only  say  that  it  struck  upon 
the  ear  and  upon  the  heart,  in  a  manner  which 
langituge  cannot  telL     Add  to  all  these,  his  won- 
der-working &ncy,  and  the  peculiar  phraseology 
in  which  he  clothed  its  images ;  for  he  painted  to 
the  heart  with  a  force  that  almost  petrified  it     In 
the  language  of  those  who  heard  him  on  this  oc- 
casion, "  he  made  their  blood  run  cold,  and  their 
hair  to  rise  on  end." 

It  will  not  be  difficult  for  any  one  who  ever 
heard  this  most  extraordinary  man,  to  believe  the 
whole  account  of  this  transaction,  which  is  given 
by  his  sixifiving  hearers,  and  &om  their  account 
the  courthouse  of  Hanover  county  must  have  ex- 
hibited, on  this  occasion,  a  scene  as  picturesque 
as  has  been  ever  witnessed  in  real  life.  They  say 
that  the  people,  whole  countenance  had  fallen  as  he 
arose,  had  heard  but  a  very  few  sentences  before  they 
began  to  look  up ;  then  to  look  at  each  other  with 
surprise,  as  if  doubting  the  evidence  of  their  own 
senses;  then,  attracted  by  some  strong  gesture, 
struck  by  some  majestic  attitude,  fascinated  by  the 
spell  of  his  eye,  the  charm  of  his  emphasis,  and  the 
varied  and  commanding  expression  of  his  counte- 
nance, they  could  look  away  no  more.  In  less 
than  twenty  minutes,  they  might  be  seen  in  every 
part  of  the  house,  on  every  bench,  in  every  win- 
dow, stooping  forward  from  their  stands,  in  death- 
like silence;  their  features  fixed  in  amazement 
and  awe;  all  their  senses  listening  and  riveted 
upon  the  speaker,  as  if  to  catch  the  last  strain  of 
some  hcAvenly  visitant.  The  mockery  of  the  cler- 
gy was  soon  turned  into  alarm:  their  triumph 
into  confusion  and  despair ;  and  at  one  burst  of 
his  rapid  and  overwhelming  invective,  they  fled 
firom  the  bench  in  precipitation  and  terror.     As 
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for  the  father,  such  was  his  surprise,  such  his 
amazement,  such  his  rapture,  that,  forgetting 
where  he  was,  and  the  character  which  he  was 
filling,  tears  of  ecstasy  streamed  down  his  cheeks, 
without  the  power  or  inclination  to  repress  them. 
The  jury  seem  to  have  heen  so  completely  bewil- 
dered, that  they  lost  sight,  not  only  of  the  act  of 
1 748,  butthatof  1758,  also ;  for  thoughtless  even  of 
the  admitted  right  of  the  plaintiff^  they  had  scarce- 
ly left  the  bar,  when  they  returned  with  a  verdict 
of  one  penny  damages,  A  motion  was  made  for 
a  new  trial ;  but  the  court,  too,  had  now  lost  the 
•  equipoise  of  their  judgment,  and  overruled  the 
motion  by  a  unanimous  vote.  The  verdict  and 
judgment  overruling  the  motion,  were  followed  by 
redoubled  acclamations,  from  within  and  from 
without  the  house.  The  people,  who  had  with 
difficulty  kept  their  hands  off  their  champion,  from 
the  moment  of  closing  his  harangue,  no  sooner 
saw  the  fate  of  the  cflCise  finally  sealed,  than  they 
seized  him  at  the  bar,  and  in  spite  of  his  own  ex- 
ertions, and  the  continued  cry  of  «  order"  from  the 
sherifis  and  the  court,  they  bore  him  out  of  the 
courthouse,  and  raising  him  on  their  shoulders, 
carried  him  about  the  yard,  in  a  kind  of  elec- 
tioneering triumph. 

0  !  what  a  scene  was  this  for  a  father's  heart! 
so  sudden  ;  so  unlooked  for ;  so  delightfully  over- 
whelming !  At  the  time,  he  was  not  able  to  give 
utterance  to  any  sentiment ;  but,  a  few  days  after, 
when  speaking  of  it  to  Mr.  Winston,  he  said, 
with  the  most  engaging  modesty,  and  with  a  tre- 
mour  of  voice,  which  showed  how  much  more  he 
felt  than  he  expressed,  *<  Patrick  spoke  in  this 
cause  near  an  hour !  and  in  a  manner  that  sur- 
prised me  !  and  showed  himself  well-informed  on 
a  subject,  of  which  I*  did  not  think  he  had  any 
knowledge !" 

1  have  tried  much  to  procure  a  sketch  of  this  cele- 
brated speech.  But  those  of  Mr.  Henry's  hearers 
who  survive,  seem  to  jiave  been  bereft  of  their 
senses.  They  can  only  tell  you,  in  general,  that 
they  were  taken  captive;  and  so  delighted  with 
their  captivity,  that  they  followed  implicitly  whith- 
ersoever he  led  them ;  that,  at  his  bidding,  their 
tears  flowed  from  pity,  and  tlwir  cheeks  flushed 
with  indignation :  that  when  it  was  over,  they  felt 
as  if  they  had  just  awaked  from  some  ecstatic 
dream,  of  which  they  were  unable  to  recall  or  con- 
nect the  particulars.  It  was  such  a  speech  as 
they  believe  had  never  before  &llen  from  the 
lips  of  man ;  and  to  this  day,  the  old  people  of 
that  county  cannot  conceive  that  a  higher  compli- 
ment can  be  paid  to  a  speaker,  than  to  say  of  him, 
in  their  own  homely  phrase : — **  He  is  almost  equal 
to  Patrick,  when  he  plead  against  the  parsons" 


MONTICELLO. 

ntOX  ▲  KDLOOT  on  4DAMB  AKD  JKrFXBSOIf. 


<  The  mansion  house  at  Monticello  was  built ^d 
furnished  in  the  days  of  his  prosperity.  In  its  di- 
piensions,  its  architecture,  its  arrangements  and 


omameilts,  it  is  such  a  one  as  became  the  diarac- 
ter  and  fortune  of  the  man.  It  stands  upon  an 
elliptic  plain,  formed  by  cutting  down  the  apex  of 
a  mountain ;  and,  on  the  west,  stretching  away  to 
the  north  and  the  south,  it  conmiands  a  view  of  the 
Blue  Kidge  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles,  and 
brings  under  the  eye  one  of  the  boldest  and  OKMt 
beautiful  horizons  in  the  world :  while  on  the  eairt, 
it  presents  an  extent  of  prospect  bounded  only  by 
the  spherical  form  of  the  earth,  in  which  nature 
seems  to  sleep  in  eternal  repose,  as  if  to  form  one 
of  her  finest  contrasts  with  the  rude  and  rolling 
grandeur  on  the  west . . . 

Approaching  the  house  on  the  east,  the  visiter 
instinctively  paused,  to  cast  around  one  thrilling 
glance  jat  this  magnificent  panorama:  and  then 
passed  to  the  vestibule,  where,  if  he  had  not  been 
previously  informed,  he  would  immediately  per- 
ceive that  he  was  entering  the  house  of  no  com- 
mon man.  In  the  spacious  and  loffy  hall  wtUch 
opens  before  him,  he  marks  no  tawdry  and  un- 
meaning ornaments :  but  before,  on  the  right,  on 
the  left,  all  around,  the  eye  is  struck  and  gratified 
with  objects  of  science  and  taste,  so  clamed  and 
arranged  as  to  produce  their  finest  efi&ct  On  one 
side,  specimens  of  sculpture  set  out,  in  such  order, 
as  to  exhibit  at  a  coup  cTcnl,  the  historical  pro- 
gress of  that  art ;  firom  the  first  rude  attempts  of 
the  aborigines  of  our  country,  up  to  that  exquishe 
and  finished  bust  of  the  great  patriot  himself^  from 
the  masterhand  of  Caracci.  On  the  other  side,  the 
visiter  sees  displayed  a  vast  collection  of  specimens 
of  Indian  art,  their  paintings,  weapons,  ornaments, 
and  manufactures ;  on  another,  an  array  of  the 
fossil  productions  of  our  country,  mitferal  and  ani- 
mal ;  the  polished  remains  of  those  colossal  mon- 
sters that  once  trod  our  forests,  and  are  no  more ; 
and  a  variegated  display  of  the  branching  honours 
of  those  «  monarchs  of  the  waste,"  tiiat  still  peo- 
ple the  wilds  of  the  American  continent 

From  this  hall  he  was  ushered  into  a  noble  sa- 
loon, from  whidi  the  glorious  landscape   of  the    J 
west  again   bursts  upon   his  view;   and   which,    < 
within,  is  hung  thick  around  with  the  finest  pro- 
ductions of  the  pencil — historical  paintings  of  the 
most  striking  subjects  from  all  countries,  and  all 
ages ;  the  portraits  of  distinguished  men  and  pa-  ^^ 
triots,  both  of  Europe  and  America,  and  medal- 
lions and  engravings  in  endless  profusion. 

While  the  visiter  was  yet  lost  in  the  contem- 
plation of  these  treasures  of  the  arts  and  sciences,  ^ 
he  was  startled  by  the  approach  of  a  strong  and 
sprightly  step,  and  tntning  with  instinctive  reve- 
rence to  the  door  of  entrance,  he  was  met  by  the 
tall,  and  animated,  and  stately  figure  of  the  patriot 
himself — his  countenance  beaming  with  intelligence 
and  benignity,  and  his  outstretched  hand,  with  its 
strong  and  cordial  pressure,  confirming  the  cour- 
teous welcome  of  bis  lips.  And  then  came  that 
charm  of  manner  and  conversation  that  passes  all 
description — so  cheerful — so  unassuming — so  free, 
and  easy,  and  frank,  and  kind,  and  gay — thit  even 
the  young,  and  overawed,  and  embarrassed  visits 
at  once  forgot  his  fears^  and  felt  himself  by  the 
side  of  an  old  and  familiar  friend. 
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[B^m  1771.] 


Thi  late  Mr.  Justice  Story,  in  dedicating  to 
JoeiAH  QuiNCY  his  Miscellaneous  Writings, 
remarks  '*  that  few  persons  have  acquired  so 
jo^t  a  distinction  for  unspotted  integrity,  fear- 
less justice,  .consistent  principles,  high  talents, 
and  extpnsire  literature,^'  and  that  **  still  fewer 
possess  the  merit  of  having  justified  the  puh- 
lie  confidence  by  the  singleness  of  heart  and 
pprpose  with  which  they  have  devoted  them- 
aelves  to  the  best  interests  of  society."  Every- 
body who  is  acquainted  with  the  venerable 
statesman  and  scholar  will  acknowledge  that 
ih\9  praise  is  deserved. 

Josiah  Quincy,  the  third  of  these  names,  is 
of  the  fifth  generation  from  Edmund  Quincy, 
who  came  from  England  with  the  Rev.  John 
Cotton  in  1633;  and  is  the  son  of  Josiah 
Quincy,  ^e  associate  of  Otis  and  Warren, 
whose  premature  death  was  one  of  the  sever- 
est losses  sustained  by  the  country  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  revolution,  "  May  the  spirit 
of  liberty'iiest  upon  him,"  the  dying  patriot 
wrote  in  his  will,  and  left  him  a«  «  specific 
legacy  the  works  of  Tacitus  and  Cato,  Syd- 
ney, Bacqn  and  Locke. 

He  was  graduated  at  Harvard  University  in 
1780,  and  in  1804  commenced  his  public  life 
as  a  member  of  the  Massachusetts  senate. 
In  the  same  year  he  was  elected  to  the  na- 
tional House  of  Representatives,  in  which  he 
continued  until  March,  1813,  when  he  de- 
clined further  service  in  that  body.  He  how- 
erer  accepted  a  seat  in  the  legislature  of  the 
state,  and  was  a  senator  from  1813  to  1820, 
and  from  the  last  year  to  1823  a  member  of 
the  lower  house,  of  which  he  was  twice 
chosen  speaker.  In  1822  he  became  judge  of 
thrmunicipal  court  of  Boston,  and  was  mayor 
of  that  city  from  1823  to  1828,  when  he  de- 
clined being  again  a  candidate  for  the  office. 
From  1829  to  1845  he  was  president  of  Har- 
old University,  and  was  succeeded,  upon 
bis  resignation,  in  the  last  year,  by  Edward 
Everett 

Mr.  Quincy  is  an  **  old  federalist,"  a  term 
which  is  commonly  given  as  a  reproach,  and 
i^ecei?ed,  where  it  is  merited,  as  an  honour. 

17 


The  period  in  which  he  was  in  Congress  was 
one  of  extraordinary  interest,  when  party  spirit 
ran  high,  and  decision,  boldness  and  energy 
were  indispensable  qualities  for  politicians  of 
either  side.  He  was  equal  to  the  emergency, 
and  sustained  himself  on  all  occasions  with 
manly  independence,  sound  argument,  and 
fervid  declamation.  One  of  bis  most  effec- 
tive speeches  was  made  in  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives in  November,  1808,  on  a  resolution 
to  resist  the  edicts  of  Great  Britain  and 
France;  but  this  is  less  celebrated  than  his 
speech  in  1811  on  the  bill  for  the  admission 
of  Louisiana.  1$  this  bill  passes,  he  said, 
**  the  bonds  of  this  Union  are  virtually  dis- 
solved ;  the  states  which  compose  it  are  free 
from  their  moral  obligations,  and  it  will  be 
the  right  of  all  and  the  duty  of  some  to  pre- 
pare definitely  for  a  separation,  peaceably  if  we 
early  forcibly  if  we  niust,^^  Before  such  an 
act,  he  thought,  the  bands  of  the  constitu- 
tipn  were  no  more  than  flax  before  the  fire, 
or  stubble  before  the  whirlwind.  The  tree 
has  since  then  become  dry,  yet  the  Union  is 
not  dissolved. 

War,  right  or  wrong,  always  commands 
the  suifrages  of  the  rabble,  for  to  them,  as 
surely^  to  carrion  birds,  it  furnishes  occupa- 
tion and  subsistence.  Mr.  Quincy  mrely  re- 
ferred to  himself,  but  in  his  speech  on  the 
army  bill,  in  18^3,  alluding  to  the  charges  of 
vulgar  calumny  by  which  the  imaginations  of 
most  men  are  affected,  he  said,  **  It  is  not  for 
a  man  whose  ancestora  have  been  planted  in 
this  country  for  almost  two  centuries ....  who 
is  conscious  of  being  rooted  in  the  soil  as 
deeply  and  as  exclusively  as  the  oak  which 
shoots  among  its  rocks  . » . .  to  hesitate  or 
swerve  a  hair's  breadth  from  his  country's  true 
interests,  because  of  the  yelpings,  the  bowl- 
ings and  the  snarlings  of  that  hungry  pack 
which  corrupt  men  keep  directly  or  indi- 
rectiy  in  pay,  with  the  view  of  hunting  down 
every  man  who  dare  develope  tiieir  purposes ; 
a  ]^ack  composed  of  some  native  curs,  but  for 
the  most  part  of  hounds  and  spaniels  of  very 
recent  importation,  whose  backs  are  seared 
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with  the  lash  and  whose  necks  are  sore  with 
the  collars  of  their  forn^er  masters."  In  and 
out  of  Congress  he  was  faithfiil  to  what  he 
deemed  the  true  interests  of  the  people,  and 
laboured  zealously  to  bring  men  and  measures 
to  the  bar  of  public  opinion. 

Mr.  Quincy  has  published  between  thirty 
and  forty  speeches,  orations,  addressee,  and 
miscellaneous  tracts;  the  Life  of  Josiah 
Quincy,  junior,  (his  father,)  in  one  octavo 
volume ;  the  Life  of  James  Grahame,  the 
historian,  (in  the  Massachusetts  Historical 
Collections)  ;  and  The  History  of  Harvard 
University,  in  two  large  tHJtavo  volumes, 
which  appeared  in  1840.  In  the  History  of 
Hanraurd  University,  the  progress  of  that  dis- 


tinguished seat  of  learning,  which  has  had 
so  great  and  beneficent  an  influence  npon  the 
character  and  condition  of  this  nation,  is 
traced  with  minuteness  and  fidelity  through 
the  two  centuries  which  had  elapsed  since  its 
formation.  His  style  is  perspicuous  and  ele- 
gant, and  the  narrative  animated,  generally 
well  proportioned,  and  interesting.  It  is  a 
work  of  much  ability  and  labour,  which  may 
be  regarded,  for  the  amount  of  biographical 
information  it  contains,  and  its  numerous  judi- 
cious sketches  of  character,  as  a  Gallery  of 
New  England's  Worthies.  Since  resigning 
the  presidency  of  the  university  Mr.  Quincy 
has  lived  in  retirement  at  his  seat  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Boston. 


<^»^»^»^^^^^»^^^^^^^^^^^»»^^%^»^^^»^<^ 


THE  INVASION  OF  CANADA. 

FROM  A  SPKECH  0?l  THS  AS3CT  BILL, 


Wrest  I  contemplate  the  character  and  conse- 
quences of  this  intision  of  Canada,  when  I  re- 
flect upon  its  criminality,  and  its  danger  to  tlie 
peace  and  liberty  of  this  once  happy  country,  I 
thank  the  great  Author  and  source  of  all  virtue, 
that  through  his  grace,  that  section  of  country  in 
which  I  have  the  happiness  to  reside,  is  in  so 
great  a  degree  free  from  the  iniquity  of  this  trans- 
gression. I  speak  it  with  pride,  the  people  of  that  op- 
tion have  done  what  they  could,  to  vindicate  them- 
selves and  their  children  from  the  burden  of  this  sin. 
That  whole  section  has  rinen,  almost  as  one  man, 
for  the  purpose  of  driving  from  power  by  one  great 
constitutional  eflbrt  the  guilty  authors  of  this  war. 
If  they  have  failed,  it  has  been,  not  through  the 
want  of  will  or  of  exertion,  but  in  consequence 
of  the  weakness  of  their  political  power.  When 
in  the  usual  course-  of  divine  providence,  who 
punishes  nations  as  well  as  individuals,  his  de- 
stroying angel  shall,  on  this  account,  pass  over 
this  country ;  and  sooner  or  later,  pass  it  will ;  I 
may  be  permitted  to  hope  that  over  New  England 
his  hand  will  be  stayed.  Our  souls  are  not 
steeped  in  the  blood  which  has  been  shed  in  this 
war.  The  spirits  of  the  unhappy  men  who  have 
been  sent  to  an  untimely  audit  have  borne  to  the 
bar  of  Divine  justice  no  accusations  against  us. 


ON  EMBARGO  LIBERTY. 

VaOM  ▲  SPIBCH   ox  FORDOIf  RELATIONS. 


Ah  embargo  liberty  was  never  cradled  in  Mas- 
sachusetts. Our  liberty  was  not  so  much  a  moun- 
tain, as  a  aea-njrmph.  8he  was  free  as  air.  She 
could  swim,  or  she  could  run.  The  ocean  was 
her  cradle.  Our  fathers  met  her  as  she  came,  like 
the  goddess  of  beauty,  firom  the  waves.    They 


caught  her  as  she  was  sporting  on  the  beach. 
They  courted  her  whilst  she  was  spreading  her 
nets  upon  the  rocks.  But  an  embargo  liberty ;  a 
hand-cufied  liberty ;  a  liberty  in  fetters ;  a  liberty 
traversing  between  the  four  sides  of  a  prison  and 
beating  her  head  against  the  walls,  is  none  of  om 
ofispring.  We  abjure  the  monster.  Its  parent- 
age is  all  inland. 


THE  FOUNDERS  OF  HAiprARD 
COLLEGE. 

FROM  THE  mSTORT  OP  HARVARD  USlVJUtSllT. 

When  we  revert  to  the  time  and  the  circum- 
stances in  which  the  foundations  of  Harvard  Col- 
lege were  laid,  we  seem  to  read  not  so  much  the 
hifitory  of  real  events  as  the  legends  of  the  heroic 
age  and  the  fictions  of  romance.  The  founders 
of  Massachusetts  left  their  native  land,  and  croased 
unknown  seas  to  desert  wildernesses,  bringing 
with  them  their  household  loves  and  domestic 
hopes,  for  the  sake  of  attaining  the  right  to  wor- 
ship God  according  to  the  dictates  of  their  own 
consciences.  To  place  the  protection  of  that  right 
on  the  basis  of  sound  human  learning  and  faithful 
intellectual  research,  they  first  bade  to  rise  the 
sanctuaries  of  religion,  and,  close  by  their  sacred 
altars,  this  temple  of  science ;  thus  establishing 
here,  in  the  language  of  the  master  genius  of 
their  age,  "  a  secure  harbour  for  letters,  which,  as 
^ps,  pass  through  the  vast  seas  of  time,  and 
make  ages  so  distant  to  participate  of  the  wisdom, 
the  illumination,  and  inventions  the  one  of  the 
other.**  What  scene  more  sublime,  what  more 
glorious  ?  What  can  the  mind  conceive,  indicat- 
ing firmer  purpose,  wiser  forecast,  purer  intent, 
bolder  daring?  They  Uved  not  for  themselves, 
but  for  us,  for  their  posterity !  They  erected  in- 
stitutions, not  for  the  comfort  and  pleasure  A*  the 
passing  day,  but  for  the  safety,  glory,  and  hope  of 
their  own  and  all  future  time. 


age 
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WASHINGTON  ALLSTON. 


[Bora  1779.    Died  IMS.] 


This  illustrious  person,  though  chiefly  dis- 
tfnguished  as  an  artist,  entitled  himself  to  an 
enyiable  and  enduring  reputation  by  various 
works  in  literature,  which,  particularly  those 
executed  in  his  mature  years,  have  much  of 
the  character  and  excellence  of  his  pictures. 
Some  specimens  of  his  poems,  which  are 
chiefly  on  subjects  connected  with  his  other 
art,  may  be  found  in  The  Poets  and  Poetry 
of  America,  in  which  volume  are  also  con- 

f  tained  more  particulars  than  will  here  be 
giyen  of  his  life. 

Washington  Allston  was  bom  in  George- 
town, South  Carolina,  on  the  fifth  of  Novem- 
ber, F779.  His  family  is  respectable,  and 
sereral  members  of  it  have  been  distinguished 
in  the  public  service.  When  he  was  seven 
years  old  he  was  removed  to  Newport,  Rhode 
Island,  where  he  continued  at  school  until 
1796,  yfhggf,  he  was  transferred  to  Harvard 
College.    At  Newport  he  became  acquainted 

'  with  Malbohe,  whose  beautiful  miniatures 
were  then  beginning  to  attract  attention,  and 
was  smitten  with  the  love  of  art,  so  that  meet- 
ing him  again  in  Boston,  during  his  freshman 
year  in  college,  he  determined  to  adopt  his 
profession.  Under  the  casual  direction  of 
Mtdbone  he  devoted  as  much  time  to  painting 
as  he  could  borrow  from  his  other  pursuits, 
until  he  graduated,  when  he  sold  his  paternal 
estate  for  the  purpose  of  studying  in  Europe, 
and  sailed  for  London.  West  was  then  presi- 
dent of  the  Royal  Academy,  and  he  received 
his  young  countryman  very  kindly.  In  a  few 
months  he  became  an  exhibitor,  and  sold  one  of 
his  pictures.  In  1804  he  went  to  Paris,  and 
stnSied  in  the  Louvre  and  Luxembour|^;  and 
proceeded  to  Italy,  where  he  remained  four 
years  with  Colendge  and  our  own  Irving  for 
companions,  and  Thorwaldsen  for  a  fellow 
stodent.  At  Rome,  on  account  of  his  fine 
colouring,  they  called  him  the  American  Ti- 
tian. 

th  1809  Allston  returned  to  Boston,  where 
he  remained  nearly  three  years,  marrying  in 
this  period  a  sister  of  Dr.  Channing ;  and  in 


1811  he  went  again  to  England.  One  of  his 
first  works  a^er  his  arri^  was  the  great  pic- 
ture of  The  Dead  Man  Revived  by  Elijah*s 
Bones,  which  obtained  a  prize  of  two  hun- 
dred guineas  £rom  the  British  Institution, 
and  is  now  in  ^he  Pennsylvania  Academy. 
\Vhile  it  was  in  progress  he  was  seized  with 
a  dangerous  illness,  and  retired  from  London 
to  Cliffton,^a  rural  town,  where  on  his  r^ 
covery  he  painted  portraits  of  Coleridge, 
Southey,  and  some  others.  When  he  went 
back  to  the  city  his  wife  died,  suddenly,  and 
*Meft  me,"  he  stgrs  in  one  of  his  letters, 
**  nothing  but  my  art ;  and  this  seemed  to  me 
as  nothing."  His  intellect  was  for  a  while 
deranged,  but  the  assiduities  of  friends,  and 
his  own  wHl  triumphed,  and  when  his  mind 
had  recovered  its  tone  he  painted  The  Mother 
and  Child,  now  in  the  collection  of  Mr. 
MacMurtrie  of  Philadelphia ;  Jacob's  Dream, 
H^ich  is  owned  by  the  Earl  of  Egremontl 
Uriel  in  the  Sun,  which  was  purchased  by 
the  Marquis  of  Stafford  ;  and  some  other  pic- 
tures. 

In  1818  he  came  back  a  second  time  to  Bos- 
ton, and  he  re#ded  all  the  rest  of  his  life  near 
that  city.  He  was  married  to  a  sister  of 
Richard  H.  Dana,  a  man  of  kindred  genius, 
and  had  many  warm  friends,  some  of  whom 
could  have  left  him  nothing  to  desire  of  sym- 
pathy or  appreciation.  Among  the  pictures 
which  he  painted  are  Rosalie  Listening  to  Mu- 
sic, Ursulina,  and  The  Spanish  Maid,  which 
he  illustrated  with  beautiful  and  exquisitely 
finished  poems;  and  Miriam  Singing  her 
Song  of  Triumph,  Jeremiah  Dictating  to  the 
Scribe  his  Prophecy  of  the  Destruction  of 
Jerusalem,  Saul  and  the  Witch  of  Endor, 
The  Angel  Liberating  Peter  from  Prison,  and 
Lorenzo  and  Jessica.  In  1814  he  had  com- 
menced  a  large  picture,  Belshazzar's  Feast, 
which  it  was  thought  would  be  his  master- 
piece ;  but  though  he  continued  to  work  upon 
it  at  times  for  nearly  thirty  years,  it  was  never 
finished.  Of  his  genius  as  a  painter  I  am 
not  competent  to  write.    As  he  himself  said 
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of  Monaldi,  doubtless  *'1ie  dilTeTed  'from  his 
contemporaries  nd  les^  in  kind  than  degree. 
IChe  held  any  thingf  in  common  ^ith  others,  it 
was  with  those  of  ages  past,  with  the  mighty 
dead  of  the  fifteenth  century,  from  whoa  he 
had  learned  the  language  of  his  art ;  but  his 
iftoughts  and  their  turn  of  expression  were  his 

*own.*'  I  may  say  ^ith  confidence  that  it  is 
the  judgment  of  thejt^st  critics  of  this  age  th^it 
he  left  no  equal,  in  Ikis  departitlent  of  a];^,  in 
the  world.  *       ^  * 

.  While  in  London,  in  1813,  Allston  pub- 
lished a  small  volume  entitlcj^  The  Sylphs  of 
the  Seasons  and  other  Poemi,  %nd  -when  M^ 
Dana  projected  The  Idle  Man^  in  1820,  he 
wrote  for  that<  work  his  romance  of  Mitealdi. 
C^t  The  Idle  Man,  for  some  treason,  was 
discontinued,  and  Allstoin's  manuscript  was 
laid  ^side  for  more  than  twenty  yeafs.  It 
was  finally  published,  in  u  single  volume,  in 
1841. 

The  fame  of  Allston's  writings  has  ^een  so 
eclipsed  by  that  orhis  paintings  that  they  are 
comparatively  unknown.*  All  the  specimens 
that  I  iiave  seen  of  his  prose  indicate  a  t6- 
marVable  command  of  language,  great  descrip- 
tive powers,  and  rare  philosophical  as  well  as 

imaginative  talent.  Monaldi  is  his  princiu^l 
and  indeed  only  acknowledged  performaTOS 
of  any  length.  It  is  a  tale  of  Italian  life  writ- 
ten with  the  vigour  and  method  of  a  practised 
romanciat.  The  mind  of  the  true  artist  ap- 
pears in  several  diqpussions^  which  are  very 
naturally  introduced,  on  the  merits  of  the  old 

masters ;  and  it  is  no  less  evident  in  the  cha- 

•  •  • 

racter  of  the  herp,  who  is  a  painter,  as  well  as 

in  many  very  graphic  descriptions  of  scenery. 
Some  oft  the  lights  and  shades  of  the  land« 
scape  are  given  as  they  could  have  been  only 
by  onb  familiar  with  the  practice  of  art.  *The 
style  of  Monaldi  is  remarkably  concise  and 
unaffected,  frequently  rising  into  eloquence 
and  never  becoming  tame.  Its  particular 
merits  as  a  story  consist  in  the  masterly  anal- 
ysis of  human  pasmon,  the  lovely  unfolding 
of  female  character,  and  the  dramatic  manage- 
ment of  events.  There  is  great  metaphysical 
« 

*  Any  el  Aorate  eriticism  upon  Uiem  will  aoon  be  sd- 
perseded  by  the  publication  of  his  life,  which  it  now  in 
course  of  preparation  by  his  brother  in  law,  Dana.  The 
long  and  intimate  association  of  the  poet  with  the  artist, 
and  his  fine  insight  as  a  critic,  will  enable  him  to  ana- 
lyse AUston's  qualifications  as  an  author  with  skill  and 
authority. 


truth  in  the  development  .of  love  and  jeal- 
ousy, which  is  its  chief  purpose.  Indeed  if 
Allston  had  neVler  pai^ited  Pjrophets,  theso^ 
w^tten  pictures  would  have^establisbsd  his 
fame  as  an  author.  The  work  shows  how 
capable  he  w^  of  achieving  \  wide  and  per- 
manent literary  reputation,  and  forms  a  most 
interesting  and*  valuable  addition  to  our  ro- 
mantic fiction.       -  . 

His  other  prose  writings  ate«chiefiy  on  sub- 
jects connected  with  the  arts,  and  are  finished 
with  the  same  cSire  as  hh  paintings. 

Mr.  Allston  li^ed  in  retirement  at  Cam- 
bridgeport,  occasionally  going  into  the  city, 
but  not  often.  His  health  was  Jeeble,  for 
many  years,  but  he  was  xiever  idle.  He  spoke 
to  me  once  of  Dunlap's  declaration,  in  his 
.History  of  the  Arts  of  Design,  that  he  was 
indolent*  '*  I  am  famous  among  my  acquaint- 
ances,.'^ he  said,  *'  for  industry :  I  paint  every 
day :  and  never  pass  an  hour  without  accom- 
plishing something/'  At  sixty  he  had  as 
many  pictures  in  contemplation  as  th%  most 
wnbitious  artist  tf  thirty.  An  ordinary  life-' 
time  would  not  have  sufficed  to  finish  tkose 
he  had  sket^ed  upon  canvas.  He  read  much, 
and  delighted  all  who  saw  him  with  his  elo- 
quent conversation.  Not  long  be^joe  his  death 
I  dined  with  him,  and  was  astonished  when  a, 
com^nion  intimated  that  it  was  after  mid- 
night. We  had  listened  six  or  seven  hours 
without  a  thought  of  the  lapse  of  time.  Qis 
manners  were  gentle  and  dignified.     His  dress 

was  simple  and  old  fasliioned :  a  bli^- 

with  plain  bright  buttons,  a  buff  v 
drab  pantaloons.     His  face  was  tliin, 
rious,  with  remarkably  expressive  eyes ;  his 
hair,  fine,  long  and  silvery  white,  fell  grace- 
fully upon  his  shouldere ;  and  his  voice  iras 
soft,  earnest  and  musical. 

The  evening  of  the  ninth  of  June,  1843,  he 
passed  cheerfully  with  his  friends.  ^  about 
eleven  o'clock  he  laid  his  hands  upon  the  head 
of  a  young  relative,  begged  her  to  live  a»  near 
perfcHHon  as  she  could,  and  blessed  her  fer- 
vently. He  then  retired  into  his  painting 
room,  where  he  was  found  a  Utile  while  after- 
ward, seated  before  one  of  his  pictures,  Slead. 
He  was  buried  by  torchlight,  in  the  beautiful 
cemetery  of  Mount  Auburn,, in  tHe  presence 
of  a  large  concourse  who  'had  gathered  to  pay 
their  last  tributCito  the  great  ^nius  whose 
works  had  added  so  much  to  the  national 
glory. 
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CONSCIENCE  ANI>  THE  WILL. 

FBOM  MONALDL 

• 

^  Hatisto  expressed  a  wish  to  see  Uie  curiosities 
'of  the  place,  tHe  cood  prior  the  next  morning  of- 
fered &b  fervices  as  my  cicerhne.  As  I  foUovl^ 
faim  to  the  chapel,  he  qbeerved,  that  his  convent 
had  Sttle  to  grafifj  die  taste  €f£  %n>  ordinary  tra- 
veller; **  but  if  you  are  a  connoisseur,"  he  added, 
"  yod  will  find  few  places  better  Forth  visiting^  I 
perceive  you  think  th£  picture  Opposite  Wdly 
bpars  me  out  in  this  Assertion.  I  agree  with  you. 
It  is  certainly  very  insipM,  and  tin  mass  of  oui' 
collection  is  little  better ;  but  we  have  one  that  re- 
deems them  all-r-one  picture  worth  twenty  com- 
mon galleries.'*  As  he  said  this,  lye  stopped  be- 
fore a  crucifixion  by  Lanfirfhco.  Next  to  his 
^t  work  at  8£  Andrea  dclla  Yalle,  it  was  the 
best  I  had  seen  of  thA  master.  Though  dcccntric 
and  somewhat  capricious,  it  was  yet  full  of  power- 
ful expression,  and  marked  by  a  vigoyr  of  execil^ 
tion  that  made  every  thing  around  it  look  like 
washed  drawings.  **  Yes,"  said  I,  supposing  this 
the  picture  alluded  to,  "  and  I  can  now  aqgree  with 
yoa,  't  is  worth  a  thousand  of  the  flimsy  produo- 
tions  of  the  last  age."      « True,"  answered  the 

prior;  *«but  I  did  not  allude" Here  he 

WIS  called  out  on  business  of  the  convent 

After  wafting  some  time  for  my  conductor's  re- 
tom^  and  finding  little  worth  looking  at  besides  ttte 
Larlfranc,  I  turned  to  leave  the  chapel  by  the  Way 
I  had  entered;  but,  taking  a  wron^door,  I  came 
into  a  dark  passage,  leading,  as  I  supposed,  to  an 
inner  court#^  This  being  my  first  visit  to  a  con- 
vent, a  naliiirar  curiosity  tempted  me  to  proceed, 
•when,  instead  of  a  court,  I  fopnd  myself  in'  a 
large  apartment  The  light  (which  desAnded 
from  above)  was  so  powerful,  that  for  nearly  ar 
minute  I  could  distinguish  nothing,  and  I  rested 
onafbriQ  attached  ^to  the  wainscoatihg.  I  then 
pot  ap  my  hand  to  shade  my  eyes,  when — ^the 
isidn  is  even  now  before  me — ^I  seemed  to 
ing  before  an  al^ss  in  space,  boundless 
k.  In  the  midst  of  this  permeable  pitch 
i^ood  a  colossal*  mass  of  gold,  in  shape  like  aft  al-' 
tar,  and  girdled  about  by  a  huge  serpent,  gorgeous 
and  terrible ;  his  body  flecked  with  diamonds,  and 
hi^head,  an  enormous  carbuncle,  floated  like  a 
meteor  on  the  air  above.  'Such  was  the  .Throne. 
But  no  words  can  describe  the  gigantic  Being  that 
ttt  thereon — the  grace,  the  majesty,  its  transcendant 
Cn^  ;  and  yet  I  shuddered  as  I  loo]|pd,  for  its  su- 
pcrfaoman  countenance  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  n- 
^iata  falsehood ;  every  featuip  was  in  contradiction 
"-<teeye,  the  mouth,  even  to  the  nostril-'Ul^hilst 
^  expression  of  the  whole  was  of  that  unnatural 
*>ftne89  which  tean#nly  be  conceived  of  malignant 
Nandishineut  It  was  the  appalling  beauty  of  the 
King  of  HelL  The  frightful  discord  vibrated 
through  my  whale  frame,  and  I  turned  for  relief  to 
the  figure  lAilow^  for  at  his  feet  knelt  one  who  ap- 
peared" to  belong  to  our  race  of  earth.  But  I  had 
^iinied  from  l||e  first,  only  to  witness  in  this  second 
<*hiect  its  withering  fascination!  It  was  a  raarr  ap- 
parently in  the  prime  of  Ufe,  but  pale  and  emaci- 


ated,  ^  if  prematurely  %asted  lly  his  unhily  de- 
votion, yet  still  devot^ — with  outstretched  hands, 
and  eyes  upraised  to  thdr  idol,  fixed  with  a  vehe- 
'  mence  that  seemed  alm%t  to  start  them  firom  their 
sockets.  '  The  agony  of  his  eye,  contrasting  with 
the  prostrate,  reckless  worship  of  his  attitude,  but 
too  well  told  his  tale :  I  behekl  the  mortal  conflict 
between  the  conscience  and  the  will — the  visible 
struggle  of  a  soul  in  the  toils  of  sin.  I  could  \ptk 
no  longer.  ^ 

,  As  I. turned,  the  prior  viiis  standing  before  me. 
**  Yes,"  said  he,  as  if  replyijog  to  my  thoughts,  **  it 
is  indeed  terriflb.  Had  you  beheld  it  unmoved, 
you  had  been  th^  first  that  ev^  did  so." 

**  There  is  a  tremendous  reality  in  the  pictiu«  that 
comes  home  to  CTcry  man's  imagination :  even  the 
dullest  feel  it,  as iF  it  had  the  power  of  calling  up 
ihat  faculty  in^miuds  never  before  conscious  of  it" 


— •- 


THE  TWO  STUDENTS. 


FBOM  THB  aUOE. 


AMoifa  the  students  of  a  seminary  at  Bologna 
were  two  fiiends,  more  remarkable  fi>r  their  at- 
tachment to  each  other,  than  for  any  resemblance 
in  their  minds  or  dispositioiUi  Indeed  there  was 
80  little  else  in  common  between  them,  that  hardly 
two  boys  copld  be  found  more' unlike.  The  cha- 
racter of  Maldura,  the  eldest,  was  bold,  jprasping, 
and-  i^tentatious ;  while  that  of  Monaldi,  timid 
and  gentle,  seemed  to  shrink  from  observation. 
The  one,  proud  and  impatient,  was  ever  labouring 
%t  distinction ;  the  world,  palpable,  Visible,  aud^ 
ble,  was  his  idol ;  he  lived  only  in  exteznals,  and 
could  neither  act  nor  feel  but  for  effect ;  even  his 
secret  Vcveries  jhaving  an  outward  direction,  i^  if 
he  could  not  think  without  a  view  to  praise,  and 
anxiously  referring  to  thp  opinion  of  others;  in 
short,  his  night^aad  his  dc^  dreams  had  but  one 
subject — the  talk  and  the  eye  of  the  crowd.  The 
other  silent  a|id  meditative,  seldom  looked  out  of 
hirdsclf  either  for  applause  or  enjoymoit :  if  he 
ever  did  so,  it  was  only  that  he 'might  add  to,  or 
sympathi^  in  the  titumph  of  another ;  this  done, 
%e  retired  again,  as  it  were  to  a  world  4[  his  own, 
where  thoughts  and  feelings,  filling  the  place  of 
mfen^and  things,  could  always  suppLj  him  with  oc- 
cupation and  amusement 

Had  the  ambition  of  Maldura  been  less,  or  his 
self-knowledge  greater,  he  might  have  been  a 
benefactor  to  the  world.  His  talents  were  of  a 
high  order.  Perhaps  few  have  ever  surpassed 
him  in  the  power  of  acquiring ;  to  thU  he  united 
perseverance ;  and  all  that  was  known,  however 
various  and  opposite,  he  could  master  at  will.  But 
here  his  power  stopped :  beyond  the  regiohs  of 
'  discovered  knowledge  he  could  not  see,  and  dared 
not  walk,  for  to  him  all  beyond  was  *<^uter  dark- 
ness ;"  in  a  word,  with  all  his  gifts  he  wanted  that 
something,  whatever  it  might  be,  which  gives  the 
living  principle  to  thought  But  this  sole  defi- 
ciency was  the  last  of  which  he  8uspex;ted  him- 
self.    With  that  self-delusion  so  common  to  young 
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men,  dt  mistaking  the  praiae  of  what  ia  promising 
for  that  of  the  thing  promised,  he  too  rashly  con- 
founded the  ease  with  vi||uch  he  carried  all  the 
prizes  of  his  school  with  the  rare  power  of  com- 
manding at  pleasure  the  higher  honours  of  the 
world. 

B  ut  the  honours  of  a  school  are  for  things  and  pur- 
poses far  di£^nt  from  those  demanded  and  looked 
for  by  the  world.  Maldura  unfortunately  did  not 
make  the  distinction.  His  various  knowledge, 
though  ingeniously  brought  together,  and  skilfully 
set  anew,  was  still  the^  knowledge  of  other  men ; 
it  did  not  come  forth  as  in  new  birUi,  from  the  mo- 
difying influence  of  his  own  nature.  His  mind 
was  hence  like  a  thing  of  many  parts,  yet  wanting 
a  whole — that  realizing  quality ^hich  the  world 
must  feel  before  it  will  reverence.  In  proportion 
to  its  stores  such  a  mind  will  be  valued,  and  even 
admired ;  but  it  cannot  command  that  inward  voice 
— the  only  true  voice  of  &me,  which  speaks  hot,  bd 
it  in  friend  or  enemy,  till  awakened  by  the  presence 
of  a  master  spirit 

Such  were  the  mind  and  disposition  of  Maldura ; 
and  from  their  unfortunate  union  sprang  all  the 
after-evils  in  his  character.  As  yet,  however,  he 
was  known  to  himself  and  others  only  as  a  re- 
markable boy.  His  extraordinary  attainments 
placing  him  above  competition,  he  supposed  himself 
incapable  of  so  mean  a  passion  as  envy ;  indeed  the 
high  station  from  which  he  could  lo<^  down  on 
his  associates  gave  a  complacency  to  his  mind  not 
un&vourable  to  the  gentler  virtues ;  he  was,  there- 
fore, ofien  kind,  and  even  generous  without  an 
effort  Besides,  though  he  disdained  to  afl^t  hu- 
mility, he  did  not  want  discretion,  and  that  tau|iit 
him  to  bear  his  honours  without  arrc^ance.  His 
claims  were  consequently  admitted  by  his  school- 
fellows without  a  murmur.  But  there  was  one 
amongst  them  whose  praises  were  marked  by  such 
warmth  and  enthusiasm  as  no  heart  not  morally 
sensible  could  long  withstand ;"  this  youth  was 
Monaldi.  Maldura  naturally  had  strong  feelings, 
and  so  long  as  he  continued  prosperous  and  happy, 
their  course  was  honourable.  He  requited  the 
praises  of  his  companion  with  his  esteem  and  gra- 
titude, which  soon  ripened  into  a  friendship  so  sin- 
cere that  he  believed  he  could  even  lay  down  his 
Ufe  for  him. 

It  was  in  this  way  that  two  natures  so  opposite 
became  mutually  attracted.  But  the  warmth  and 
magnanimity  of  Monaldi  were  all  that  was  yet 
known  to  the  other;  for,  though  not  wanting  in 
academic  learning,  he  was  by  no  means  distin- 
guished ;  indeed,  so  little,  that  Maldura  could  not 
but  feel  and  lament  it 

The  powers  of  Monaldi,  however,  were  yet  to 
be  called  forth.  And  it  was  not  surprising  that  to 
his  youthfid  companions  he  should  have  then  ap- 
peared inefficient,  there  being  a  singular  kind  of 
passiveness  about  him  easily  mistaken  for  vacancy. 
But  his  was  like  the  passiveness  of  some  uncul- 
tured spot,  lying  unnoticed  within  its  nook  of 
rocks,  and  silently  drinking  in  the  light,  and  the 
heat,  and  the  showers  of  heaven,  that  nourish  the 
seeds  of  a  thousand  nameless  flowers,  destined  one 


day  to  bloom  and  to  mingle  their  fragrai^ce  with 
the  breath  of  nature.  Yet  to  common  observen 
the  external  world  seemed  to  lie  only 

**  Like  a  load  upon  bis  weary  eye ;" 

bu\  to  them  it  appeared  so  because  he  delighted  to 
shut  it  out,  and  to  combiiy  and  give  another  life 
to  the  images  it  had  left  in  his  memory ;  as  if  be 
would  sleep  to  the  real  and  be  awake  only  to  a 
woi^ld  of  shiadowa.  But,  though  his  emotions  sel- 
dom betrayed  themselves  by  any  outward  ngna, 
there  was  nothing  sluggish  in  the  soul  of  Monaldi; 
it  was  rather  their  depth  and  strength  that  pre- 
vented their  passage  through  the  feeble  medium 
of  words.  He  legaided  nothing  in  the  moral 
or  physical  world  as  tiresome  or  inngnificant; 
every  object  had  a  charm,  and  its  harmony  and 
beauty,  its  expression  and  character,  all  passed 
into  his  soul  in  all  their  varieties,  while  his  quick- 
ening spirit  brooded  over  them  as  over  the  elemen- 
tary forms  of  a  creation  of  his  own.  Thus  living 
in  the  life  he  gave,  his  existence  was  too  intense 
and  extended  to  be  conceived  by  the  common 
mind :  hence  the  neglect  and  obscurity  in  which 
he  passed  his  youth. 

But  the  term  of  pupilage  aoon  came  to  an  end, 
and  the  friends  parted— each,  as  he  eouU,  to  make 
hb  way  in  the  world. 


THE  POET  AND  HIS  CRITICS. 


rmOX  THK  SAMX. 


Thk  poem  was  at  length  published.  Alas,  whcT 
that  knows  the  heart  of  an  author— of  an  aspiring 
one — will  need  be  told  what  were  the  fechngs  oi 
Maldura,  when  day  after  day,  week  after  week 
passed  on,  and  still  no  tidings  of  his  book.  To 
think  it  had  foiled  was  wormwood  to  his  soul. 
<«  No,  that  wss  hnpossibW  Still  the  suspense, 
the  uncertainty  of  its  fate  were  insupportable.  At 
last,  to  relieve  his  distress,  he  fastened  the  blame 
on  his  unfortunate  publisher ;  though  how  he  was 
in  fault  he  knew  not  Full  of  this  thought  he  was 
just  sallying  forth  to  vent  his  spleen  on  him,  when 
his  servant  announced  the  count  PiccinL 

**  Now"  thought  Afaldura,  *< I  shall  hear  my 
fate;  and  he  was  not  mistaken:  for  the  Count 
was  a  kind  of  talking  gazette.  The  poem  was 
soon  introduoed,  and  Piccini  ratUed  on  with  all  he 
had  heard  of  it:  he  had  lately  been  piqned  by 
Maldura,  and  cared  not  to  spare  him. 

Aft^r  a  few  hollow  profe^ons  of  regard,  and  a 
careless  remark  about  the  pain  it  gave  him  to  re- 
peat unpleasant  things,  Piccini  proceeded  to  pour 
them  out  one  upon  another  with  ruthless  volu- 
bility. Tlien,  stopping  as  if  to  take  breath,  be 
continued,  <^  I  see  you  are  surptised  at  all  thU ; 
but  indeed,  my  friend,  I  cannot  help  thinking  it 
principally  owing  to  your  not  having  suppressed 
your  name ;  for  your  high  reputation,  it  seexxia, 
had  raised  such  extravagant  expectations  as  none 
but  a  flrstrate  genius  could  satisfy." 
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«  By  which,"  observed  Maldura,  « I  am  to  con- 
dude  ^at  my  work  has  fiuled  V 

«  Why,  no— not  exactly  that ;  it  has  only  not 
been  {xaised — that  is,  I  mean  in  the  way  you 
might  have  wished.  But  do  not  be  depressed; 
there's  no  knowing  but  the  tide  may  yet  turn  in 
your  fiivour.'* 

^  Then  I  su^^nse  the  book  is  hardly  as  yet 
known  V 

**■  I  beg  your  pardon— quite  the  contrary.  When 
your  friend  the  Marquis  introduced  it  at  his  last 
cooTersazione,  every  one  present  seemed  quite  au 
fijcit  on  it,  at  least,  they  all  talked  as  if  they  had 
readiL" 

Maldura  bit  his  lips.  .*<Pray  who  were  the 
company  V  «  Oh,  all  your  friends,  I  assure  you : 
Guattani,  Martello,  Pnmiti^  the  mathematician, 
Alfieri,  Benuci,  the  Venetian  Castelli,  and  the  old 
Ferrarese  Camcsecchi :  these  were  the  principal, 
bat  there  were  twenty  others  who  had  each  some- 
thing to  say." 

Maldura  could  not  but  perceive  the  malice  of 
duB  enumeration  ;  but  he  checked  his  rising  choler. 
"  Well,"  said  he,  "  if  I  understand  you,  there  was 
but  one  opinion  respecting  my  poem  with  all  this 
company  1" 

^Oh,  by  no  means.  Their  opinions  were  as 
various  as  their  characters." 

«  Well,  Pessuti— what  said  he  !" 

«  Why  you  know  he's  a  mathematician,  and 
should  not  regard  him.  But  yet,  to  do  him  jus- 
tice, he  is  a  very  nice  critic,  and  not  unskilled  in 
poetry." 

«  Go  on,  sir,  I  can  bear  it" 

«  Why  <^en,  it  was  Pessuti's  opinion  that  the 
poem  had  more  learning  than  genius." 

"  Proceed,  air." 

«  Martello  denied  it  both;  but  he,  you  know,  b 
a  disappointed  author.  Guattani  differed  but  lit- 
tle from  Pessuti  as  to  its  learning,  but  contended, 
that  you  certainly  showed  great  invention  in  your 
fable — ^which  was  like  nothing  that  ever  did,  or 
could  happen.     But  I  &ar  I  aimoy  you." 

"  Go  on,  I  beg,  sir." 

"Hie  next  who  spoke  was  old  Camesecchi, 
who  confemed  that  he  had  no  doubt  he  should 
have  been  delighted  with  the  poem,  could  he  have 
taken  hold  of  it ;  but  it  was  so  en  regie  and  like  a 
hundred  others,  that  it  put  him  in  mind  of  what 
is  called  a  polished  gentleman,  who  talks  and 
bows,  and  slips  through  a  great  crowd  without 
leavitlg  any  impression.  Another  person,  whose 
name  I  have  forgotten,  praised  the  versification, 
but  objected  to  the  thoughts." 

**  Because  they  were  absurd  1" 

**  Oh,  no,  for  the  opposite  reason — ^becatise  they 
had  all  been  long  ago  known  to  be  good.  Ca»- 
tclli  thought  that  a  bad  reason ;  for'  his  part,  he 
said,  he  liked  them  all  the  bettor  for  that — it  was 
like  shaking  hands  with  an  old  acquaintance  in 
every  line.  Another  observed,  that  at  least  no 
critical  court  could  lawfully  condemn  them,  as 
they  could  each  plead  an  alibi.  Not  an  o/tM',  said 
a  third — but  a  dotU/le ;  so  they  should  be  burnt 
ibr  sorcery.    With  all  ray  heart,  said  a  fourth — 


but  not  the  poor  author,  for  he  has  certainly  sat 
fied  us  that  he  is  no  conjuror." 

«Then  Castelli— but,  'faith,  I  don't  know  he 
to  proceed." 

M  You  are  over  deUcate,  sir.  Speak  out,  I  pr 
you." 

«  Well,  Benud  finished  by  the  most  extras 
gant  eulogy  I  ever  heard." 

Maldura  took  breath. 

«  For  he  compared  your  hero  to  the  Apollo  B< 
vedere,  your  heroine  to  the  Venus  de  Medicis,  ai 
your  subordinate  characters  to  the  Diana,  the  Hi 
cules,  the  Antinous,  and  twenty  other  oelebrat 
antiques ;  declared  them  all  equally  well  wrougl 
and  beautiful — and  like  them  too,  equally  coi 
hard,  and  motionless.  In  short,  he  maintaiiied  th 
you  were  the  boldest  and  mosX  original  poet  h^  h 
ever  known ;  for  none  but  a  hardy  genius,  who  oo 
suited  nobody's  taste  but  his  own,  would  have  dan 
like  you,  to  draw  his  animal  life  firom  a  statue  gallei 
and  his  vegetable  from  a  hortus  siccus." 

Maldura's  heart  stiffened  within  him,  but  I 
pride  controlled  him,  and  he  masked  his  thougl 
with  something  like  composure.  Yet  he  dar 
not  trust  himself  to  speak,  but  stood  looking 
Piccini,  as  if  wailing  for  him  to  go  on.  « 1 1 
lieve  that 's  all,"  said  the  count,  carelessly  twirli 
his  hat,  and  raising  to  take  leave. 

Maldura  roused  himself,  tfhd,  making  an  effi) 
said,  ^  No,  sir,  there  is  one  person  whom  you  ha 
only  named — Alfieri ;  what  did  he  say  t" 

<* Nothing!"      Piccini  pronounced  this  wo 
with  a  graver  tone  than  usual ;  it  was  his  fierci 
bolt,  and  he  knew  that  a  show  of  feeling  woi 
send  it  home.    Then,  after  pausing  a  moment, 
flurried  out  of  the  room. 


THE  ATHEIST. 

raoM  THC  SAMK. 


Thk  sense  of  guilt  will  sometimes  cow  1 
proudest  philosophy.  The  atheist  may  speculs 
and  %o  on  speculating  till  he  is  brought  up  by  an 
hilation ;  he  may  then  return  to  life,  and  reaa 
away  the  difference  between  good  and  evil; 
may  even  go  further,  and  imagine  to  himself  1 
perpetration  of  the  most  atrocious  acts :  and  s 
he  may  eat  his  bread  with  relish,  and  sleep  souiu 
in  his  bed :  for  his  sins  wanting,  as  it  were,  si 
stance,  having  no  actual  solidity  to  leave  th 
traces  in  his  memory,  all  future  retribution  m 
seem  to  him  a  thing  with  which,  in  any  case, 
can  have  no  concern ;  but  let  him  once  turn 
theory  to  practice— let  him  make  crime  palpable 
in  an  instant  he  feels  its  hot  impress  on  hu  sc 
Then  it  is,  that  what  may  happen  beyond  1 
grave  becomes  no  matter  of  indiflference ;  aj 
though  his  reason  may  seem  to  have  proved  tl 
death  is  a  final  end,  then  comes  the  question :  w1 
does  his  reason  know  of  death  ?  Then,  last 
all,  the  little  word  f/,  swelling  to  a  fearful  si 
and  standing  at  the  outlet  of  his  theories,  lik< 
relentless  giant,  ready  to  demolish  his  conclusio 


# 


186 


WASHINGTON    ALL8T0N. 


LOVE  MATCHES. 


«  Mt  dear  fiither/'  nid  Rosalia, « I  would  that  I 
ooald  reason  on  this  subject,  bat— indeed  I  cannot" 

**  Strange !  Yon  hint  not  even  an  objection, 
and  yet —    Do  you  think  I  overrate  him  ?" 

**  No ;  he  deserves  all  yon  say  of  him ;  but  yet"^ 

"  You  would  still  reject  him  1" 

Rosalia  was  silent 

**  If  you  esteem,  you  may  certainly  love ;  nay, 
it  will  follow  of  course.** 

**  Did  you  ahoayi  think  so,  sir  1" 

**  Perhaps  not  When  I  was  young,  I  was  no 
doubt  fimdful,  like  others." 

«  And  yet  you  did  not  marry  till  past  thirty." 

"  Well,  child  t" 

«My  mother  died  when  I  was  too  young  to 
know  her ;  but  I  have  heard  her  character  so  often 
from  yourself  and  others,  that  I  have  it  now  as 
fresh  before  me  as  if  she  had  never  been  taken 
fit>m  us.    Was  she  not  mild  and  gentle  V* 

«  As  the  dew  of  heaven." 

**  And  her  mind  1" 

**  The  seat  of  every  grace  and  virtue." 

«  And  her  person  too  was  beautiful  1" 

**  Except  yourself,  I  have  never  seen  a  creature 
so  lovely." 

"And  did  she  make  yon  a  good  wife  1" 

Landi  turned  pale.  <*  Rosalia — ^my  child — ^why 
remind  me,  by  these  cruel  questions,  of  a  loss 
which  the  whole  world  cannot  repair  1" 

**  She  was  then  all  you  wished ;  and  yet  I  have 
heard  that  yours  was  a  love  match" 

**No  more,"  cried  Landi,  averting  his  face. 
**  You  have  conquered." 


A  SUMMER  NOON  IN  ROME. 


FBOM  THK  BAMX. 


Tai  air  was  hot  and  close,  and  there  was  a  thin 
yellow  haze  over  the  distance  like  that  which  pre- 
cedes the  scirocco,  but  the  nearer  objects  were  clear 
and  distinct,  and  so  bright  that  the  eye  could 
hardly  rest  on  them  without  quivering,  especiaHy 
on  the  modem  buildings,  with  their  huge  sweep 
of  whited  walls,  and  their  red  tiled  roofs,  that  lay 
burning  in  the  sun,  with  the  sharp,  black  sha- 
dows, which  here  and  there  seemed  to  indent  the 
dazzling  masses,  might  almost  have  been  fancied 
the  cinder-tracks  of  his  fire.  The  streets  of  Rome, 
at  no  time  very  noisy,  are  for  nothing  more  re- 
markable than,  during  the  summer  months,  for 
their  noontide  stillness,  the  meridian  heat  being 
frequently  so  intense  as  to  stop  all  business,  driv- 
ing every  thing  within  doors  with  the  proverbial 
exception  of  dogs  and  strangers.  But  even  these 
might  scarcely  have  withstood  the  present  scorching 
atmosphere.  It  was  now  high  noon,  and  the  few 
straggling  vine-dressers  that  were  wont  to  stir  in  this 
secluded  quarter  had  already  been  driven  under  shel- 
ter ;  not  a  vestige  of  life  was  to  be  seen,  not  a  bird 
on  the  wing,  and  so  deep  was  the  stillness  that  a 
solitary  footfidl  might  have  filled  the  whole  air. 


AN  ITALIAN  SUNSET. 

FBOM  THK  SAMS. 


It  was  one  of  those  evenings  never  to  be  for- 
gotten by  a  painter — but  one  too  which  must  come 
upon  him  in  misery  as  a  gorgeous  mockery.  The 
sun  was  yet  up,  and  resting  on  the  highest  peak 
of  a  ridge  of  mountain-shaped  clouds,  that  seemed 
to  make  a  part  of  the  distance ;  suddenly  he  dis- 
appeared, and  the  landscape  was  overspread  with 
a  cold,  lurid  hue ;  then,  as  if  nK>Iten  in  a  furnace, 
the  fictitious  mountains  began  to  glow ;  in  a  mo- 
ment more  they  tumbled  asunder ;  in  another  he 
was  seen  again,  piercing  their  fragments,  and  dart- 
ing his  shiLfts  to  the  remotest  east,  till,  reaching 
the  horizon,  he  appeared  to  recall  them,  and  with 
a  parting  flash  to  wrap  the  whole  heavens  in  flame. 


THOUGHTS  FROM  HIS  STUDIO. 


[Mas.  jAMnoir,  author  ofihe  CbaracteriBticsoTWom^  n, 
etc.,  when  in  this  country  in  1838,  vi»iied  the  painting 
room  of  Allston  at  Canibridgeport,  and  found  written  on 
the  walls  many  sentences,  which,  he  said,  were  to  senre 
as  ^'  texts  for  reflection  before  he  began  his  day^s  work.^ 
A  mutual  friend  was  permitted  to  copy  them,  and  since 
his  death  she  has  published  the  following  in  her  Me- 
moirs  and  Elssays  Illustrative  of  Art,  Literature,  and 
,£ocial  Morals.] 

Thk  painter  who  is  content  with  die  praise  of 
the  world  in  respect  to  what  docs  not  satisfy  him- 
self, is  not  an  artist,  btit  an  artisan ;  for  though 
his  reward  be  only  praise,  his  pay  is  that  of  a  me- 
chanic for  his  time,  and  not  for  his  art" 

He  that  seeks  popularity  in  art  closii  the  door 
on  his  own  genius :  as  he  must  needs  paint  for 
other  minds,  and  not  for  bis  own. 

Reputation  is  but  a  synonym  of  pc^ularity :  de- 
pendent on  suffinge,  to  be  increased  or  dimiirirfied 
at  the  will  of  the  voters.  It  is  the  creature,  so  to 
speak,  of  its  particular  age,  or  raAer  of  a  particu- 
lar state  of  society ;  consequently,  dying  with  that 
which  sustained  it.  Henoe  we  can  scarcely  go 
over  a  page  of  history,  that  we  do  not,  as  in  a 
churchyard,  tread  upon  some  buried  reputation. 
But  fame  cannot  be  voted  down,  having  its  imme- 
diate foundation  in  the  essential.  It  is  the  eternal 
shadow  of  excellence,  from  which  it  can  never  be 
separated,  nor  is  it  ever  made  visible  but  in  the 
light  of  an  intellect  kindred  with  that  of  its  au- 
thor. It  is  that  light  by  which  the  shadow  is  pro- 
jected, that  is  seen  of  the  multitude,  to  be  won- 
dered at  and  reverenced,  even  while  so  little  com- 
prehended as  to  be  oflen  confounded  with  the  sub- 
stance-r-the  substance  being  admitted  from  the  sha- 
dow, as  a  matter  of  fiuth.  It  is  the  eccmomy  of 
Providence  to  provide  such  lights :  like  rising  and 
setting  stars,  they  follow  each  other  through  suc- 
cessive ages :  and  thus  the  monumental  form  of 
Grenius  stands  for  ever  relieved  against  its  own 
imperishable  glory. 

All  excellence  of  every  kind  is  but  variety  of 
truth.  If  we  wish,  then,  for  something  beyond 
the  true,  we  wish  for  that  which  is  fidse.  Ac- 
cording to  thb  test  how  little  truth  is  there  in  art ! 
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Little  indeed !  but  how  much  is  that  little  to  him 
who  ieels  it ! 

Fame  does  not  depend  on  the  tvill  of  any  man, 
hot  repatation  may  be  given  or  taken  away :  for 
Ftme  is  the  sympathy  of  kindred  intellects,  and 
sympathy  is  not  a  subject  of  urUUng :  while  Re- 
patation, having  its  source  in  the  popular  v<Moe,  is 
a  aeotenoe  which  may  either  be  uttered  or  sup- 
pcessed  at  pleasure.  Reputation  being  essentially 
contemporaneous,  is  always  at  the  mercy  of  the 
Envious  and  the  Ignorant  But  Fame,  whose  very 
birth  is  potthumous,  and  which  is  only  known  to 
txiH  by  Uu  edto  of  iti  footgteps  through  congenial 
mintU,  can  neither  be  increased  nor  diminished  by 
any  degree  of  wilfulnras. 

What  Hghi  is  in  the  natural  world,  such  is  fame 
in  the  intellectual :  both  requiring  an  atmosphere  in 
order  to  become  perceptible.  Hence  the  fame  of 
Michael  Angelo  is,  to  some  minds,  a  nonentity ;  even 
u  the  sun  itself  would  be  invisible  in  vacuo. 

Fame  has  no  necessary  conjunction  with  praise : 
it  may  exist  without  the  breath  of  a  word :  it  is 
a  rtcogniUvm  of  excellence,  which  must  be  fill,  but 
need  not  be  spoken.  Even  the  envious  must  feel 
it:  feel  it,  and  hate  it  in  silence. 

I  cannot  believe,  that  any  man  who  deserved 
Came,  ever  laboured  for  it :  that  is,  Erectly,  For 
as  fame  is  but  the  contingent  of  excellence,  it 
would  be  like  an  attempt  to  project  a  shadow,  be- 
fore its  substance  was  obtained.  Many,  however, 
have  80  fancied  :  **  I  write  and  paint  for  fame,"  has 
often  been  repeated :  it  should  have  been,  **  I  write,  I 
paint  for  reputation."  A 11  anxiety,  therefore,  about 
&me,  should  be  placed  to  the  account  of  reputation. 

A  man  laay  be  pretty  sure  that  he  has  not  at- 
tained excellence,  when  it  is  not  all  in  all  to  him. 
Nay,  I  may  add,  that  if  he  looks  beyond  it,  he  has 
not  reached  it.  This  is  not  the  less  true  for  being 
good  Irish. 

An  original  mind  is  rarely  understood  until  it 
has  been  reflected  from  some  half-dozen  congenial 
with  it;  so  averse  are  men  to  admitting  the  true 
in  an  unusual  form :  whilst  any  novelty,  however 
fiutastic,  however  false,  is  greedily  swallowed. 
Nor  is  this  to  be  wondered  at :  for  all  truth  de- 
niands  a  response,  and  few  people  care  to  think, 
yet  they  must  have  something  to  supply  the  place 
of  thought  Every  mind  would  appear  original, 
if  every  man  had  Uie  power  of  projecting  his  own 
into  the  mind  of  others. 

All  effort  at  originality  must  end  either  in  the 
quaint  or  the  monstrous.  For  no  man  knows 
hifflself  as  an  original :  he  can  only  believe  it  on 
the  report  of  others  to  whom  he  is  made  known,  cu 
he  9  by  the  projecting  power  before  spoken  of. 

There  is  an  essential  meanness  in  the  wish  to 
get  the  better  of  any  one.  The  only  competition 
worthy  of  a  wise  man,  b  with  himaelfl 

Reverence  is  an  ennobling  sentiment ;  it  is  felt 
to  be  degrading  only  by  the  vulgar  mind,  whioh 
woold  escape  the  sense  of  its  own  littleness,  by  ele- 
^ng  itKlf  into  the  antagonist  to  what  is  above  it 

He  that  has  no  pleasure  in  looking  up,  is  not 
fit  to  look  down ;  of  such  minds  are  the  manner- 
iiti  m  art;  and  in  the  world,  the  tyrants  of  all  sorts. 
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The  phrenologists  are  ri^t  in  patting  the  osgan 
of  sel^love  in  the  back  part  of  the  head.  It  be- 
ing there  that  a  vain  man  carries  his  light ;  the 
consequence  is  that  every  object  he  approaches 
becomes  dbscure  by  his  own  shadow. 

A  witch's  skiff  cannot  more  easily  sail  in  the 
teeth  of  the  wind,  than  the  human  eye  can  lie 
against  fact :  but  the  truth  will  often  quiver  through 
lipi  with  a  lie  upon  them. 

It  is  a  hard  matter  for  a  man  to  lie  all  over,  Na- 
ture having  provided  king's  evidence  in  almost 
every  member.  The  hand  will  sometimes  act  as  a 
vane,  to  show  which  way  the  wind  blows,  when 
every  festive  is  set  the  other  way :  the  knees 
smite  together  and  sound  the  alarm  of  fear  under 
a  fierce  countenance :  the  legs  shake  with  anger, 
when  all  above  is  calm. 

Make  no  man  your  idol !  For  the  best  man 
must  have  fiiults,  and  his  faults  will  usually  be- 
come yours,  in  addition  to  your  own.  This  is  as 
true  in  art,  as  in  morals. 

The  Devil's  heartiest  laugh,  Is  at  a  detracting 
witticism.  Hence  the  phrase, «  devilish  good,"  has 
sometimes  a  literal  meaning. 

There  is  one  thing  which  no  man,  however 
generously  disposed,  can  give,  but  which  every 
one,  however  poor,  is  bound  to  pay.  This  is 
Praise.  He  cannot  give  it,  because  it  is  not  his 
own ;  since  what  is  dependent  for  its  very  exist- 
ence on  something  in  another,  can  never  become 
to  him  a  possession ;  nor  can  he  justly  withhold  it, 
when  the  presence  of  merit  claims  it  as  a  conse- 
quenre.  As  praise,  then,  caimot  be  made  a  gift, 
so,  neither,  when  not  his  due,  can  any  man  re- 
ceive it;  be  may  think  he  does,  but  he  receives 
only  words ;  for  desert  being  the  essential  condi- 
tion of  praise,  there  can  be  no  reality  in  the  one 
without  the  other.  This  is  no  fanciful  statement : 
for  though  praise  nuy  be  withheld  by  the  ignorant 
or  envious,  it  caimot  be  but  that,  in  the  course  of 
time,  an  existing  merit  will  on  some  one  produce 
its  effects ;  inasmuch  as  the  existence  of  any  cause 
without  its  effect  is  an  impossibility.  A  fearful 
truth  lies  at  the  bottom  of  this,  an  irreversible  jus- 
tice  for  the  weal  or  wo  of  him  confirms  or  vio- 
lates it. 


ON  A  PICTURE  BY  CARACCI. 

VBOM  HO  LKTTIBS. 

Tbk  subject  was  the  body  of  the  virgin  borne 
for  interment  by  four  apostles.  The  figures  are 
colossal ;  the  tone  dark  and  of  tremendous  co- 
lour. It  seemed,  as  I  looked  at  it,  as  if  the  ground 
shook  at  their  tread,  and  the  air  were  darkened 
by  their  griefl 

» 

SUNRISE  AMONG  THE  ALPS. 

raOX  THX  8AMX. 


Such  a  sunrise !  The  giant  Alps  seemed  lite- 
rally to  rise  fh)m  their  purple  beds,  and  putting  on 
their  crowns  of  gold,  to  send  up  hallelujahs  al- 
most audible ! 


m9 


V 


/tj 


JOSEPH  STORY. 


[Bom  1770.    Dtod  IMf.] 


Joseph  Stort  was  a  son  of  Elisha  Story, 
a  respectable  physician,  who  had  been  a  sur- 
geon in  the  revolutionary  army.  He  was  bom 
in  Marblehead,  Massachusetts,  on  the  eigh- 
teenth of  September,  1779,  and  at  the  age  of 
sixteen  entered  Harvard  College,  in  the  class 
with  William  Ellery  Channing.  Immedi- 
ately after  graduating  he  commenced  with 
Chief  Justice  Sewall,  of  his  native  town,  the 
study  of  the  law,  which  he  afterward  pursued 
with  Mr.  Justice  Putnam,  of  Salem,  where 
he  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  began  the 
practice  of  his  profession,  in  1801. 

In  early  life  he  was  a  democrat,  and  of 
course,  living  in  Essex  county,  in  a  minority ; 
but  such  was  his  reputation  for  ability  and 
integrity,  that  in  his  twenty-fiflh  year  he  was 
chosen  a  member  of  the  state  house  of  repre- 
sentatives, to  which  he  was  several  times  re- 
elected, and  in  which  he  was  twice  made 
speaker.  He  became  at  once  the  acknow- 
ledged leader  of  his  party  in  the  legislature, 
where  he  used  his  power  with  great  magna-, 
nimity,  on  many  occasions  rising  above  parti- 
san prejudice  and  dictation,  and  so  serving 
the  people  as  to  win  their  nearly  unanimous 
applause. 

In  1809  he  was  elected  a  member  of  Con- 
gress, to  fill  a  vacancy  occasioned  by  the 
death  of  Mr.  Crowninshield,  but  declined  a 
further  service  than  for  the  remainder  of  the 
term,  deeming  the  excitement  of  political  life 
incompatible  with  that  devotion  to  his  profes- 
sion which  was  necessary  to  the  highest  suc- 
cess. 

The  place  made  vacant  on  the  bench  of  the 
Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States  by  the 
death  of  Judge  Cushing,  in  1811,  was  ten- 
dered by  President  Madison  to  Mr.  John 
Quincy  Adams,  at  that  time  in  Russia,  and 
being  declined  by  him  wbb  conferred  upon 
Mr.  Story,  who  was  then  but  thirty-two  years 
of  age.  So  young  a  man  had  never  before,  in 
England  or  America,  been  elevated  to  so  high 
a  judicial  position,  and  much  dissatisfaction 
was  occasioned  by  this  appointment  ;  but 
every  regret  and  apprehension  was  soon  dis- 
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sipated  by  the  displays  of  his  extensive  and 
accurate  professional  learning,  excellent  judg- 
ment, perfect  candor,  and  decided  business 
habits.  He  remained  on  the  bench  until  the 
close  of  his  life,  and  held  no  other  civil  office, 
except  in  1820,  when  he  sat  with  John 
Adams,  Josiah  Quincy,  Daniel  Webster,  and 
other  leading  men  of  Massachusetts,  in  the 
convention  which  revised  the  constitution  of 
that  state. 

His  judgments  in  the  supreme  court  of  the 
United  States  are  contained  in  the  Reports  of 
C ranch,  Wheaton,  Peters  and  Howard,  of 
which  they  constitute  much  more  than  a  just 
proportion ;  and  those  which  be  delivered  in 
the  courts  of  the  first  circuit,  embracing  the 
states  of  Maine,  New  Hampshire,  Massachu- 
setts, and  Rhode  Island,  fill  two  volumes  of 
Reports  by  Gallison,  five  by  Mason,  three  by 
Sumner,  and  two  by  William  Story.  It  is 
generally  admitted  that  these  learned  and  ela- 
borate performances,  on  a  vast  variety  of  diffi- 
cult and  complicated  questions,  some  of  which 
were  entirely  new,  are  not  inferior  in  com- 
prehensiveness, clearness  and  soundness,  to 
any  in  the  English  language. 

In  1829  Mr.  Nathan  Dane,  one  of  the  wis- 
est and  purest  men  who  have  lived  in  this 
nation,  founded  a  professorship  of  law  in  Har-  ' 
vard  College ;  and  by  a  condition  of  the  en- 
dowment Judge  Story  became  the  first  occu- 
pant of  the  chair.  He  had  already  made 
acceptable  presents  to  the  profession  in  his 
Selection  of  Pleadings,  and  in  his  editions 
of  C bitty  on  Bills  of  Exchange  and  Promis- 
sory Notes,  and  Lord  Tenterden  on  the  Law 
of  Shipping,  to  both  of  which  he  added  many  j 
valuable  notes.  The  delivery  of  courses  I 
of  lectures,  in  Dane  Hall,  upon  the  law  of  | 
nature,  the  laws  of  nations,  maritime  and 
commericial  law,  equity  law,  and  the  consti- 
tutional law  of  the  United  States,  led  to  the 
preparation  of  that  series  of  great  v^orks  upon 
which  his  reputation  chiefly  rests,  and  which 
have  made  his  name  familiar  in  all  the  high 
parliaments,  judicatures  and  universities  of  the 
world.    The  first  of  these  was  Commentaries 
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on  the  Law  of  Bailments,  which  appeared  in 
1832.  This  was  followed  in  1833  bj  Com- 
mentaries on  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States,  pre&ced  by  a  constitntional  history  of 
the  colonies,  and  of  the  states  nnder  the  con- 
federation. This  work,  which  is  of  great  in- 
terest to  the  student  in  history  as  well  as  to 
the  Uwyer,  he  subsequently  abridged,  that  it 
might  be  used  as  a  class  book  in  the  schools. 
In  1834  appeared  in  three  Tolumes  his  Com- 
mentaries on  the  Conflict  of  Laws,  in  which 
the  opposing  laws  of  different  nations  are 
treated  with  especial  reference  to  marriages, 
dlTorces,  wills,  successions  and  judgments. 
It  is  regarded  as  the  most  original  and  pro- 
found of  his  works,  and  was  the  first  upon 
the  subject  in  the  English  language.  In  1836 
were  published  his  Commentaries  on  Equity 
Jurisprudence,  in  two  volumes,  and  in  1838 
bis  Commentaries  on  Equity  Pleadings,  two 
works  which  were  equal  to  his  reputation  and 
which  were  received  by  the  profession  with 
unhesitating  approval.  He  subsequently  pub- 
lished Commentaries  upon  the  LaWs  of  Agen- 
cy, Partnership,  Bills  of  Exchange,  and  Pro- 
missory Notes,  but  they  were  composed  with 
less  care,  and  though  valuable,  might  have  been 
written  quite  as  well  by  a  much  inferior  man. 

Although  Judge  Story  must  be  regarded  as 
a  lawyer  of  the  first  class,  it  cannot  be  said 
that  in  this  class  he  was  preeminent  Mar- 
shall, Hamilton,  Parsons,  Kent  and  some 
others  had  in  various  respects  merit  of  prece- 
dence, though  perhaps  not  one  of  these  cele- 
brated men  could  be  justly  compared  with 
him  for  extent  of  acquisitions.  Circum- 
stances which  will  occur  to  the  considerate 
lawyer  gave  him  an  extraordinary  reputation 
abroad,  and  that  enhanced  the  weight  of  his 
authority  at  home,  but  it  is  highly  probable 
that  both  Marshall  and  Kent,  reasoning  from 
first  principles,  grounding  their  judgments 
upon  the  nature  of  things,  will  have  a  more 
solid  and  permanent  renown. 

Story  was  perhaps  too  sedulous  a  student  of 
the  tone  and  tendencies  of  the  day,  and  his  want 
of  decided  ness  and  precision  often  leaves  it  ex- 
tremely doubtful  what  were  his  own  opinions. 

His  industry  was  very  great.  Doubtless 
bis  memory  was  so  retentive  that  a  single  and 
hasty  reading  was  quite  sufiicient  to  make 
hun  familiar  with  sJmost  any  author.  Yet 
when  we  remember  the  extent  of  the  litera- 
ture of  his  profession,  which  is  probably 


twice  as  great  as  when  Marshall  came  to  the 
bench,  we  are  struck  with  the  amount  of  la- 
bour necessary  to  form  the  most  general  ac- 
quaintance with  it.  Add  to  this  the  number 
of  his  works,  which  are  more  voluminous* 
than  those  of  any  other  lawyer  of  great  emi- 
nence, and  we  cannot  understand  how  he  had 
any  leisure  for  the  pursuit  of  literature  or  the 
enjoyment  of  society.  But  he  was  a  man  of 
taste,  of  warm  affections,  with  a  wide  circle  of 
friends,  and  of  a  deep  and  abiding  interest  in 
all  the  great  movements  of  the  people. 

During  his  student  life,  and  soon  afVer  he 
entered  upon  the  practice  of  the  law  in  Salem, 
Mr.  Story  was  an  occasional  writer  of  verses, 
and  in  1809  he  published  a  didactic  poem  en- 
titled The  Power  of  Solitude,  which  was  re- 
printed with  several  miscellaneous  pieces  in 
a  duodecimo  volume  of  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pages  in  1804.  They  have  very  little  merit, 
of  any  kind,  but  their  composition  may  have 
ertabled  him  to  acquire  something  of  that  co- 
piousness and  harmony  for  which  his  prose 
diction  is  distinguished. 

His  principal  literary  writings  are  contained 
in  a  collection  of  his  discourses,  reviews  and 
miscellanies,  published  in  1835.  In  this  vo- 
lume are  twenty-nine  papers,  among  which 
are  sketches  of  Samuel  Dexter,  William  Pink- 
ney,  Thomas  Addis  Emmet,  John  Hooker 
Ashmun,  and  Justices  Marshall,  Trimble, 
Washington,  and  Parker;  addresses  before 
the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  of  Harvard  Col- 
lege, and  the  Essex  Historical  Society ;  his 
contributions  to  the  North  American  Review ; 
and  various  juridical  arguments,  and  political 
reports,  memorials  and  speeches. 

Judge  Story's  career  was  undoubtedly  the 
one  in  which  he  was  fitted  to  shine  most  brightr 
ly .  With  vast  learning,  strong  sense,  reasoning 
powers  of  a  high  order,  and  generally  correct 
taste,  he  would  have  been  eminently  respecta- 
ble in  any  field  of  intellectual  exertion ;  but  he 
had  too  little  both  of  metaphysical  power  and 
imagination  to  make  a  deep  and  lasting  im- 
pression. 

He  died,  after  a  short  illness,  at  Cambridge, 
near  Boston,  on  the  tenth  of  September,  1845, 
having  nearly  completed  the  sixty«>ninth  year 
of  his  age.  \ 

*  Hit  written  judgments  on  his  own  cireuit  and  his  ra- 
rious  commentaries  occupy  twenty-seven  volumeK,  and 
his  judgments  in  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States 
form  an  important  part  of  thirty-four  Tolames. 
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INDIAN  SUMMER  IN  NEW  ENGLAND. 
rsoM  cxnrxsnoAL  DiacousaK  at  balmm. 


It  is  now  the  early  advance  of  aatumn.  Wliat 
can  be  more  beautiful  or  more  attractive  than  this 
season  in  New  England?  The  sultry  heat  of 
sununer  has  passed  away ;  and  a  delicious  cool- 
ness at  evening  succeeds  the  genial  warmth  of  the 
day.  The  labours  of  the  husbandman  approach 
their  natural  termination :  and  he  gladdens  with 
the  near  prospect  of  his  promised  reward.  The 
earth  swells  with  the  increase  of  vegetation.  The 
fields  wave  with  their  yellow  and  luxuriant  har- 
vests. The  trees  put  forth  the  darkest  foliage, 
half  shading  and  half  revealing  their  ripened  fruits, 
to  tempt  the  appetite  of  man,  and  proclaim  the 
goodness  of  his  Creator.  Even  in  scenes  of  an- 
other sort,  where  nature  reigns  alone  in  her  own 
majesty,  there  is  much  to  awaken  religious  enthu- 
siasm. As  yet,  the  forests  stand  clothed  in  their 
dress  of  undccayed  magnificence.  The  winds, 
that  rustle  through  their  tops,  scarcely  disturb  the 
silence  of  the  shades  below.  The  mountains  and 
the  valleys  glow  in  warm  green,  of  lively  russet 
The  rivulets  flow  on  with  a  noiseless  current,  re- 
flecting back  the  images  of  many  a  glossy  insect,  that 
dips  his  wings  in  their  cooling  waters.  The  ihom- 
ings  and  evenings  are  still  vocal  with  the  notes  of  a 
thousand  warblers,  which  plume  their  wings  for  a 
later  flight.  Above  all,  the  clear  blue  sky,  the  long 
and  sunny  calms,  the  scarcely  whispering  breezes, 
the  brilliant  sunsets,  Ut  up  with  all  the  wondrous 
magnificence  of  light,  and  shade,  and  colour,  and 
slowly  settling  down  into  a  pure  and  trans{Mirent 
twiUght  These,  these  are  days  and  scenes,  which 
even  the  cold  cannot  behold  without  emotion ;  but 
on  which  the  meditative  and  pious  gaze  with  pro- 
found admiration ;  for  they  breathe  of  holier  and 
happier  regions  beyond  the  grave. 


PERSECUTION, 

raOM  THK  8AMX. 


I  STAim  not  up  here  the  apologist  for  persecu- 
tion, whether  it  be  by  Catholic  or  Protestant,  by 
Puritan  or  Prelate,  by  Congregationalist  or  Cove- 
nanter, by  Church  or  Staflb,  the  monarch  or  the 
people.  Wherever,  and  by  whomsoever,  it  is  pro- 
mulgated or  supported,  under  whatever  disguises, 
for  whatever  purposes,  at  all  times,  and  under  all 
circumstances,  it  is  a  gross  violation  of  the  rights 
of  conscience,  and  utterly  inconsistent  with  ^  the 
spirit  of  Christianity.  I  care  not,  whether  it  goes 
to  life,  or  property,  or  ofiice,  or  reputation,  or  mere 
private  comfort,  it  is  equally  an  outrage  upon  reli- 
gion and  the  inalienable  rights  of  man.  If  there 
is  any  right,  sacred  beyond  all  others,  because  it 
imports  everlasting  consequences,  it  is  the  right  to 
worihip  Ood  according  to  the  dictates  of  our  own 
consciences.  Whoever  attenfpts  to  narrow  it  down 
in  any  degree,  to  limit  it  by  the  creed  of  any  sect, 
to  bound  the  exercises  of  private  judgment,  or  free 
inquiry,  by  the  standard  of  his  own  faith,  be  he 
priest  or  layman,  ruler  or  subject,  dishonours,  so 


&T,  the  profession  of  Christianity,  and  wounds  it  in 
its  vital  virtues.  The  doctrine  on  which  such  atp 
tempts  are  founded,  goes  to  the  destruction  of  all 
free  institutions  of  government  There  is  not  a 
truth  to  be  gathered  from  history,  more  certain, 
or  more  momentous,  than  this,  that  civil  liberty 
cannot  long  be  separated  from  religious  liberty 
without  danger,  and  ultimately  without  destruc- 
tion to  both.  Wherever  religious  Uberty  exists,  it 
will,  first  or  last,  bring  in  and  establish  political 
liberty.  Wherever  it  is  suppressed,  the  Church 
establishment  will,  first  or  last,  become  the  engine 
of  despotism ;  and  overthrow,  unless  it  be  itself 
overthrown,  every  vestige  of  political  right  How 
it  is  possible  to  imagine,  that  a  religion  breathing 
the  spirit  of  mercy  and  benevolence,  teaching  the 
forgivness  of  injuries,  the  exercise  of  charity,  and 
the  return  of  good  for  evil ;  how  it  is  possible,  I 
say,  for  such  a  religion  to  be  so  perverted  as  to 
breathe  the  spirit  of  slaughter  and  permcution,  of 
discord  and  vengeance,  for  differences  of  opinion,  b 
a  most  unaccountable  and  extraordinary  moral  phe- 
nomenon. Still  more  extraordinary,  that  it  should 
be  the  doctrine,  not  of  base  and  wicked  men  mere- 
ly, seeking  to  cover  up  their  own  misdeeds ;  but 
of  good  men,  seeking  the  way  of  salvation  with 
uprightness  of  heart  and  purpose.  It  afibrds  a 
melancholy  proof  of  the  infirmly  of  human  judg- 
ment; and  teaches  a  lesson  of  humility,  from 
which  spiritual  pride  may  learn  meekness,  and 
spiritual  zeal  a  moderating  wisdom. 


THE  INDIANS. 

rSOx'THB  SAMX. 


Thkrk  is,  in  the  fate  of  these  unfortunate  be- 
ings, much  to  awaken  our  sympathy,  and  much 
to  disturb  the  sobriety  of  our  judgment;  much 
which  may  be  urged  to  excuse  their  own  atroci- 
ties ;  much  in  their  characters,  which  betrays  us 
into  an  involuntary  admiration.  What  can  be 
more  melancholy  than  their  history  ?  By  a  law 
of  their  nature,  they  seem  destined  to  a  slow,  but 
sure  extinction.  Everywhere,  at  the  approach  of 
the  white  man,  they  fade  away.  We  hear  the  rust- 
ling of  their  footsteps,  like  that  of  the  withered 
leaves  of  autumn,  and  they  are  gone  forever.  Hiey 
pass  mournfully  by  us,  and  they  return  no  more. 
Two  centuries  ago,  the  smoke  of  their  wigwams 
and  the  G^es  of  their  councils  rose  in  every  val- 
ley, from  Hudson's  Bay  to  the  farthest  Florida, 
from  the  ocean  to  the  Mississippi  and  the  lakes. 
The  shouts  of  victory  and  the  war-dance  rang 
through  the  mountains  and  the  glades.  The 
thick  arrows  and  the  deadly  tomahawk  whistled 
through  the  forests;  and  the  hunter's  trace  and 
dark  encampment  startled  the  wild  beasts  in  their 
lairs.  The  warriors  stood  forth  in  their  glory. 
The  young  listened  to  the  songs  of  other  days. 
The  mothers  played  with  their  infimts,  and  gazed 
on  the  scene  with  warm  hopes  of  the  future.  The 
aged  sat  down ;  but  they  wept  not  They  should 
soon  be  at  rest  in  fairer  regions,  where  Uie  Great 
Spirit  dwelt,  in  a  home  prepared  for  the  brave,  be- 
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jond  the  wcstem  dues.  Braver  men  never  lived ; 
truer  men  never  drew  the  bow.  They  had  cour- 
age, and  fortitude,  and  sagacity,  and  perseverance, 
bfljoTid  most  of  the  human  race.  They  shrank 
from  no  dangers,  and  they  feared  no  hardships. 
If  they  had  the  vices  of  savage  life,  they  had  the 
virtues  also.  They  were  true  to  their  country, 
their  friends,  and  their  homes.  If  they  forgave  not 
injuiy,  neither  did  they  forget  kindness.  If  their 
vengeance  was  terrible,  their  fidelity  and  generosi- 
ty were  unconquerable  also.  Their  love,  like  their 
hate,  stopped  not  on  this  side  of  the  grave. 

But  where  are  they?  Where  are  the  villagers, 
and  warriors,  and  youth;  the  sachems  and  the 
tribes;  the  hunters  and  their  families?  They 
have  perished.  They  are  consumed.  The  wast- 
ing pestilence  has  not  alone  done  the  mighty 
work.  No, — nor  famine,  nor  war.  There  has 
been  a  mightier  power,  a  moral  canker,  which 
has  eaten  into  their  heart^cores— a  plague,  which 
the  touch  of  the  white  man  communicated — a 
poison,  which  betrayed  them  into  a  lingering  ruin. 
The  winds  of  the  Atlantic  fan  not  a  single  re- 
gion, which  they  may  now  call  their  own.  Al- 
ready the  last  feeble  remnants  of  the  race  are  pre- 
paring for  their  journey  beyond  the  Mississippi. 
I  see  them  leave  their  miserable  homes,  the  aged, 
the  helpless,  the  women,  and  the  warriors,  "  few 
and  feint,  yet  fearless  still."  The  ashes  are  cold 
on  their  native  hearths.  The  smoke  no  longer 
curls  round  their  lowly  cabins.  They  move  on 
with  a  slow,  unsteady  step.  The  white  man 
b  upon  their  heels,  for  terror  or  de.spatch ;  but 
they  heed  him  not.  Tbey-turn  to  take  a  last  look 
of  their  deserted  villages.  They  cast  a  last  glance 
upon  the  graves  of  their  fethers.  They  shed  no 
tears;  they  utter  no  cries;  they  heave  no  groans. 
There  is  something  in  their  hearts  which  passes 
speech.  There  is  something  in  their  looks,  not  of 
vengeance  or  submission;  but  of  hard  necessity, 
which  stifles  both;  which  chokes  all  utterance; 
which  has  no  aim  or  method.  It  is  courage  ab- 
sorbed in  despair.  They  linger  but  for  a  mo- 
ment. Their  look  is  onward.  They  have  passed 
the  fatal  stream.  It  shall  never  be  repassed  by 
them, — no,  never.  Yet  there  lies  not  between 
OS  and  them  an  impassable  gulf.  They  know 
and  feel  that  there  is  for  them  still  one  remove 
ferther,  not  dirtant,  nor  uns^n.  It  is  to  the  ge- 
neral burial-ground  of  their  race. 

Reason  as  we  may,  it  is  impossible  not  to  read 
in  such  a  fete  much  that  we  know  not  how  to  in- 
terpret ;  much  of  provocation  to  cruel  deeds  and 
deep  resentments ;  much  of  apology  for  wrong  and 
perfidy ;  much  of  pity  mingling  with  indignation ; 
much  of  doubt  and  misgiving  as  to  the  past ;  much 
*  of  painful  recollections ;  much  of  dark  forebodings. 


DESTINY  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 


raOM  THS  SAKS. 


What  is  to  be  the  destiny  of  this  Republic?  In 
proposing  this  question,  I  drop  all  thought  of  New 


England.  She  has  bound  herwlf  to  the  fete  of 
the  Union.  May  she  be  true  to  it,  now,  and  for 
ever ;  true  to  it,  because  true  to  herself^  true  to  her 
own  principles,  true  to  the  cause  of  religion  and 
liberty  throughout  the  world.  I  speak,  then,  of 
our  common  country,  of  that  blessed  mother,  that 
has  nursed  us  in  her  lap,  and  led  us  up  to  manhood) 
What  is  her  destiny  ?  Whither  does  the  finger  of 
fete  point  ?  Is  the  career,  on  which  we  have 
entered,  to  be  bright  with  ages  of  onward  and  up- 
ward glory  ?  Or  is  our  doom  already  recorded  in 
the  past  history  of  the  earth,  in  the  past  lessons  of 
the  decline  and  fell  of  other  republics  ?  If  we  are  to 
flourish  with  a  vigorous  growth,  it  must  be,  I  think, 
by  cherishing  principles,  institutions,  pursuits,  and 
morals,  such  as  planted,  and  have  hitherto  sup- 
ported New  England.  If  we  are  to  fall,  may  she 
still  possess  the  melancholy  consolation  of  the 
Trojan  patriot : 

'*  Sat  patritE  Priamoqne,  datum ;  ti  Perj^ma  deztrA 
Detetidi  poMent,  etiam  h&c  defeiisa  luiMcui." 

I  would  not  willingly  cloud  the  pleasures  of  such 
a  day,  even  with  a  transient  shade.  I  would  not, 
that  a  single  care  should  flit  across  the  polished 
brow  of  hope,  if  considerations  of  the  highest 
moment  did  not  demand  our  thoughts,  and  give 
us  counsel  of  our  duties.  Who,  indeed,  can  look 
around  him  upon  the  attractions  of  the  scene, 
upon  the  faces  of  the  happy  and  the  free,  the 
smiles  of  youthful  beauty,  the  graces  of  matron 
virtue,  the  strong  intellect  of  manhood,  and  the 
dignity  of  age,  and  hail  these  as  the  accompani- 
ments of  peace  and  independence ; — who  can  look 
around  him,  and  not  at  the  same  time  feel,  that 
change  is  written  on  all  the  works  of  man ;  that 
the  breath  of  a  tyrant,  or  the  fury  of  a  a»rrupt 
populace,  may  destroy,  in  one  hour,  what  centu- 
ries have  slowly  consolidated?  It  is  the  privi- 
lege of  great  minds,  that  to  them  "coming  events 
cast  their  shadows  before."  We  may  not  possess 
this  privilege ;  but  it  is  true  wisdom,  not  to  blind 
ourselves  to  dangers  which  arc  in  full  view ;  and 
true  prudence,  to  guard  against  those,  of  which  ex- 
perience has  already  admonished  us. 

When  we  reflect  on  what  has  been,  and  is,  how 
is  it  possible  not  to  feel  a  profound  sense  of  the 
responsibleness  of  thisflepublic  to  all  future  ages  ? 
What  vast  motives  press  upon  us  for  lofty  efforts ! 
What  brilliant  prospects  invite  our  enthusiasm! 
What  solemn  warnings  at  once  demand  our  vigi- 
lance, and  moderate  our  confidence ! 


THE  FIELD  OF  PEACE. 


raOM  AM  ADD 


AT  THK  CSMBTKaV  OV  MOVRT  AVBUXR. 


And  what  spot  can  be  more  appropriate  than 
this,  for  such  a  purpose  ?  Nature  seems  to  point 
it  out,  with  significant  energy,  as  the  favourite  re- 
tirement for  the  dead.  There  are  around  us  all 
the  varied  features  of  her  beauty  and  grandeur ; — 
the  forest-crowned  height ;  the  abrupt  acclivity  ; 
the  sheltered  valley;  the  deep  glen;  the  grassy 
glade ;  and  the  silent  grove.    Here  are  the  lof^ 


us 
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oak,  the  beadi,  that «  wreathi  its  old  fiintaatic  roota 
■o  high,"  the  ruatling  pine,  and  the  drooping  wil- 
low;— the  tree,  that  sheda  its  pale  leaves  with 
every  autumn,  a  fit  emblem  of  our  own  transitory 
bloom;  and  the  evergreen,  with  its  peiennial 
shooto  instructing  us,  that  **  the  wintry  blasts  of 
'^eath  kills  not  the  buds  of  virtue."  Here  is  the 
thick  shrubbery  to  protect  and  conceal  the  new- 
mado  grave ;  and  there  is  the  wild  flower  creeping 
along  the  narrow  path,  and  planting  its  seeds  in 
the  upturned  earth.  All  around  us  there  breathes 
a  solemn  calm,  as  if  it  were  in  the  bosom  of  a  wil- 
derness, booken  only  \yy  the  breeze,  as  it  murmurs 
through  the  tops  of  the  forest,  or  by  the  notes  of 
the  warbler,  pouring  forth  his  matin  or  bis  evening 
song. 

Ascend  but  a  few  steps,  and  what  a  change  of 
scenery  to  surprise  and  delight  us !  We  seem,  as 
it  were,  in  an  instant,  to  pass  from  the  confines  of 
death,  to  the  bright  and  balmy  regions  of  Ufe. 
Below  us  flows  the  winding  Charles,  with  its  rip- 
pling current,  like  the  stream  of  time  hastening  to 
the  ocean  of  eternity.  In  the  distance,  the  city — 
at  once  the  object  of  our  admiraUon  and  our  love 
— rears  its  proud  eminences,  its  gUttcring  spires, 
its  lofty  towers,  its  graceful  mansions,  its  curling 
smoke,  its  crowded  haunts  of  business  and  plea- 
sure, which  speak  to  the  eye,  and  yet  leave  a 
noiseless  loneliness  on  the  ear.  Again  we  turn, 
and  the  walls  of  our  venerable  University  rise  be- 
fore us,  with  many  a  recollection  of  happy  days 
passed  there  in  the  interchange  of  study  and 
friendship,  and  many  a  grateful  thought  of  the  afflu- 
ence of  its  learning,  which  has  adorned  and  nou- 
rished the  literature  of  our  country.  Again  we 
turn^  and  the  cultivated  fiirm,  the  neat  cottage,  the 
village  church,  the  sparkling  lake,  the  rich  valley, 
and  the  distant  hills,  are  before  us,  through  open- 
ing vistas ;  and  we  breathe  amidst  the  fresh  and 
varied  labours  of  man. 

There  is,  therefore,  within  our  reach,  every  va- 
riety of  natural  and  artificial  scenery,  which  is 
fitted  to  awaken  emotions  of  the  highest  and 
most  afiecting  character.  We  stand,  as  it  were, 
upon  the  borders  of  two  worlds ;  and,  as  the  mood 
of  our  minds  may  be,  we  may  gather  lessons  of 
profound  wisdom  by  contrasting  the  one  with  the 
other,  or  indulge  in  dreams  of  hope  and  ambition, 
or  solace  our  hearts  by  melancholy  meditations. 


CLASSICAL  STUDIES. 

rXOM  ▲  DISCOUBSS  BKFOBB  THK  PHI  BKTA  KAPPA  SOCIETT. 

I  PASS  over  all  consideration  of  the  written  trea- 
sures of  antiquity,  which  have  survived  the  wreck 
of  empires  and  dynasties,  of  monumental  trophies 
and  triumphal  arches,  of  palaces  of  princes  and 


temples  of  the  gods.  I  pass  over  all  consideration 
of  those  admired  compositions,  in  which  wisdom 
speaks,  as  with  a  voice  frt>m  heaven ;  of  those  sub* 
Ume  efforts  of  poetical  genius  which  still  fi-eshen, 
as  they  pass  from  ^ge  to  sge,  in  undying  vigour ; 
of  those  finished  histories  which  still  enlighten  and 
instruct  governments  in  their  duty  and  their  desti- 
ny ;  of  those  matchless  orations  which  roused  nap 
tions  to  arms,  and  chained  senates  to  the  chariot- 
wheels  of  all-conquering  eloquence.  These  aU 
may  now  be  read  in  our  vernacular  tongue.  Ay, 
as  one  remembers  the  fiice  of  a  dead  friend  by  ga- 
thering up  the  broken  fragments  of  his  image — as 
one  listens  to  the  tale  of  a  dream  twice  told — as 
one  catches  the  roar  of  the  ocean  in  the  ripple  of 
a  rivulet — as  one  sees  the  blaze  of  noon  in  the 
first  glimmer  of  twilight .... 

There  is  not  a  single  nation  from  the  North  to 
the  South  of  Europe,  from  the  bleak  shores  of  the 
Baltic  to  the  bright  plains  of  immortal  Italy,  whose 
literature  is  not  embedded  in  the  very  elements  of 
classical  learning.  The  literature  of  England  is, 
in  an  emphatic  sense,  the  production  of  her  scho- 
lars; of  men  who  have  cultivated  letters  in  her 
universities,  and  colleges,  and  grammar-schools; 
of  men  who  thought  any  life  too  short,  chiefly  be- 
cause it  left  some  relic  of  antiquity  unmastered, 
and  any  other  fame  humble,  because  it  faded  in 
the  presence  of  Roman  and  Grecian  genius.  He 
who  studies  English  literature  without  the  lights 
of  classical  learning  loses  half  the  charms  of  its 
sentiments  and  style,  of  its  force  and  feelings,  of 
its  delicate  touches,  of  its  delightful  allusions,  of 
its  illustrative  associations.  Who,  that  reads  the 
poetry  of  Gray,  does  not  feel  that  it  is  the  re- 
finement of  classical  taste  which  gives  such  inex- 
pressible vividness  and  transparency  to  his  diction  1 
Who,  that  reads  the  concentrated  sense  and  melo- 
dious versification  of  Dryden  and  Pope,  does  not 
perceive  in  them  the  disciples  of  the  old  sdiooU 
whose  genius  was  inflamed  by  the  heroic  Terse, 
the  terse  satire,  and  the  playful  wit  of  antiquity  1 
Who,  that  meditates  over  the  strains  of  Miltoo, 
does  not  feel  that  he  drank  deep  at 

"  Hiloa's  brook,  that  flowM 
Fast  by  ihe  oracle  of  God"— 

that  the  fires  of  his  magnificent  mind  were  lighted 
by  coals  from  ancient  altars  1 

It  is  no  exaggeration  to  declare  that  he  who 
proposes  to  abolish  classical  studies  proposes  to 
render,  in  a  great  measure,  inert  and  unedifying 
the  mass  of  English  literature  for  three  centuries : 
to  rob  us  of  the  glory  of  the  past,  and  much  of  the 
instruction  of  future  ages ;  to  blind  us  to  excellen- 
cies which  few  may  hope  to  equal  and  none  to  but. 
pass ;  to  annihilate  associations  which  are  inter- 
woven with  our  best  sentiments,  and  give  to  distant 
times  and  countries  a  presence  and  reaUty  as  if  they 
were  in  fact  his  own. 
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It  is  more  than  forty  years  since  this  yete- 
ran  author  made  his  first  appearance  before 
the  public,  and  at  nearly  seventy  he  continues 
to  write  with  the  rivacity,  good  sense,  and 
strong  loYe  of  country  for  which  his  earliest 
works  were  distinguished. 

Mr.  Paulding  is  of  Dutch  extraction,  and 
was  born  on  the  twenty-second  of  Augrust, 
1779,  in  the  town  of  Pawling,  on  the  Hudson, 
80  named  from  one  of  his  ancestors.  After 
receiring  a  liberal  education  he  settled  in 
New  York,  where  except  during  short  inter- 
Tals  he  has  since  resided.  Connected  with 
some  of  the  first  families  of  the  city,  with  an 
income  sufficient  for  his  wants,  and  a  love  of 
qoiet  which  forbade  his  seeking  distihction 
as  a  lawyer  or  politician,  he  would  probably 
bare  been  content  with  the  simple  pursuit  of 
ease,  bad  not  the  follies  of  the  town,  and  subse- 
qaently  a  conviction  of  injustice  to  the  coun- 
t7,  called  into  action  his  powers  as  a  satirist 

The  first  series  of  Salmagundi,  published 
in  1807,  was  the  production  of  Mr.  Paulding 
and  Mr.  Washington  Irving,  except  the  verses 
and  three  or  four  of  the  concluding  essays, 
which  were  by  Mr.  William  Irving,  a  brother- 
in-law  of  the  former  and  brother  of  the  latter, 
who  was  afterward  well  known  as  a  repre- 
sentative of  the  city  of  New  York  in  Congress. 
This  work  had  a  great  deal  of  freshness ;  its 
humour,  though  unequal,  was  nearly  always 
gay,  and  as  its  satire  was  general,  everybody 
was  pleased.  Its  success  surprised  the  au- 
thors, and  ¥ras  perhaps  the  determining  cause 
of  their  subsequent  devotion  to  literature. 
The  publisher  found  it  very  profitable,  as  he 
paid  nothing  for  the  copy;  and  upon  his 
refusal  to  make  any  remuneration  for  it,  the 
work  was  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  brought 
to  a  close. 

In  1813  Mr.  Paulding  published  The  Lay 
of  a  Scotch  Fiddle,  a  satirical  poem,  and  in 
the  following  year  The  United  States  and 
England,  in  reply  to  the  article  on  Inchiquin's 
Letters  in  the  Quarterly  Review.  The  Divert- 
ing History  of  John  Bull  and  Brother  Jona- 
than, the  most  successful  of  his  satires,  au- 
las 


peared  in  1816.  The  allegory  is  well  sustained, 
and  the  style  has  a  homely  simplicity  and 
vigour  that  remind  us  of  Swift.  A  part  of 
this  year  was  passed  in  Virginia,  where  he 
wrote  his  Letters  from  the  South,  which  were 
published  in  1817.  The  humour  in  them  is 
not  of  his  happiest  vein,  and  the  soundness  of 
the  views  respecting  education,  paper  money, 
and  some  other  subjects,  may  be  questioned ; 
but  the  work  contains  interesting  sketches  of 
scenery,  manners,  and  personal  character. 

In  1818  Mr.  Paulding  published  The  Back- 
woodsman, a  poem,  and  in  the  next  year  the 
second  series  of  Salmagundi,  of  which  he 
was  the  sole  author.  Koningsmarke,  or  Old 
Times  in  the  New  World,  a  novel  founded 
on  incidents  in  the  history  of  the  Swedish 
settlements  on  the  Delaware,  appeared  in 
1823;  John  Bull  in  America  in  1824;  and 
the  Merry  Tale8*of  the  Three  Wise  Men  of 
Gotham  in  1826.  The  idea  that  the  progress 
of  mankind  is  more  apparent  than  actual  is  a 
favourite  one  with  Mr.  Paulding,  and  modern 
improvements  and  discoveries  in  political 
economy,  and  productive  labour,  law,  and 
philosophy,  are  in  this  work  ridiculed,  with 
considerable  ingenuity. 

The  Book  of  St.  Nicholas,  a  collection  of 
stories  purporting  to  be  translated  from  the 
Dutch  ;  The  New  Pilgrim's  Progress,  which 
contains  some  of  the  best  specimens  of  his 
satire,  and  Tales  of  the  Good  Wornan  by  a 
Doubtful  Gentleman,  came  out  in  the  three 
following  years. 

The  Dutchman's  Fireside  was  published  in 
1831.  Its  success  was  decided  and  imme- 
diate, and  it  continues  to  be  regarded  as  the 
best  of  Mr.  Paulding's  novels.  It  is  a  do- 
mestic story,  of  the  time  of  the  "  old  French 
war."  The  scenes  are  among  the  sources  of 
the  Hudson,  on  the  borders  of  Lake  Cham- 
plain,  and  in  other  parts  of  the  province  pi 
New  York.  The  characters  are  natural,  and 
possess  much  individuality.  From  the  out- 
set the  reader  feels  as  if  he  had  a  personal 
acquaintance  with  each  of  them.  One  of  the 
most  cleverly  executed  is  a  meddling  little 
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old  Dutchman,  Ariel  Vancoar,  who  with  the 
hest  intentions  is  continually  working  mis- 
chief: an  everyday  sort  of  person,  which  I  do 
not  remember  having  seen  so  palpably  imbo- 
died  by  any  other  author.  The  hero,  Sybrandt 
f  Vancour,  is  educated  in  almost  total  seclusiop, 
and  finds  himself,  on  the  verge  6(  manhood, 
a  scholar,  ignorant  of  the  world.  He  is  proud, 
sensitive,  and  suspicious:  unhappy,  and  a 
cause  of  unhappiness  to  all  about  him.  His 
transformation  is  effected  by  the  famous  Sir 
William  Johnson,  whom  he  accompanies  on 
a  campaign ;  and  in  the  end,  a  self-confident 
and  self-complacent  gentleman,  he  marries  a 
woman  whom  he  had  loved  all  the  while,  but 
whom  his  infirmities  had  previously  rendered 
as  wretched  as  himself.  The  work  is  marked 
throughout  with  Mr.  Paulding's  quaint  and 
peculiar  humour,  and  it  is  a  delightful  picture 
of  primitive  colonial  life,  varied  with  glimpses 
of  the  mimic  court  of  the  governor,  where  la- 
dies figure  in  hoops  and  brocades,  and  of  the 
camp  in  the  wilderness,  and  the  strategy  of 
Indian  warfare. 

In  the  following  year  Mr.  Paulding  pub- 
lished Westward  Ho!  The  moral  of  this 
story  is,  that  we  are  to  disngard  the  preaenti- 
ments  of  evil,  withstand  the  approaches  of 
fanaticism,  and  feel  confident  that  the  surest 
means  of  inducing  a  gracious  interposition  of 
Providence  in  our  favour  is  to  persevere  our- 
selves in  all  the  kind  offices  of  humanity  to- 
ward the  unfortunate.  The  characters  are 
original  and  well-drawn.  The  Virginia  planter 
who  squanders  his  estates  in  a  prodigal  hos- 
pit^ity,  and  with  the  remnants  of  a  liberal 
fortune  seeks  a  new  home  in  the  untried  fo- 
rests ;  Zeno  and  Judith  Paddock,  a  pair  of  vil- 
lage inquisitors;  and  Bushfield,  an  untamed 
western  hunter,  are  all  actual  and  indigenous 
beings.  Mr.  Paulding  had  already  sketched 
the  Kentuckian,  with  a  freer  but  less  skilful 
hand,  in  his  comedy  of  Nimrod  Wildfire. 
Whoever  wanders  in  the  footsteps  of  Daniel 
Boone  will  still  meet  with  Bushfields,  though 
until  he  approaches  nearer  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains the  rough  edges  of  the  character  may  be 
somewhat  softened  down;  and  Dangerfields 
are  not  yet  strangers  in  Virginia. 

His  next  work  was  on  slavery  in  the  United 
States,  and  this  was  followed  in  1835  by  his  ex- 
cellent life  of  Washington  for  youth,  which  is 
piublished  in  Messrs.  Harpere'  Family  Library. 

After  the  close  of  our  second  war  with 


Great  Britain  he  resided  some  time  at  &e  seat 
of  government,  and  was  subsequently  many 
yeare  navy  agent  for  the  port  of  New  York. 
When  President  Van  Buren  formed  his  eabi- 
net,  in  the  spring  bf  1837T  he  %ra8  selected 
to  be  the  head  of  the  Navy  Department,  and 
he  continued  in  that  office  until  the  close  of 
Mr.  Van  Buren's  administration,  in  1841. 

Upon  retiring  from  public  life,  being  then 
more  than  sixty  yeare  of  age,  he  resumed  his 
pen,  and  some  of  his  magazine  papers,  written 
since  that  tin^e,  are  equal  to  any  of  the  produc- 
tions of  his  most  vigorous  days.  In  1846  he 
published  The  Old  Continental,  or  the  Price 
of  Liberty,  a  novel  which  he  had  nearly  com- 
pleted before  he  entered  the  cabinet.  It  has 
all  his  peculiarities  of  manner  and  spirit. 

The  various  works  by  Mr.  Paulding  which 
I  have  mentioned  make  twenty-five  volumes, 
and  the  stories,  essays,  and  other  papera  which 
he  has  published  in  the  Tales  of  Glauber  Spa, 
and  in  periodicals,  would  increase  the  number 
to  more  than  thirty. 

Mr.  Paulding's  writings  are  distinguished 
for  a  decided  nationality.  He  has  had  no  re- 
spect for  authority  unsupported  by  reason,  but 
on  all  subjects  has  thought  and  judged  for 
himself.  He  has  defended  our  government 
and  institutions,  and  has  imbodied  what  is 
peculiar  in  our  mannere  and  opinions.  There 
is  hardly  a  character  in  his  works  who  would 
not  in  any  country  be  instantly  recognised  as 
an  American. 

He  is  unequiyjed  in  a  sort  of  quaint  and 
whimsical  humour,  but  occasionally  falls  into 
the  common  error  of  thinking  there  is  humour 
in  epithets,  and  these  are  sometimes  coarse 
or  vulgar.  Humour  is  a  quality  of  feeling 
and  action,  and  like  any  sentiment  or  habit 
should  be  treated  in  a  style  which  indicates 
a  sympathy  with  it.  He  who  pauses  to  in- 
vent its  dress  will  usually  find  his  invention 
exhausted  before  he  attempts  its  body.  , 

He  seems  generally  to  have  no  regular 
schemes  and  premeditated  catastrophies.  He 
follows  the  lead  of  a  free  fancy  and  writes 
down  whatever  comes  into  his  mind.  He 
creates  his  charactere,  and  permits  t;ircum- 
tftances  to  guide  their  conduct.  Perhaps  the 
effects  of  this  random  and  discureive  spirit 
are  more  natural  than  those  of  a  strict  regard 
to  unities.  It  is  a  higher  achievement  to 
maintain  an  interest  in  a  character  than  to 
fasten  the  attention  to  a  plot. 
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NEW  YEAR  IN  ELSINGBURGH. 


VBOM  KOKnrOSBCARUI. 


Tax  holydaja,  those  wintiy  blesdngs  which 
dieer  the  heart  of  youn^  and  old,  and  give  to  the 
gloomy  depths  of  winter  the  life  and  spirit  of  laugh- 
ing, jolly  apnng,  were  now  near  at  hand.  Tlie 
diopptng-lmife  gave  token  of  goodly  minced  pies, 
and  the  bustle  of  the  kitchen  afforded  shrewd  in- 
dications of  what  was  coming  by  and  by.  The 
celebration  of  the  new  year,  it  was  well  known, 
came  originally  from  the  northern  nations  of  Eu- 
rope, who  still  keep  up  many  of  the  practices, 
amusements,  and  enjoyments,  known  to  their  an- 
cestors. The  Heer  Piper  valued  himself  upon 
being  a  genuine  northern  man,  and  consequently 
held  the  winter  holydays  in  special  &vour  and 
aflection.  In  addition  to  this  hereditary  attach- 
ment to  ancient  customs,  it  was  shrewdly  suspected 
that  his  zeal  in  celebrating  these  good  old  sports 
was  not  a  little  quickened  in  consequence  of  his 
mortal  antagonist,  William  Penn,  having  hinted, 
in  the  course  of  Uieir  controversy,  that  the  practice 
of  keeping  holydays  savoured  not  only  of  popery, 
but  paganbm. 

Before  the  Heer  consented  to  sanction  the  pro- 
jects of  Dominie  Kanttwell  for  abolishing  sports 
and  ballads,  4ie  stipulated  for  full  liberty,  on  the 
part  of  himself  and  his  people  of  Elsingburgh,  to 
eat,  drink,  sing,  and  frolic  as  much  as  they  liked, 
daring  the  winter  holydays.  In  fact,  the  Dominie 
made  no  particular  opposition  to  this  suspension 
of  hi^  blue  laws,  being  somew|iat  addicted  to  good 
eating  and  drinking,  whenever  the  occasion  justi- 
fied ;  that  is  to  say,  whenever  such  accidents  came 
in  his  way. 

It  had  long  been  the  custom  with  Governor 
Piper,  to  usher  in  the  new  year  with  a  grand  sup- 
per, to  which  the  Dominie,  the  members  of  the 
council,  and  certain  of  the  most  respectable  burgh- 
en,  were  always  bidden.  This  year,  he  dctcnnined 
to  see  the  old  year  out  and  the  new  one  in,  as  the 
phrase  was,  having  just  heard  of  a  great  victory 
gained  by  the  bulwark  of  the  Protestant  religion, 
the  immortal  Gustavus  Adolphus ;  which,  though 
it  happened  nearly  four  years  before,  had  only 
now  reached  the  village  of  Elsingburgh.  .  . . 

Exactly  at  ten  o'clock,  the  guests  sat  down  to 
the  table,  where  they  ate  and  drank  to  the  success 
of  the  Protestant  cause,  the  glory  of  the  great 
Gurtavus,  the  downfall  of  Popery  and  the  Quakers, 
with  equal  zeal  and  patriotism.  The  instant  tlie 
clock  4^ck  twelve,  a  round  was  fired  from  the 
fort,  and  a  vast  and  bottomless  bowl,  supposed  to 
be  the  identical  one  in  which  the  &mous  wise  men 
of  Gotham  went  to  sea,  was  brought  in,  filled  to 
the  utmost  brim  with  smoking  punch.  The  me- 
mory of  the  departed  year  and  the  hopes  of  *the 
future  were  then  drank  in  a  special  bumper,  afler 
which  the  ladies  retired,  and  noise  aniLfun  became 
the  order  of  the  nigbL  The  Heer  told  his  great 
story  of  having  surprised  and  taken  a  whole  pic- 
quet-guard,  under  the  great  Gustavus;  and  each' 
of  the  guests  contributed  his  tale,  taking  special 
.  however,  not  to  outdo  their  host  in  the  mar- 
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vellous,  a  thing  which  always  puts  the  governor 
out  of  humour. 

Counsellor  Langfiuiger  talked  wonderfully  about 
public  improvements ;  Counsellor  Varlett  sung,  or 
rather  roared,  a  hundred  verses  of  a  song  in  praise 
of  Rhenish  wine ;  and  Othman  Pfegel  smoked  and 
tippled,  till  he  actually  came  to  a  determination  of  : 
bringing  matters  to  a  crisis  with  the  fair  Christina 
the  veiy  next  day.  Such  are  the  wonder-working 
powers  of  hot  punch !  As  for  the  Dominie,  he 
departed  about  the  da^n  of  day,  in  such  a  plight 
that  if  it  had  not  been  impossible,  we  should  have 
suspected  him  of  being  as  it  were  a  little  overtaken 
with  the  said  punch.  To  one  or  two  persons  who 
chanced  to  see  him,  he  actually  appeared  to  stag- 
ger a  Uttle ;  but  such  was  the  stout  fiuth  of  the 
good  Dominie's  parishioners,  that  neither  of  these 
worthy  fellows  would  believe  his  own  eyes  suffi- 
ciently to  state  these  particulars. 

A  couple  of  hours'  sleep  sufficed  to  disperse  the 
vapours  of  punch  and  pepper-pot;  for  heads  in 
those  days  were  much  harder  than  now,  and  the 
Heer,  as  well  as  his  roistering  companions,  rose 
betimes  to  give  and  receive  the  compliments  and 
good  wishes  of  the  season.  The  morning  was 
still,  clear,  and  frosty.  The  sun  shone  with  the 
lustre,  though  not  with  the  warmth  of  summer, 
and  his  bright  beams  were  reflected  with  indescrib- 
able splendour  from  the  glassy,  smooth  expanse  of 
ice  that  spread  across,  Aid  up  and  down  the  broad 
river,  far  as  the  eye  could  see.  The  smoke  of  the 
village  chimneys  rose  straight  into  the  air,  looking 
like  so  many  inveitted  pyramids,  spreading  gradu- 
ally broader  and  broader,  until  Uiey  melted  away 
and  mixed  imperceptibly  with  ether.  Scarce  was 
tlie  sun  above  the  horizon,  when  the  village  was 
alive  with  rosy  boys  and  girls,  dressed  in  their  new 
suits,  and  going  forth  with  such  warm  anticipa- 
tions of  happiness,  as  time  and  experience  imper- 
ceptibly fritter  away  into  languid  hopes  or  strength- 
ening apprehensions.  «'  Happy  New  Year !"  came 
from  every  mouth  and  every  heart  Spiced  beve- 
rages and  lusty  cakes  were  given  away  with  hberal 
open  hand;  everybody  was  welcomed  to  every 
house ;  all  seemed  to  forget  their  Uttle  heart-burn- 
ings and  disputes  of  jfore — all  seemed  happy,  and 
all  were  so ;  and  the  Dominic,  who  always  wore 
his  coat  with  four  great  porkets  on  new-year's  day, 
came  home  and  emptied  them  seven  times,  of  loads 
of  new-year  cookies. 

When  the  gay  groups  had  finished  their  rounds 
in  the  village,  the  ice  in  front  was  seen  all  alive 
with  the  small  fry  of  Elsingburgh,  gambolling  and 
skating,  sliding  and  tumbling,  belter  skelter,  and 
making  the  firost-bit  ears  of  winter  glad  with  the 
sounds  of  mirth  and  revelry. .  . .  All  was  rout, 
laughter,  and  happiness;  and  that  day  the  icy 
mirror  of  the  noble  Delaware  reflected  as  light 
hearts  as  ever  beat  together  in  the  new  world. 
.  At  twelve  o'clock  the  jolly  Heer,  according  to  his 
immemorial  custom,  went  forth  from  the  edge  of 
the  river  distributing  apples  and  other  dainties, 
together  with  handsful  of  wampum,  which,  rolling 
away  on  the  ice  in  different  directions,  occasioned 
innumerable  contests  and  squabbles  among  the  fry, 
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whose  disputen,  tumbles,  and  occasional  bufietingB 
for  the  prizes,  were  inimitably  ludicrous  upon  the 
slippery  element  Amon^  the  most  obstreperous 
and  mischievous  of  the  crowd  was  that  likely  fel- 
low Cupid,  who  made  more  noise,  and  tripped  up 
more  heels  that  day,  than  any  half  a  dozen  of  his 
'contemporaries.  His  voice  could  be  heard  above 
all  the  rest,  especially  after  the  arrival  of  the  Heer, 
before  whom  he  seemed  to  think  it  his  duty  to  ex- 
ert himself,  while  his  unrestrained,  extravagant 
laugh  exhibited  that  singular  hilarity  of  spirit 
which  distinguishes  the  deportment  of  the  African 
slave  from  the  invariable  gravity  of  the  free  red 
man  of  the  western  world. 

All  day,  and  until  after  the  sun  had  set  and  the 
shadows  of  night  succeeded,  the  sports  continued, 
and  the  merry  sounds  rung  far  and  near,  occasion- 
ally interrupted  by  those  loud  noises  which  some- 
^mcs  shoot  across  the  ice  like  a  rushing  earthquake, 
and  are  occasioned  by  its  cracking,  as  the  water 
rises  or  falls. 


THE  QUARREL  OF  SQUIRE  BULL  AND 

HIS  SON. 

FBOM  JOHIV  BUU.  AITD  BROTHXR  JONATHAJT. 


Jo  HIT  Bull  was  a  choleric  old  fellow,  who  held 
a  good  manor  in  the  middk  of  a  great  millpond, 
and  Which,  by  reason  of  itPbeing  quite  surrounded 
by  water,  was  generally  called  Bullock  Islanrf, 
Bull  was  an  ingenious  man,  an  exceedingly  good 
blacHnnith,  a  dexterous  cutler,  and  a  notable 
weaver  and  pot-baker  besides.  He  also  brewed 
capital  porter,  alo,  and  small  beer,  and  was  in  fact 
a  sort  of  jack  of  all  trades,  and  good  at  each.  In 
addition  to  these,  he  was  a  hearty  fellow,  an  ex- 
cellent bottle-companion,  and  passably  honest  as 
times  go. 

But  what  tarnished  all  these  qualities  was  a 
devilish  quarrelsome,  overbearing  disposition,  which 
was  always  getting  him  into  some  scrape  or  other. 
The  truth  is,  he  never  heard  of  a  quarrel  going  on 
among  his  neighbours,  but  his  fingers  itched  to  be 
in  the  thickest  of  them ;  so  that  he  was  hardly  ever 
seen  without  a  broken  he^^,  a  black  eye,  or  a 
bloody  nose.  Such  was  Squire  Bull,  as  he  was 
commonly  called  by  the  country  people  his  neigh- 
bours—one of  those  odd,  testy,  grumbling,  boast- 
ing old  codgers,  that  never  get  credit  for  what  they 
are,  because  they  are  always  pretending  to  be  what 
they  are  not 

The  squire  was  as  tight  a  hand  to  deal  with  in 
doois  as  out ;  sometimes  treating  his  family  as  if 
they  were  jiot  the  same  flesh  and  blood,  when  they 
happened  to  diller  with  him  in  certain  matters. 
One  day  he  got  into  a  dispute  with  his  youngest 
son  Jonathan,  who  was  familiarly  called  Brother 
Jo?rATHAH,  about  whether  churches  ought  to  be 
called  churches  or  meeting-houses ;  and  whether 
steeples  were  not  an  abomination.  The  squire, 
either  having  the  worst  of  the  argument,  or  beuig 
naturally  impatient  of  contradiction,  (I  can't  tell 
which,)  fell  into  a  great  passion,  and  swore  he 
would  physic  such  notions  out  of  the  boy's  noddle. 


So  he  went  to  some  of  his  docton  and  got  them  to 
draw  up  a  prescription,  made  up  of  Ihirty-mnt  dif- 
ferent articles,  many  of  them  bitter  enough  to  some 
palates.  This  he  tried  to  make  Jonathan  swal- 
low ;  and  finding  he  made  villanous  wiy  faces,  and 
would  not  do  it,  fell  upon  hii%  and  Jjeat  him  like 
fiiry.  After  tlus,  he  made  ttiB  house  so  disigree- 
able  to  him,  that  Jonathan,  though  as  hard  as  a 
pine  knot  and  as  tough  as  leather,  could  bear  it  no 
longer.  Taking  his  gun  and  his  axe,  he  put  him- 
self in  a  boat  and  paddled  over  the  millpond  to 
some  new  lands  to  which  the  squire  pretended 
some  sort  of  claim,  intending  to  settle  tiiem,  and 
build  a  meeting-house  without  a  steeple  as  soon 
as  he  grew  rich  enough. 

When  he  got  over,  Jonathan  found  that  the  land 
was  quite  in  a  state  of  nature,  covered  with  wood, 
and  inhabited  by  nobody  but  wild  beasts.  But 
being  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  took  his  axe  on  one 
shoulder  and  his  gun  on  the  other,  marched  into 
the  thickest  of  the  wood,  and  clearing  a  place,  built 
a  log  hut  Pursuing  his  labours,  and  handling  his 
axe  like  a  notable  woodman,  he  in  a  few  years 
cleared  the  land,  which  he  laid  out  into  thirteen 
good  farms :  and  building  himself  a  fine  frame 
house,  about  half-finished,  began  to  be  quite  snug 
and  comfortable. 

But  Squire  Bull,  who  was  getting  old  and 
stingy,  and,  besides,  was  in  great  want  of  money, 
on  account  of  his  having  lately  been  made  to  pay 
swinging  damages  for  assaulting  his  neighbours 
and  breaking  their  heads — the  squire,  I  say,  find- 
ing Jonathan  was  getting  well  to  do  in  the  world, 
began  to  be  very  much  troubled  about  his  welfare ; 
so  he  demanded  that  Jonathan  should  pay  him  a 
good  rent  for  the  land  which  he  had  cleared  and 
made  good  for  something.  He  trumped  up  I  know 
not  what  claim  against  him,  and  under  different 
pretences  managed  to  pocket  oil  Jonathan*s  honest 
gains.  In.  fact,  the  poor  lad  had  not  a  shilling  left 
for  holyday  occaakms ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the 
filial  respect  he  felt  for  the  old  man,  he  would  cer- 
tainly have  refused  to  submit  to  such  impositions. 

But  for  all  this,  in  a  little  time,  Jonathan  grew 
up  to  be  very  large  of  his  age,  and  became  a  tall, 
stout,  double-jointed,  broad-footfxl  cub  of  a  fellow, 
awkward  in  his  gait  and  simple  in  his  appearance; 
but  showing  a  lively,  shrewd  look,  and  having  the 
promise  of  great  strength  when  he  should  get  his 
full  growth.  He  was  rather  an  odd-looking  chap, 
in  truth,  ^d  had  many  queer  ways ;  but  every- 
body that  had  seen  John  Bull  saw  a  great  likeness 
between  them,  and  swore  he  was  John*s  cAi  boy, 
and  a  true  chip  of  the  old  block.  Like  the  old 
squire,  he  was  apt  to  be  blustering  and  saucy,  but 
in  the  main  was  a  peaceable  sort  of  careless  fellow, 
that  would  quarrel  with  nobgdy  if  you  only  let 
him  alone.  He  used  to  dress  in  homespun  trou- 
sers with  a  huge  bagging  seat  which  seemed  to 
have  nothing  in  it  This  made  people  to  say  he 
had  no  boltom ;  but  whoever  said  so  lied,  as  they 
found  to  their  cost  whenever  they  put  Jonathan 
in  a  passion.  He  always  vrore  a  linsey-woolsey 
coat  that  did  not  above  half  cover  his  breech,  and 
the  sleeves  of  which  were  so  short  that  his  b 
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and  wrist  came  out  beyond  them,  looking  like  a 
shoulder  of  mutton.  All  which  was  in  conse- 
quence of  his  growing  so  fisurt  that  he  outgrew  his 
dothes. 

While  Jonathan  was  outgrowing  his  strength 
in  this  way.  Bull  •'kept  on  picking  his  pockets  of 
erery  penny  he  could  scrape  together ;'  till  at  last 
one  day  when  the  squire  ^s  even  more  than 
onially  pr<»8ing  in  his  demands,  which  he  accom- 
panied with  threats,  Jonathan  started  up  in  a  furi- 
ous passion,  and  threw  the  Tea-kettle  at  the 
oU  man's  head.  The  choleric  Bull  was  hereupon 
exceedingly  enraged;  and  after  calling  the  poor 
lad  an  ondutiful,  ungrateful,  re4^llious  rascal, 
Kized  him  by  the  collar,  and  forthwith  a  furious 
Bcnffle  ensued.  *  This  lasted  a  long  time ;  for  the 
squire,  though  in  years,  was  a  capital  boxer,  and 
of  most  excellent  bottom.  At  last,  however,  Jona- 
than got  him  under,  and  before  he  would  let  him 
up,  made  him  sign  a  paper  giving  up  all  claim  to 
the  farms,  and  acknowledging  the  fee-simple  to  be 
in  Jonathan  for  ever. 


A  NIGHT  ADVENTURE  DURING  THE 
OLD  FRENCH  WAR. 

nOM  THE  DirrcHMAir^  fisesidx. 


"  Should  you  discover  the  position  of  the  ene- 
my," continued  Sir  William  Johnson  to  Sybrandt, 
"  you  must  depend  upon  your  own  sagacity,  and 
fliat  of  Timothy  Weasel  for  the  direction  of  your 
subsequent  conduct** 

"Timothy  Weasel!  who  is  he  1" 

«What!  have  you  never  heard  of  Timothy 
Weasel,  the  Varmounter,  as  he  calls  himself?" 

«  Never." 

« Well  then,  I  must  give  you  a  sketch  of  his 
story  before  I  introduce  him.  He  was  bom  in 
New  Hampshire,  as  he  says,  and  in  due  time,  as 
is  customary  in  those  parts,rifllCrried,  and  took  pos- 
session, by  right  of  discovery  I  Suppose,  of  a  tract 
of  land  in  what  was  at  that  time  called  the  New 
Hampshire  g^ranta.  Others  followed  him,  and  in 
the  course  of  a  few  years  a  little  settlement  was 
formed  of  real  'cute  Yankees,  as  Timothy  calls 
them,  to  the  amount  of  sixty  or  seventy  men,  wo- 
men, and  children.  They  were  gradually  growing 
m  wealth  and  numbers,  when  one  night,  in  the 
d^  of  winter,  they  were  set  upon  by  a  party  of 
Indians  from  Canada,  and  every  soul  of  them,  ex- 
cejit  ^Timothy,  either  consumed  in  the  flames  or 
massacred  in  tho  attempt  to  escape.  I  have  wit- 
ne&ed  in  the  course  of  my  life  many  scenes  of 
kon'or,  but  nothing  like  that  which  he  describes, 
in  which  his  wife  and  eight  children  perished. 
Timothy  was  lefl  for  dead  by  the  savages,  who,  as 
is  their  custom,  departed  at  the  dawn,  for  fear  the 
news  of  this  massacre  might  rouse  some  of  the 
neighbouring  settlements  in  time  to  overtake  them 
before  they  reached  home.  When  all  was  silent, 
Timothy,  who,  though  severely  wounded  in  a 
dosen  places^  had,  as  he  says,  only  been  *  playing 
worn,'  nsised  himself  up  and  looked  around 
The  smoking  ruins,  mangled  limbs,  blood- 


stained snow,  and  the  whole  scene,  as  he  describes 
it  with  quaint  pathos,  is  enough  to  make  one's 
blood  run  cold.  He  managed  to  raise  himself  up- 
right, and,  by  dint  of  incredible  exertions,  to  reach 
a  neighbouring  settlement,  distant  about  forty 
miles,  where  he  told  his  story,  and  then  was  put 
to  bed,  where  he  lay  some  weeks.  In  the  mean 
time  the  peofrfe  of  the  settlement  had  gone  and 
buried  the  remains  of  his  unfortunate  family  and 
neighbours.  When  Timothy  got  well,  he  visited 
the  spot,  and  while  viewing  the  ruins  of  the  houses, 
and  pondering  over  the  graves  of  all  that  were 
dear  to  him,  solemnly  devoted  the  remainder  of 
his  life  to  revenge.  He  accordingly  buried  him- 
self in  the  woods,  and  built  a  cabin  about  twelve 
miles  from  hence,  in  a  situation  the  most  favour- 
able to  killing  the  *■  kritters,'  as  he  calls  the  savages. 
From  that  time  until  now  ho  has  waged  a  perpe- 
tual war  against  them,  and,  according  to  his  ovffi 
account,  sacrificed  almost  a  hecatomb  to  the  manes 
of  his  wife  and  children.  His  intrepidity  is  won- 
derful, and  his  sagacity  in  the  pursuit  of  this  grand 
object  of  his  life  beyond  all  belief.  I  am  half  a 
savage'myself,  but  I  have  heard  thb  man  relate 
stories  of  his  adventures  and  escapes  which  make 
me  feel  myself,  in  the  language  of  the  red  skins, 
*  a  woman'  in  comparison  with  this  strange  com- 
pound of  cunning  and  simplicity.  It  is  inconceiv- 
able with  what  avidU^  he  will  hunt  an  Indian ; 
and  the  keenest  spomman  does  not  feel  a  hun- 
dredth part  of  the  delight  in  bringing  down  his 
game  that  Timothy  does  in  witnessuig 
pangs  of  one  of  these  *  kritters.'  It  i 
propensity:  but  to  lose  all  in  one  nigut 
wake  the  next  morning  and  see  nothing 
mangled  remains  of  wife,  children,  all  t 
holds  most  dear  to  his  inmost  heart,  is  no 
If  ever  man  had  motive  for  revenge,  it  is  Timothy. 
Such  as  he  is  I  employ  him,  and  find  his  services 
highly  useful.  He  is  a  compound  of  the  two  races, 
and  combines  all  the  qualities  essential  to  the  spe- 
cies of  war&re  in  which  we  are  now  engaged.  I 
have  sent  for  him,  and  expect  him  here  every 
moment." 

As  Sir  William  concluded,  Sybrandt  heard  a 
long  dry  sort  of  "  H*e-e-m-m,"  ejaculated  just  out- 
side of  the  door.  «<  That's  he,"  exclaimed  Su 
William;  **I  know  the  sound.  It  is  his  usual 
expression  of  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of  being 
employed  against  his  old  enemies  the  Indians. 
Come  in,  Timothy." 

Timothy  accordingly  made  his  appearance,  for- 
got  his  bow,  and  said  notliing.  Sybrandt  eyed  hii 
associate  with  close  attention.  He  was  a  tall, 
wind-dried  man,  with  extremely  sharp,  angulai 
features,  and  a  complexion  deeply  bronzed  by  the 
exposures  to  which  he  had  been  subjected  for  sq 
many  years.  His  scanty  head  of  hair  veas  of  a 
sort  of  sunburnt  colour ;  his  beard  of  a  month's 
growth  at  least,  and  his  eye  of  sprightly  blue  nevei 
rested  a  moment  in  its  socket  It  glanced  from 
side  to  side,  and  up  and  down,  and  here  and  there, 
with  indescribable  rapidity,  as  though  in  search  oj 
some  object  of  interest,  or  apprehensive  of  sudden 
danger.    It  was  a  perpetual  silent  alarum. 
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M  Timothy,"  nid  Sir  WilUam,  « I  want  to  em- 
>Ioy  yoa  to-night/' 

«  H-e-m-m,**  answered  Timothy. 

•*  Are  yoo  at  kianre  to  depart  immediately  ?** 

"  What,  right  off  1" 
Vy,  in  less  than  no  time." 
guess  I  anu" 
ery  well — ^that  means  you  are  certain." 

« I'm  always  sartin  of  my  mark." 

«*  Have  you  your  gun  with  youl" 

**  The  kritter  is  just  outside  the  door." 

**  And  plen^  of  ammunition  V* 

«  Why,  what  under  the  sun  should  I  do  with  a 
pan  and  no  ammunition  1" 

**  Can  you  paddle  a  canoe  so  that  nohody  can 
lear  you  1" 

«« Can't II  h-e^m-m!" 

♦«  And  you  are  all  ready  ?" 

**  1  *speci  so.  I  knew  you  didn't  want  mc  for 
lothing,  and  so  got  every  thing  to  hand." 

«  Have  you  any  thing  to  eat  by  the  way  !" 

*<  No ;  if  i^  only  stay  out  two  or  three  days  I 
iha'n't  want  any  thing." 

*<  But  you  are  to  have  a  companion." 

Timothy  here  manufactured  a  sort  of  linsey- 
iroolsey  grunt,  betokening  disapprobation. 

**  Vd  rather  go  alone." 

«  But  it  is  necessary  you  should  have  a  com- 
Mmion;  this  young  g^leman  will  go  with 
rou." 

Timothy  hereupon  subjected  Sybrandt  to  a  rigid 
f  those  busy  eyes  of  his,  that  seemed  to 
im  as  quick  as  lightning, 
rather  go  by  myself,"  said  he  again, 
lat  is  out  of  the  question,  so  say  no  more 
iL    Are  you  ready  to  go  now — this  minute  ?" 
Yes." 

Sir  William  then  explained  the  object  of  the 
expedition  to  Timothy  much  in  the  same  manner 
ie  had  previously  done  to  Sybrandt 

*<  But  mayn't  I  shoot  one  of  these  tamil  kritters 
f  he  comes  in  my  way  ?"  said  Timothy,  in  a  tone 
)f  great  interest 

"  No ;  you  are  not  to  fire  a  gun,  nor  attempt 
my  hostility  whatever,  unless  it  is  neck  or  nothing 
prith  you." 

"Well,  that's  what  I  call  hard;  but  maybe  it 
ndll  please  Ood  to  put  our  lives  in  danger — that's 
lome  comfort" 

The  knight  now  produced  two  Indian  dresses, 
nrhich  he  directed  them  to  put  on  somewhat 
igainst  the  inclinations  of  friend  Timothy,  who 
>bserved  that  if  he  happened  io  see  his  shadow  in 
he  water,  he  should  certainly  mistake  it  for  one 
>f  the  tamil  kritters,  and  shoot  himself  Sir  Wil- 
iam  then  with  his  own  hand  painted  the  face  of 
Sybrandt  so  as  to  resemble  that  of  an  Indian — an 
operation  not  at  all  necessary  to  Timothy;  his 
x)ilet  was  already  made ;  his  complexion  required 
no  embellishment  This  done,  the  night  having 
now  set  in.  Sir  William,  motioning  silence,  led 
he  way  cautiously  to  one  of  the  gates  of  Ticon- 
Icroga,  which  was  opened  by  the  sentinel,  and 
they  proceeded  swiftly  and  silently  to  the  high 
iNuik  which  hung  over  the  narrow  strait  in  front 


of  the  fort  A  little  bark  canoe  lay  moored  at  tlie 
foot,  into  which  Sybrandt  and  Timothy  placed 
themselves  flat  on  the  bottom,  each  with  his  mus- 
ket and  adboutrements  at  his  side,  and  a  paddle  in 
his  hand. 

**  Now,"  said  Sir  William,  almost  in  a  whis^ier, 
— "  now,  luck  be  with  you,  boys ;  remember,  yoo 
are  to  return  before  daylight  without  fail." 

«  But,  Sir  William,"  aiid  I'imothy,  coaxingly, 
"  now,  mayn't  I  take  a  pop  at  one  of  the  tamal 
kritters,  if  I  meet  'emV 

"  I  tell  you.  No !"  replied  the  other ;  «  onleas 
you  wish  to  be  popped  out  of  the  world  when  you 
come  back.     Away  with  you,  my  boys." 

Each  seized  his  paddle ;  and  the  light  feather 
of  a  boat  darted  away  with  the  swiftness  of  a  bub- 
ble in  a  whirlpool. 

**  It's  pUguy  hard,"  muttered  Timothy  to  him- 
self: 

«*  What!"  quoth  Sybrandt 

«Why,  not  to  have  the  privilege  of  shooting 
one  of  these  varmints." 

"  Not  another  word,"  whispered  Sybrandt;  «  we 
may  be  overheard  from  the  shore." 

"  Does  he  think  I  don't  know  what's  what  1" 
again  muttered  Timothy,  plying  his  paddle  with  a 
celerity  and  silence  that  Sybrandt  vainly  tried  to 
equal. 

The  night  gradually  grew  dark  as  pitch.  AD 
became  of  one  colour,  and  the  earth  and  the  air 
were  confounded  together  in  utter  obscurity,  at 
least  to  the  eyes  of  Sybrandt  Westbrook.  Not  a 
breath  of  wind  distuTl)ed  the  foliage  of  the  trees 
that  hung  invisible  to  all  eyes  but  those  of  Timo- 
thy, who  seemed  to  see  best  in  the  dark ;  not  an 
echo,,  not  a  whisper  disturbed  the  dead  alence  of 
nature,  as  they  darted  along  unseen  and  unaoeing, 
— at  least  our  hero  could  see  nothing  but  darkness. 

«<Whi^t!'*  aspirated  Timothy,  at  length,  ao 
low  that  he  could  scarcely  hear  himself;  and  after 
making  a  few  strc^es  with  his  paddle,  so  as  to  shoot 
the  boat  out  of  her  course,  cowered  himself  down 
to  the  bottom.  Sybrandt  did  the  same,  peering 
just  over  the  side  of  the  boat,  to  discover  if  possible 
the  reason  of  Timothy's  nianceuvres.  Suddenly 
he  heard,  or  thought  he  heard,  the  measured  sound 
of  paddles  dipping  lightly  into  the  water.  A  few 
minutes  more  and  he  saw  five  or  six  little  lights 
glimmering  indistinctly  tlirough  the  obscurity,  ap- 
parently at  a  great  distance.  Timothy  raised 
himself  up  suddenly,  seized  his  gnn  and  pointed 
it  for  a  moment  at  one  of  the  lights ;  but  rec<^ 
lecting  the  injunction  of  Sir  William,  immediately 
resumed  his  former  position.  In  a  few  minutes 
the  sound  of  the  paddles  died  away,  and  the  lights 
disappeared. 

"  What  was  that  1"  whispered  Sybrandt 

"  The  Frenchmen  are  turning  the  tables  on  na, 
I  guess,"  replied  the  other.  <*  If  that  boat  isn't 
going  a-spying  jist  like  ourselves,  I'm  quite  out  in 
my  calculation." 

"What!  with  lights?  They  must  be  great 
fools." 

«  It  was  only  the  fire  of  their  pipes,  which  *" 
darkness  made  look  like  so  many  candles 
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thinking  what  a  fine  mark  these  lights  would  have' 
bin ;  arid  how  I  could  have  peppered  two  or  three 
of  them,  if  Sir  William  had  not  bin  so  ^plaguy  ob- 
stinate." 

*<  Peppered  them !  why,  they  were  half-a-dozen 
miles  oS." 

**  They  were  within  fifty  yards — the  kritters ;  I 
could  have  broke  all  their  pipes  as  easy  as  kiss  my 
band." 

**  How  do  you  know  they  were  kritters,  as  you 
call  the  Indians  1"  »      « 

"  Why,  did  you  ever  hear  so  many  Frenchmen 
make  so  little  noise  ?" 

This  reply  was  perfectly  convincing;  and  Sy- 
brandt  again  enjoining  ^ence,  thoy  proceeded 
with  the  same  celerity,  and  in  the  same  intensity 
of  darkness  as  before,  for  more  than  an  hour, 
l^iis  brought  them,  at  the  swift  rate  they  were 
going,  a  distance  of  at  least  twenty  miles  firom  the 
place  of  their  departure. 

Turning  a  sharp  angle,  at  the  expiration  of  the 
time  just  specified,  Timothy  suddenly  stopped  his 
paddle  aa  before,  and  cowered  down  at  the  bottom 
of  the  canoe.  Sybrandt  had  no  occasion  to  inquire 
the  reason  of  this  action ;  for,  happening  to  look 
toward  the  shore,  he  could  discover  at  a  distance 
innumerable  lights  glimmering  and  flashing  amid 
the  obscurity,  and  rendering  the  darkness  beyond 
the  sphere  of  their  influence  still  more  profound. 
These  lights  appeared  to  extend  several  miles 
along  what  he  supposed  to  be  the  strait  or  lake, 
which  occasionally  reflcctedrl^eir  glancing  rays 
upon  its  quiet  bosom. 

"  There  they  are,  the  kritters,"  whispered  Timo- 
&y  exultingly ;  "  we've  treed  *em  at  last,  I  swow. 
Now,  mister,  let  me  ask  you  one  question — will 
you  obey  my  orders  1" 

<«  If  I  like  them,"  said  Sybrandt 

**  Ay,  like  or  no  like.  I  must  bd  oiptain  for  a 
Gttle  time,  at  least" 

« I  have  no  objection  to  h^fiefit  by  your  expe- 
rience." 

**  Can  you  play  Ingen  when  you  are  put  to  iti" 

**  I  have  been  among  them,  and  know  something 
of  their  character  and  manners." 

«*  Can  you  talk  Ingen  T" 

-Nor 

**  Ah !  your  education  has  been  sadly  neglected. 
But  come,  there's  no  time  to  waste  in  talking  In- 
gen or  English.  Wc  must  get  right  in  the«middle 
of  these  kritters.  Can  you  creep  on  all-fours  with- 
out waking  up  a^cket  1" 

«  No !" 

t*  Plague  on  it !  I  wonder  \|hat  Sir  William 
meant  by  sending  you  with  me.  I  could^  have 
done  better  by  myself.     Aro  you  afeared  V* 

"Try  me." 

**  Well,  then,  I  must  make  the  best  of  the  mat- 
ter. The  kritters  are  camped  out — I  see  by  their 
fires — by  themselves.  I  can't  stop  to  tell  you 
every  thing ;  but  you  must  keep  close  to  me,  do 
jist  as  I  do,  and  say  nothing ;  that's  all." 

"  I  am  likely  to  play  a  pretty  part  I  see. 

^y !  you'll  find  no  phy  here,  I  guess,  mister. 
iwn  close ;  make  no  noise ;  and  if  you  go  to 
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aneeie  or  cough,  take  right  hold  of  your  throat, 
and  Jet  it  go  downwards." 

Sybrandt  obeyed  his  injunctions;  and  Timothy 
proceeded  towaid  the  lights,  which  appeared  much 
£uther  off  in  the  darkness  than  they  really  were, 
handling  his  paddle  'with  such  lightness  and 
terity  that  Sybrandt  could  not  hear  the  str 
In  this  manner  they  swiftly  approached  the 
campmetit,  until  they  could  distinguish  a  confused 
noise  of  shdvftings  and  hallooings  which  gradually 
broke  on  their  ears  in  discordant  violence.     Timo- 
thy stopped  his  paddle  and  listened. 

*<  It  IS  the  song  of  those  tamal  kritters,  the  Uta- 
was.  They're  in  a  drunken  fix)lic,  as  they  always 
are  the  night  before  going  to  battle.  I  know  the 
kritters,  for  I've  ^pped  off  a  few,  and  can  talk 
and  sing  their  songs  pretty  considerably,  I  guess. 
So  we'll  be  among  *em  right  off.  Don't  forget 
what  I  told  you  about  doing  as  I  do,  and  holding 
your  tongue." 

Cautiously  plying  his  paddle,  he  now  shot  in 
close  to  the  shore  whence  the  souiMs  of  revelry 
proceeded,  and  made  the  land  at  some  little  dis- 
tance, that  he  might  avoid  the  sentinels,  whom 
they  could  hear  ever  and  anon  challenging  each 
other.  They  then  drew  up  the  lieht  canoe  into 
the  buriies,  which  here  closely  skMed  the  waters. 
**  Now  leave  all  behind  but  yourself^  and  follow 
me,"  whispered  Tim|^y>  >>  he  carefully  felt 
whether  the  muskets  were  well  covered  from  the 
damps  of  the  night ;  and  then  laid  himself  down 
on  his  face  and  crawled  along  under 
wjih  the  quiet  celeri^  of  a  anake  in  the 

"  Must  we  leave  our  guns  behind,"  wb' 
Sybrandt 

"Yes,  according  to  orders;  but  it's  a  ^ 
hard  case.  Yet  upon  the  whole  it's  best ;  for  if  I 
was  to  get  a  fair  chance  at  one  of  these  kritters,  I 
believe  in  my  heart  my  gim  would  go  off  clean  of 
itself.  But  hush !  shut  your  mouth  as  close  as  a 
powder-horh." 

After  proceeding  some  distance,  Sybrandt  get- 
ting well  scratched  by  the  briars,  and  finding  infi- 
nite difficulty  ift  keeping  up  with  Timothy,  the 
latter  stopped  short 

**  Here  the  kritters  are,"  said  he,  in  the  lowest 
whisper. 

«  Where  ?"  replied  the  other,  in  the  same  tone. 

«  Look  right  before  you." 

Sybrandt  followed  the  direction,  and  beheld  a 
group  of  five  5r  sfx  Indians  seated  round  a  fire, 
the  waning  lustre  of  which  cast  a  fitful  light  upon 
their  dark  countenances,  whose  savage  expression 
was  heightened  to  ferocity  by  the  stimulant  of  the 
debauch  in  which  they  ^ere  engaged.  They  sat 
on  the  ground  swaying  to  and  firo,  backward  and 
forward,  and  from  side  to  side,  ever  and  anon  pas^* 
ing  round  the  canteen  from  one  to  the  other,  and 
sometimes  rudely  snatching  it  away  when  thq|| 
thought  cither  was  drinking  more  than  his  share. 
At  intervals  they  broke  out  into  yelling  and  dis- 
cordant songs,  filled  with  extravagant  boastings  of 
murders,  massacres,  burnings,  and  plundering*, 
mixed  up  with  threatenings  of  what  they  would 
do  to  the  red-coat  long  knives  oil  the  morrow. 

2*2 


50 


JAMES   KIRKE    PAULDING. 


hie  of  these  aongs  recited  the  dettraction  of  a  vil- 
ige,  and  bore  a  atriking  resemblance  to  the  bloody 
atastrophe  of  poor  Timothy's  wife  and  children, 
lybrandt  could  not  understand  it,  but  he  could 
«»T  the  quick  suppressed  breathings  of  his  com- 
>n,  who,  when  it  was  done,  aspirated,  in  a 

of  smothered  vengeance,  « If  I  only  had  my 

>» 

*<  Stay  here  a  moment,"  whispered  he,  as  he 
rept  cautiously  toward  the  noisy  group,  which  all 
t  once  became  perfectly  quiet,  and  remained  in 
iie  attitude  of  listening. 

**  Huh !"  muttered  one,  who  Appeared  by  his 
ress  to  be  the  principaL 

Timothy  replied  in  a  few  Indian  words,  which 
tybrandt  did  not  comprehend ;  and  raising  him- 
elf  from  the  ground,  suddenly  appeared  in  the 
lidst  of  them.  A  few  words  were  rapidly  inter- 
banged  ;  and  Timothy  then  brought  forward  his 
ompanion,  whom  ho  presented  to  the  Utawas, 
rho  welcomed  him  and  handed  the  canteen,  now 
lmo«t  empty^ 

**  My  brother  docs  not  talk,*'  said  Timothy. 

**  Is  he  dumb  ?"  asked  tlie  chief  of  the  Utawas. 

**  No ;  but  he  has  sworn  not  to  open  his  mouth 
U  he  has  struck  the  body  of  a  long  knife." 

«*  Good,"  said  the  other ;  *<  he  is  welcome." 

After  a  pause  he  went  on,  at  the  same  time  eye- 
ig  Sybrandt  with  suspicioa;  though  his  faculties 
ere  obscured  by  the  fumes  of  the  liquor  he  still 
sntinued  to  dnnk,  and  hand  round  at  short 
iter||l8. 

*<  IxlonH  remember  the  young  warrior.  Is  he 
four  tribe?" 

'*  He  is ;  but  he  was  stolen  by  the  Mohawks 
lany  years  ago,  and  only  returned  lately." 

*•  How  did.he  escape  ]" 

**  He  kiilcd^^^o  chiefs  while  they  were  asleep 
y  the  fire,  and  ran.  away." 

**  Good,"  said  the  Utawas ;  and  for  a  few  mo- 
lents  sunk  into  a  kind  of  stupor,  from  which  he 
Liddenly  roused  himself,  and  grasping  his  toma- 
awk  started  up,  rushed  toward  Sybrandt,  and 
lising  his  deadly  weapon,  stood  gpver  him  in  the 
ttitude  of  striking.  Sybrandt  remained  perfectly 
nmoved,  waiting  the  stroke. 

M  Good,"  said  the  Utawas  again ;  « I  am  satis- 
ed ;  the  Utawas  never  shuts  his  eyes  at  death. 
[e  is  worthy  to  be  qur  brother.  He  shall  go  with 
a  to  battle  to-morrow." 

"  We  have  just  come  in  tinie,"  said  Timothy. 
Does  the  white  chiaf  march  against  the  red-coats 
hmorrow  1" 

♦*  He  does." 

**  Has  he  men  enough  to  fight  them  ?" 

"  They  are  like  the  leaves  on  the  trees,"  said 
le  other. 

By  degrees  Timothy  drew  from  the  Utawas 
|ief  the  number  of  Frenchmen,  Indians,  and 
mreitri  de  bois,  which  composed  the  army ;  the 
me  when  they  were  to  commence  their  march ; 
ke  course  they  were  to  take,  and  the  outlines  of 
ie  plan  of  attack,  in  case  the  British  either  waited 
V  Uiem  in  the  fort  or  met  them  in  the  field.  By 
Le  time  he  had  finished  his  examination,  the 


whole  party,  witfi  the  exception  of  Timothy,  Sy- 
brandt, and  the  chief,  were  fiist  asleep.  Ik  a  few 
minutes  after,  the  two  former  afiected  to  be  in  the 
same  state,  and  began  to  snore  lustily.  The  Uta- 
was chief  nodded  from  side  to  side;  then  sunk 
down  like  a  log  and  remained  insensible  to  eveiy 
thing  around  him,  in  the  sleep  of  drunkenness. 

Timothy  lay  without  motion  for  awhile,  then 
turned  himself  over,  and  rolled  about  from  side  to 
side,  managing  to  strike  against  each  of  the  party 
in  siicqpssion.  They  remained  fast 'asleep.  He 
then  cautiously  raised  himself^  and  Sybrsindt  did 
the  same.  In  a  moment  Timothy  was  down  again, 
and  Sybrandt  followed  hiii  example  without  know- 
ing why,  untU  he  heard  some  one  approach,  and 
distinguuhed,  as  they  camei  nigh,  two  officers,  ap* 
parently  of  rank.  They  halted  near  the  waning 
fire,  and  one  said  to  the  other  in  French,  is  a  low 
tone: 

**  The  beasts  are  all  asleep :  it  is  time  to  wake 
them.  Our  spies  are  come  back,  %nd  we  must 
march." 

«  Not  yet,"  replied  the  other ;  « let  them  sleep 
an  hour  longer,  and  they  will  wake  sober."  They 
then  passed  on,  and  when  their  footsteps  Were  no 
longer  heard,  Timothy  again  raised  himself  up, 
motioning  our  hero  to  lie  still.  Afier  ascertaining 
by  certain  tests  which  experience  had  tai^ght  him 
that  the  Indiana  still  continued  in  a  profound 
sleep,  he  proceeded  with  wonderful  dexterity  and 
silence  to  shake  the  priming  from  each  of  the  guns 
in  succession.  Aflear  this,  he  took  their  p^der- 
homs  and  emptied  tiiem;  then  seizing  up  the 
tomahawk  of  the  Utawas  chief,  which  had  dripped 
from  his  hand,  he  stood  over  him  for  a  moment 
with  an  expression  of  deadly  hatred  which  Sy- 
brandt had  never  before  seen  in  his  or  any  other 
countenance.  The  intense  desire  of  killing  one 
of  the  kritters,  as  he  called  them,  struggled  a  few 
moments  with  his  obligations  to  obey  the  orders 
of  Sir  Wilham ;  but  the  latter  at  length  triumphed, 
and  motioning  Sybrandt,  they  crawled  away  with 
the  silence  and  celerity  with  which  they  came; 
launched  their  light  canoe  and  plied  their  paddles 
with  might  and  main.  <*  The  morning  breeae  is 
springing  up,"  said  Timothy,  <<  and  it-  will  soon 
be  dayligl\^     We  must  be  tamal  busy." 

And  busy  they  were,  and  swifUy  did  the  light 
canoe  slide  over  the  wave,  leaving  scarce  a  wake 
behind  iher.  As  they  turned  the  angle  which  hid 
the  encampment  from  their  view,  Timothy  ven- 
tured to  speak  a  little  al>ovc  his  breath. 

"  It's  lucky  for  us  that  the  lK)at  we  passed  com- 
ing down  has  returned,  for  it's  growing  Ught  apace. 
I'm  o^Ay  sorry  for  one  tiling." 

♦<  What's  that?"  asked  Sybrandt. 

**  That  I  let  that  drunken  Utawas  alone.  If  I 
had  only  bin  out  dn  my  own  bottom,  he'd  have 
bin  stun  dead  in  a  twinkling,  I  guess." 

"  And  you,  too,  I  ^w€*»,"  said  Sybrandt,  adopt* 
ing  his  peculiar  phraseology ;  **  you  would  have 
been  overtaken  and  killed." 

«  Who,  II  I  must  be  a  poor  kritter  if  I  can't 
dodge  half  a  dozen'  of  these  drunken  varmints. ' 

A  few  hours  of  sturdy  jexertion  brought  the 


JAMES    KIRKE    PAULDING. 


15 


length  within  sight  of  Ticonderogk,  just  as  the  red 
harbingpre  of  morning  striped  the  pale  green  of 
the  skies.  Star  fitter  star  disappeared,  as  Timothy 
obserred,  like  candles  that  had  been  burning  all 
night  and  gone  oat  of  themseWes,  and  as  they 
struck  the  foot  of  the  high  bluff  whence  they  had 
departed,  the  rays  of  the  sun  just  tipped  the  peaks 
of  the  high  mountains  rising  toward  the  west 
Timothy  then  shook  hands  with  our  hero. 

**  You^re  a  hearty  kritter,"  said  he, "  and  FU  tell 
Sir  William  how  you  looked  at  that  tarn^  toma- 
hawk as  if  it  had  bin  an  old  pipe-stem.*' 

Without  losing  a  moment,  they  proceeded  to 
the  quarters  of  Sir  William,  whom  they  found 
waiting  for  them  with  extreme  anxiety.  He  ex« 
tended  both  hands  toward  our  hero,  and  eagerly 
exclaimed — 

*<What  luck,  my  ladsl  I  have  been  op  all 
night,  waiting  your  return.'' 

«  Then  you  will  be  quite  likely  to  sleep  sound 
to-night,"  quoth  master  Timothy,  unbending  the 
intense  rigidity  of  his  leathern  countenance.  « I 
am  of  opinion  if  a  man  wants  to  have  a  real  good 
night's  rest,  he's  only  to  set  up  the  night  before, 
and  he  ihay  calculate  upon  it  with  sartinty." 

*•  Hold  your  tongue,  Timothy,"  said  Sir  Wil- 
Kam,  good-humouredly, "  or  else  speak  to  the  pur- 
pose.    Have  you  been  at  the  enemy's  camp  1" 

"■  Bight  in  their  very  bowels,"  said  Timothy. 

Sir  William  proceeded  to  question,  and  Sybrandt 
and  Timothy  ttf  answer,  until  he  drew  from  them 
all  the,  important  information^ of  which  they  had 
possessed  themselves.  He  Aen  dismissed  Timo- 
thy with  cordial  thanks  and  a  purse  of  yellow  boys, 
which  he  received  with  much  satisfaction. 

^  It's  not  of  any  great  use  to  me,  to  be  sure," 
said  he  as  he  departed  ;  **  but  somehow  or  other  I 
love  to  look  at  the  kritters." 

«  As  to  you,  Sybrandt  Westbrook,  you  have 
fulfilled  the  expectations  I  formed  of  you  on  our 
firs)  acquaintance.  You  claip  a  higher  reward ; 
for  you  have  acted  from  higher  motives  and  at 
lea^t  equal  courage  and  resolution.  His  majesty 
i^iall  know  of  this ;  and  in  the  mean  time  call 
youvelf  Major  Westbrook,  for  such  you  are  from 
this  momcRL  Now  go  with  me  to  the  commander- 
in-chief^  who  must  know  of  what  you  Jieaid  and 


saw. 


DEATH  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

FBOU  THS  SAMS. 


Thews  is  to  my  mind  and  to  my  early  recollec- 
tioDs  something  exquisitely  touching  in  the  tolling 
of  a  church-hell  amid  the  silence  of  the  cigintry. 
It  communicates  for  miles  around  the  message  of 
mortali^.  The  ploughman  stops  his  horses  to 
listen  to  the  solemn  tidings ;  me  housewife  remits 
her  domestic  occupations,  and  sits  with  the  needle 
idle  in  her  fingers,  to  ponder  who  it  is  that  is  going 
to  the  long  home ;  and  even  the  little  thoughtless 
cfaikiren,  piaying  and  laughing  their  way  firom 


school,  are  arrested  for  a  moment  in  their  evening 
gambols  by  these  sounds  of  melancholy  import 
and  cover  their  heads  when  they  go  to  rest 


KENTUCKY  HOSPITALITY. 
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"  You  must  know,  colonel,  not  long  after  ^ 
went  away  there  came  a  man  riding  along  hen 
that  I  calculate  had  just  thrown  ofi"  his  moccaainii 
with  another  feller  behind  him  in  a  laced  hat 
and  for  all  the  world  dressed  like  a  militia  officer 
Well,  I  hailed  him  in  here,  for  you  know  I  like  t4 
do  as  you  would  in  your  own  house ;  and  he  canu 
to  like  a  good  feller.  But  the  captain,  as  I  tool 
him  to  be,  hung  fire  and  stayed  out  with  the  horsei 
So  I  went  and  took  hold  of  him  like  a  snapping 
turtle,  and  says  I,  *  Captain,  one  would  think  yoi 
had  never  been  inside  of  a  gentleman's  house  be 
fore.'  But  he  held  back  like  all  wrath,  anc 
wouldn't  take  any  thing.  So  says  I,  <  Strangci 
I'm  a  peaceable  man  anyhow,  but  maybe  yoi 
don't  know  what  it  is  to  insult  a  feller  by  sneak 
ing  away  from  his  hospitali^  here  in  Old  Ken 
tuck.'  I  held  on  to  him  all  the  while,  or  he'( 
have  gone  off  like  one  of  these  plaguy  precussion 
locks  that  have  just  come  into  fashion.  *  Captain, 
says  I,  <  here's  your  health,  and  may  you  live  t4 
be  a  general.'  'Captain!'  says  the  other,  *he'i 
no  captain;  he's  my  servant'  ♦What!'  says  I 
*  one  white  man  be  a  servant  to  another !  make  i 
nigger  of  himself!  come,  that's  too  bad!'  «nd  '. 
began  to  feel  a  little  savage.  I  asked  one  if  h( 
wasn't  ashamed  to  make  a  slave  of  a  feller-cretiSi 
and  the  other  if  he  wasn't  ashamed  to  make  i 
nigger  of  himself;  and  they  got  rather  obstropo 
lous.  I  don't  know  exactly  how  it  came  about 
but  we  got  mto  a  fight,  and  I  lick'd  them  both 
but  not  till  they  got  outside  the  door,  for 
wouldn't  be  uncivil  anyhow.  Well,  what  d< 
you  think!  instead  of  settling  the  thing  like  i 
gentleman,  the  feller  that  had  a  white  man  for  hi 
nigger,  instead  of  coming  out  fine,  I'll  be  etemall; 
dcrn'd  if  he  dfln't  send  a  constable  after  mc 
Well,  I  made  short  work  of  it,  and  lick'd  him  toe 
anyhow.  But  I  can't  stand  it  here  any  longei 
Poor  old  Snowball*  slipped  her  bridle  the  othe 
day,  and  went  out  Uke  a  fiash  in  the  pan-;  so  I'c 
my  own  master  again,  with  Nobody  to  stand  i 
my  way  at  alL  I  must  look  out  for  some  plac 
where  a  man  can  live  independent,  where  there' 
no  law  but  gentlemen's  law,*  and  no  niggers  bu 
black  ones.  I  sha*n*t  see  you  again,  colonel,  it' 
most  likely,  so  good-by  all.  I  expect  you'll  b 
after  me  soon,  for  I  look  upon  it  to  be  impossibl 
for  a  man  in  his  senses  to  live  here  much  longe: 
to  be  hoppled  like  a  horse,  and  not  go  where  h 
pleases."  And  away  he  marched,  with  a  heai 
as  light  as  a  feather,  in  search  of  a  place  whoi! 
he  might  live  according  to  his  conscience. 

*  A  aervaut  who  had  died. 
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Timothy  Flint  was  born  in  Reading, 
Massachusetts,  and  was  educated  at  Harvard 
College,  where  he  graduated  when  twenty 
years  of  age.  AAer  devoting  two  years  to 
the  study  of  theology,  he  was  ordained  as 
minister  of  the  Congregational  church  in  Lu- 
nenburg, in  the  county  of  Worcester,  where 
he  continued  until  the  summer  of  1B14.  In 
the  following  year,  hoping  that  travel  and  the 
milder  airs  of  the  south-west  would  improve 
his  health,  which  had  been  impaired  by  seden- 
tary habits,  he  became  a  missionary  for  the 
Valley  of  the  Mississippi.  The  first  winter 
was  passed  in  Cincinnati,  the  following  spring 
in  making  a  tour  through  parts  of  Ohio,  Indi- 
ana, and  Kentucky,  and  the  summer  in  St. 
Louis.  In  September  he  arrived  at  St. 
Charles,  where,  occupied  in  the  wide  range 
of  his  missionary  duties,  he  remained  nearly 
three  years.  He  then  descended  the  Missis- 
sippi to  Arkansas,  but  met  with  disappoint- 
ments, and  afler  a  gloomy  summer  returned 
to  the  counties  of  Cape  Girardeau  and  St. 
Genevieve;  and  in  1821  to  his  former  resi- 
dence at  St  Charles,  where,  with  nearly  all 
the  members  of  his  family,  he  suffered  severe 
and  protracted  illness.  In  1822  he  removed 
to  New  Orleans ;  in  the  following  spring  to 
the  Florida  side  of  Lake  Ponchartrain,  where 
he  opened  a  school ;  in  the  autumn  back  to 
New  Orleans;  and  in  the  summer  of  1824  to 
Alexandria,  on  Red  River,  where  he  accepted 
the  charge  of  a  seminary,  and  continued  until, 
at  the  end  of  the  year,  a  broken  constitution 
compelled  him  to  suspend  his  labours  and 
revisit  the  northern  states. 

Soon  after  his  removal  to  Alexandria,  Mr. 
Flint  began  to  write  his  Recollections  of 
Ten  Years  passed  in  the  Valley  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi, which  were  published  in  Boston 
early  in  1826.  This  was  his  first  work,  and 
#8  success  was  decided  and  immediate.  Lite- 
rature now  became  his  profession.  Francis 
Berrian,  or  the  Mexican  Patriot,  which  was 
probably  commenced  before  he  left  the  south, 
appeared  in  the  following  summer.  It  pur- 
ports to  be  the  autobiography  of  a  New  £ng- 
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land  adventurer,  who  acted  a  conspicnous  part 
in  the  firat  Mexican  revolution,  and  in  the 
overthrow  of  Iturbide.  The  events  were  too 
recent  and  familiar.  Three  years  had  not 
elapsed  since  the  close  of  the  drama,  and 
several  of  the  characters  were  still  before  the 
world.  The  novelist  has  not  a  right  to  trans- 
cend the  possible.  The  condition  of  Mexico 
in  1822  presented  no  barriers  to  the  invention 
of  plots  and  counterplots  as  startling,  and 
deeds  as  chivalrous,  as  he  has  described, 
had  not  the  actors,  by  name  or  position,  been 
historical.  It  seems  to  be  difficult  for  the 
writera  of  romantic  fiction  to  learn  when  their 
heroes  are  sufficiently  heroical  for  necessary 
purposes.  They  are  generally  made  to  per- 
form works  of  supererogation.  The  interest  . 
of  Francis  Berrian  would  not  have  been  less 
if  the  hero  had  done  nothing  to  startle  the 
credulity  of  'the  reader.  There  is  in  the  de- 
tails 2Ln  occasional  want  of  keeping;  the  letters 
of  DoHa  Martha  are  commonplace,  and  there 
are  some  faults  Of  a  minor  kind.  The  style 
however  is  generally  animated  and  pictur- 
esque, and  the  narrative,  in  spite  of  its  im- 
probabilities, is  interesting. 

The  Geography  and  History  of  the  Missis- 
sippi Valley  was  published  at  Cincinnati,  in 
1827.  It  was  an  original  work,  composed 
with  great  care  and  labour  from  originaLma- 
terials,  principally  collected  by  the  auUior 
during  his  travels.  It  was  subsequently  re- 
printed with  a  condensed  survey  of  the  whole 
continent.  It  was  at  t&t  time  the  most  im- 
portant contribution  which  had  been  made  to 
American  geography,  and,  with  the  Recol- 
lections, it  embraces  the  most  graphic  and 
faithful  descriptions  of  the  scenery  and  physi- 
cal aspect  of  the  western  states  that  has  ever 
yet  been  written. 

Arthur  Clenniffg,  a  novel,  in  two  volumes, 
appeared  in  1828.  The  hero  leaves  the  bor^ 
ders  of  Lake  Champlain  in  his  boyhood,  and 
after  various  adventures  is  wrecked  on  an 
island  of  the  southern  ocean.  A  beautiful 
girl  survives  to  share  his  solitude,  and  after  a 
few  years,  when  they  escape  to  New  HoUand, 
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M  toamed  to  him.  They  reach  London,  but 
the  lady's  father  refuses  to  see  her  unless 
the  will  abandon  her  husband,  which  she  of 
coarse  reiuses  to  do,  and  they  come  to  Ame- 
rica and  settle  on  a  &nn  in  Illinois.  Ulti- 
mately the  father  dies  and  leaves  them  his 
fortune.  This,  ^^r  Robinson  Crusoe,  was  a 
bold  experiment,  and  it  was  a  failure. 

George  Mason,  the  Young  Backwoodsman, 
followed.  It  is  better  than  Arthur  Clenning, 
but  did  not  increase  Mr.  Flint's  reputation. 

The  last  of  his  novels  was  The  Shoshonee 
Valley,  published  at  Cincinnati,  in  1830. 
Ilie  principal  scene  is  among  the  tributaries 
of  the  Columbia  river.  Baptiste  Dettier,  a 
reckless  and  gay  Canadian,  encounters  a  Ken- 
tucky preacher  west  of  the  Mississippi,  and 
tbey  agree  to  cross  the  Rocky  Mountains  in 
company,  one  in  quest  of  peltries  and  adven- 
tures, and  the  other  ii^uenced  in  a  large  de- 
gree by  the  hope  of  making  converts.  Elder 
Wood  is  the  most  original,  natural,  and  suc- 
cessfully sustained  character  in  Mr.  Flint's 
works.  He  is  a  man  of  strong  but  undisci- 
plined genius,  who  blends  the  enthusiasm  pf 
the  missionary  with  that  of  the  trapper. 
**Tbe  psalmist,"  he  thought,  **had  the  spirit 
of  a  Kentuckian."  He  had  offended  the  Cana- 
dian, by  some  allusion  to  his  idolatrous  wor- 
ship, and  when  the  articles  of  agreement  were 
settled,  Baptiste  complimented  him  upon  his 
ondoobted  skill  in  the  hunt,  and  said,  **  In  a 
leet  time  me  learn  you  to  trap  too,  comme  nn 
diable!  but  sare,  please  take  notice,  I  hah 
noting  to  do  wit  your  dem  religion !"  The 
minister  was  as  little  pleased  with  this  pro- 
fiine  allusion  to  his  profession  as-  the  other 
had  been  with  his  own  description  of  the  Ca- 
tholic faith,  but  he  said  to  himself,  **  I  shall 
be  able  to  bring  him  also  out  of  the  heathen- 
ish darkness  ;"  and  dius  balancing  their  dis- 
agreements, they  set  out  for  the  Pacific.  They 
reached  the  happy  V^ley  of  the  Shoshonee, 
to  be  witnesses  of  the  gradual  decay  of  its  pa- 
triarchal government  and  people,  from  causes 
connected  with  the  invasion  of  the  whites. 
The  characters,  except  those  which  have  been 
mentioned,  are  not  drawn  with  much  skill, 
and  the  Indians  are  hardly  distinguishable 
from  the  rest.  The  invention  is  feeble,  and 
we  are  conducted  to  a  second  catastrophe, 
apparently  for  no  other  reason  than  that  the 
antfaor  was  ill  satisfied  with  the  first  The 
kle  is  nevertheless  interesting ;  it  is  distin- 
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guished  for  a  manly  simplicity  of  stylo,  a 
vivid  freshness  of  description,  and^  genuine 
but  unobtrusive  religious  sentiment. 

In  1832  Mr.  Flint  published,  in  Boston, 
Lectures  upon    Natjjral   History,   Geology,' 
Chemistry,  The  Application  of  Steam,  and 
Interesting  Discoveries  in  the  Arts. 

In  1833  he  edited  several  numbers  of  the 
Knickerbocker  Magazine,  which  had  been 
established  in  the  beginning  of  that  year  by 
Mr.  Charles  F.  Hoffman,  who  retired  from  its 
management  on  personal  grrounds.  In  the 
beginning  of  1834  the  proprietorship  of  the 
work  was  changed,  and  Mr.  Flint's  connec- 
tion with  it  ceased.  He  had  already  pub- 
lished a  translation,  with  original  essays  on 
the  same  subject,  from  the  work  of  Droz,  tur 
Part  tVette  heuretue,  and  in  the  early  part  of 
1834  he  translated  Celibacy  Vanquished  or 
the  Old  Bachelor  Reclaimed,  a  novel  which 
gained  a  considerable  though  transient  popu- 
larity. 

Mr.  Flint  now  removed  to  Cincinnati,  and 
became  editor  of  The  Western  Monthly  Maga- 
zine,'which  he  conducted  with  much  industry 
and  ability  for  three  years.  Besides  the  vo- 
lumes which  have  been  mentioned,  he  wrote 
several  of  less  importance,  and  a  great  num- 
ber of  tales  and  essays  for  various  periodicals 
and  other  works. 

During  the  last  year  of  his  life,  enfeebled 
by  disease,  he  wrote  but  little  for  the  public. 
He  left  his  Louisiana  home  early  in  May, 
1840,  to  visit  the  place  of  his  nativity,  and  in 
the  hope  that  he  would  derive  a  benefit  from 
tlie  bracing  air  of  New  England.  He  was  at 
Natchez,  on  his  way,  when  that  city  was 
nearly  destroyed  by  a  tornado,  and  with  his 
son  was  buried  many  hours  under  the  ruins. 
Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Reading  his  malady 
assumed  a  more  maligpnant  character,  and  he 
wrote  to  his  wife  at  Alexandria,  that  when 
she  received  his  letter  he  would  no  longer  be 
alive.  The  melancholy  news  hastened  her 
death.  The  prediction  of  his  own  decease 
was  premature,  but  he  survived  only  until  the 
eighteenth  of  August. 

Mr.  Flint  commenced  his  literary  career 
when  forty-five  years  of  age.  To  its  end  he 
was  an  invalid,  but  was  compelled  to  write 
constantly  and  rapidly,  and  to  print  without 
revision. 

His  mind  was  vigorous  and  imaginative, 
and  enriched  with  reading  and  observation. 
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He  ad  a  discriminating  judgment,  warm  af- 
fections, and  a  quick  perception  of  the  grand 
and  beautiful.  His  works  are  marked  by 
good  sense  and  a  genuine  Christian  philoso- 


^ 
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phy.  His  chief  merit  is  in  his  descriptions. 
His  landscapes  have  extraordinary  firee^iom 
and  distinctness,  and  appear  to  be  copies  from 
nature. 


A  THUNDER  STORM  IN  MEXICO. 


raoM  TRAMca  bxbbiah. 


Thk  thunder,  which  had  been  rolling  at  a  di»- 
tance  in  the  mountaina,  approached  nearer.  The 
peals  were  more  frequent,  and  the  echoes  more 
loud  and  awful.  The  brassy  edges  of  the  clouds 
rolled  together,  and  sweeping  forward,  like  the 
smouldering  pillars  of  smoke  from  some  mighty 
conflagration,  were  seen  looming  from  the  heights 
and  beginning  to  cover  the  sun. . . . 

The  thunder  storms  of  the  northern  regions 
seldom  give  an  idea  of  the  assemblage  of  terrific 
accompaniments  bclonguig  to  a  severe  one  in  the 
tropics.  A  thick  mist  fills  all  the  distance  between 
the  clouds  and  the  earth.  A  dim  and  yellowish 
twilight  throws  a  frightful  yellow  upon  the  ver- 
dure of  the  trees. 

The  storm  was  tremendous.  The  commence- 
ment was  in  the  stillness  of  death,  and  the  burst 
of  the  winds  was  as  instantaneous  as  the  crash  of 
the  thunder.  The  rain  did  not  descend  in  drops, 
or  in  sheets,  but  the  terrible  phenomenon  of  Uie 
bursting  of  the  clouds  upon  the  mountains  took 
place.  The  roar  of  the  new-formed  torrents  and 
cascades  pouring  frx>m  the  mountains,  mingled 
with  that  of  the  rain,  the  thunder,  and  the  winds. 
The  atmosphere  was  a  continued  and  lurid  glare 
of  lightning,  which  threw  a  portentous  brilliance 
through  the  descending  waters  and  the  darkness. 
Many  an  aged  tree,  that  had  remained  unscathed 
for  ages,  was  stript  frx>m  its  summits  to  its  roots 
by  the  descending  fires. . . . 

The  sick  man,  aroused  fi^m  his  sleep,  rested 
his  head  upon  his  hand,  and  his  pains  seemed  to 
be  suspended,  while  he  contemplated  the  uproar 
and  apparent  conflagration  of  the  elements.  A 
blaze  of  lightning  filled  the  room,  and  the  thunder- 
bolt fell  upon  a  vast  cypress,  but  a  few  feet  from 
the  house.  The  shock  was  so  violent  that  each 
one  was  thrown  from  his  seat  As  we  recovered 
fi^m  the  blow,  we  saw  how  naturally  in  such  mo- 
ments each  one  flies  to  the  object  in  which  he  has 
most  confidence.  The  widowed  mother  sprang 
to  the  arms  of  her  son,  and  Martha  at  the  same 
moment  clung  to  me. . . .  We  resumed  our  seats 
in  a  kind  of  tranquil  astonishment,  as  the  storm 
gradually  subsided.  The  thunder  rolled  sublimely 
still,  but  at  a  greater  distance.  The  blue  of  the  at- 
mosphere began  to  show  itself  at  the  zenith.  The 
clouds  rolled  away  toward  the  east,  and  the  sun 
came  forth  in  his  brightness  just  above  the  smok- 
ing summits  of  the  hills.  The  scene,  that  was 
terrific  in  the  fury  of  the  storm,  was  now  an  inde- 
scribable mixture  of  beauty  and  grandeur.  Fre- 
quent gleams  of  the  n^st  vivid  lightning  played 


on  the  passing  extremities  of  %e  douda.  White 
pillan  of  mist  arose  horn  the  earth.  The  birds 
welcomed  the  return  of  the  sun,  and  the  re- 
newed repose  of  nature,  with  a  thousand  minglfi^ 
songs. 


COUNTRY  OF  THE  SEWASSERNA. 

FBOM  THS  SROSUCiinU  VAIXST. 


Tax  traces  of  their  footsteps  and  their  tempo* 
rary  huts  were  frequently  seen  amidst  the  dark 
hemlock  forests  on  the  Pacific  shore.  Thc^se  free 
rangen  of  the  deserts,  as  they  saw  the  immense 
fronts,  range  behind  range,  of  the  ocean  surf  roll- 
ing onward  to  whiten  and  burst  on  the  sand  at 
their  feet,  had  their  own  wild  conceptions  of  the 
illimitable  grandeur,  and  the  mysterious  and  resist- 
less power  of  the  ever-heaving  element  . .  . 

Their  free  domain  comprised  an  extent  of  five 
hundred  leagues.  The  country  of  their  compact 
and  actual  settlement  is  a  "vale,  than  which  the 
earth  can  show  none  more  bcstvrtiful  or  more  se- 
cluded, the  vale  of  the  Sewasaema.  This  stream, 
in  which  the  poets  would  have  placed  the  crystal 
caves  of  the  Naiads  of  the  ancient  days,  comes 
winding  down  in  a  clear,  full,  strong,  and  yet 
equable  and  gentle  tide,  from  the  mountains.  Up 
its  pure  and  ice-formed  waters  ascend,  in  their  sea- 
son, countless  numbera  of  the  finest  salmon ;  and 
in  its  deep  and  circling  eddies  play  trout,  pike, 
carp,  tench,  and  all  the  varieties  of  fish  of  cold 
mountain  rivers.  The  Indian,  as  he  glides  down 
the  stream,  sees  the  shining  rocks  at  the  bottom, 
covered  with  tresses  of  green  waving  moss,  at  the 
depth  of  twenty  feet  This  circumstance,  along 
with  its  transparency,  furnishes  the  etymology  df 
its  name,  which  imports  the  sea  green  river. 
Streaked  bass,  shiners,  gold  fishes,  and  beautiful 
and  undescribed  finny  tribes,  dart  firom  their  coverts 
along  the  white  sand,  flit  iirom  the  shadow  of  the 
descending  canoe,  or  turn  their  green  and  gold 
to  the  light,  as  they  fan  as  it  were  with  their 
purple  wings,  or  repose  in  the  sunbeams  that  find 
their  way  through  the  branches  that  overhang  the 
banks. . . . 

The  glossy  gray  mallarfl,  the  beautiful  blue- 
winged  teal,  the  green  crested  widgeon,  the  little 
active  dipper,  the  brilliant  white  diver,  the  soli- 
tary loon  raising  his  lugubrious  and  iU^mened 
note  in  unaodal  seclusion,  the  stately  swan 
sailing  in  his  pride  and  milky  lustre  slowly 
along  the  stream,  the  tall  sand-hill  crane  looking 
at  a  distance  like  a  miniature  camel,  the  white 
pelican  with  his  immense  pouch  in  front,  innume- 
rable flocks  of  various  species  of  geese — in  short, 
an  unknown  variety  of  water-fowls  with  their  bril* 
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^liant,  yariegated,  and  oikd  vestments,  their  singu- 
lar languages  and  cries,  were  seen  gliding  among 
the  treesj  pattering  their  broad  bills  amidst  the 
giaases  and  weeds  on  the  shores.  • .  • 

It  would  be  useless  to  think  of  enumerating  the 
strange  and  gay  birds  that  sing,  play,  build,  chide, 
and  flutter  among  the  branches  of  the  huge  syca- 
iiMores  and  peccans.  Among  the  more  conspicu- 
ous is  the  splendid  ^rple  cardinal,  with  its  glossy 
and  changeable  lustre  of  black  crest,  the  gold- 
ooloared  oriole,  looking  down  into  its  long  hanging 
nesty  the  flamingo  darting  up  the  stream  like  an 
arrow  of  flame,  the  little  peacock  of  trees,  the  wa- 
kona,  or  bird  of  paradise,  the  parti-coloured  jay 
screaming  its  harsh  notes,  the  red-winged  wood- 
pecker **  tapping  the  hollow  tree,"  the  ortolan,  in 
countless  flocks,  in  plumage  of  the  most  exquisite 
solbieaB,  deep,  shining  black — the  paroquets  with 
their  shrill  screams  and  their  splendour  of  green 
and  ^  gold,  numberless  humming-birds  plunging 
their  needle-shaped  bills  into  the  bignonia,  grouse, 
torkies,  partridges,  in  a  word  an  infinite  varie^  of 
those  beautiful  and  happy  tenants  of  the  forest  and 

'  the  prairie,  that  are  formed  to  sing  through  their 
transient  but  happy  day. 

The  mountains  on  either  side  of  the  valley 
tower  into  a  countless  variety  of  peaks,  cones,  and 
inaccessible  elevations,  firom  six  to  ten  thousand 
feet  high.  More  than  half  of  them  are  covered 
with  the  accumulated  snows  and  ices  of  centuries, 
which,  glittering  miinid  air,  show  in  the  sunbeams 
in  awfol  contrast  with  the  black  and  rugged  pre- 
dpiees  that  arrest  the  clouds. . . .  The  rocks,  clifls, 
axid  boulders,  partly  of  granite  and  partly  of  vol- 
canic character,  black  and  rugged  in  some  places, 
in  others  porphyritic,  needle  or  spire-shaped,  shoot 
up  into  pinnacles,  domes,  and  towers,  and  in  other 
places  lie  heaped  in  huge  masses  as  though  shook 
by  earthquakes  from  the  summits  where  they  had 
originally  defied  the  storms. . .  .  Yet  between  these 
savage  and  terrific  peaks,  unvisited  except  by  the 
mcr^-»Tn\n^  eagle,  are  seen  the  most  secluded  and 
sweet  viilleys  in  the  world.  Here  and  there  ap- 
pear circular  clumps  of  hemlocks,  mountain  cedars, 
sihrer  firs,  and  above  all  the  glorious  Norwegian 
pioesL .  . .  The  breeze  that  is  borne  down  firom  the 
mountains  always  sighs  through  these  evergreen 
thidLets,  playing  as  it  were  the  deep  and  incessant 
voluntary  of  nature  to  th^  Divinity. ...  In  nume- 
rous little  lakes  and  ponds,  where  the  trout  spring 
up  and  dart  upon  the  fly  and  grasshopper,  the  ver- 
dure of  the  shores  »  charmingly  repainted  in  con- 
trast vrith  the  threatening  and  savage  sublimity  of 
the  mountains,  whose  summits  shoot  down  as  deep 
in  the  abyss  as  they  stimd  high  in  the  air.  As 
yoo  tarn  your  eyes  fi-om  the  landscape  so  faith- 
fiilly  pencilled  on  the  sleeping  waters,  to  see  the 
substance  of  these  shadows,  the  eye,  dazzled  with 
the  radiance  of  the  sunbeams  playing  on  the  per- 
petual snows  in  the  regions  of  mid  air,  reposes 
with  solace  and  delight  on  the  deep  blue  of  the 
iky  that  is  seen  between,Hindimmcd  except  by 
the  oocanonal  passing  of  the  bald  eagle  or  &l- 
coD-bawks,  sailing  slowly  firom  the  summit  of  one 
m^^i^t^fn  to  another. 


THE  MARRIAGE  OF  BAPTISTE. 


WaaH  THX  SAMS. 


Baptists,  always  a  standing  lover  and  gallant 
for  all  the  undistinguished  Indian  girls  of  the  na- 
tion, had  been  observed  in  earnest  dialogue  vrith 
T*seUe*nee,  or  the  Ptony,  the  pretty  daughter  of 
Mon-son-sah,  or  the  Spotted  Panther,  a  proud 
and  fierce  Shienne  warrior,  who  doted  on  this  his 
only  child.  What  injury  or  insult  was  oflered  the 
belle  of  round  and  vermillion  rouged  cheek,  does 
not  appear ;  but  next  morning  it  was  the  current 
gossip  among  the  fidr  of  the  nation  that  T*selle'nee 
had  had  a  "  medicine  dream.'*  At  any  rate,  she 
was  reported  to  be  in  tears,  shut  up  under  the  cus- 
tomary and  severest  interdiction  of  Indian  usage. . . . 
There  was  a  great  trouble  in  the  wigwam.  The 
fierce  father  forced  his  daughter  to  confession. 
The  smooth-tongued  and  voluble  Canadian  had 
vague  intimations  that  this  afifair  was  likely  to 
bring  no  good  to  him.  Truth  was,  as  a  general 
lover,  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  particularly 
slippery  and  unworthy  of  confidence.  Various 
girls  had  made  calculation  upon  him  for  a  hus- 
band. But  Baptbte  had  a  manifest  preference  for 
being  a  general  lover,  and  a  specific  aversion  to 
matrimony  in  particular. 

Whoever  among  this  people  has  had  a  dream 
of  sufficient  import  to  cause  the  dreamer  to  wear 
black  paint  and  to  proclaim  an  interdict,  becomes 
for  the  time  a  subject  of  universal  speculation  and 
remark.  The  general  whisper,  especially  among 
the  women,  was.  What  has  Baptiste  done  1  and 
What  has  caused  the  interdict  of  T'selie*nee  1 

Mon-son-sah,  meanwhile,  was  not  idle.  The 
deepest  indignation  of  his  burning  spirit  was  called 
forth.  The  fi:equent  amours  and  infidelities  of 
Baptiste  were  circulated,  and  generally  not  at  all 
to  his  advantage.  An  affair  of  his,  touching  a 
Shoshonee  girl,  was  blazoned  with  many  a  mi- 
nute circumstance  of  wanton  cruelty.  "  What 
right,"  they  said,  "had  the  proud  and  babbling 
pale  face  to  conduct  after  this  fashion  toward  the 
red  skin  girls  ?  They  would  learn  him  to  repent 
such  courses."  The  cunning  young  T'selle'nee, 
though  interdicted,  and  of  course  supposed  to  be 
unable  to  see  or  converse  with  any  one,  was  in 
fact  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 

The  result  of  the  long-brooded  mischief  was  at 
length  disclosed.  Hatch  was  the  envoy  of  Mon- 
son-sah  to  Baptiste  Dettier,  to  make  known  to 
him  the  purposes  that  were  settled  in  respect  to 
his  case.  Hatch,  Dutch  though  he  was,  enjoyed 
a  comfortable  broad  joke. .  . .  Baptiste  in  passing 
heard  him  call  to  him  to  stop,  with  a  pale  face 
and  palpitating  heart  He  seemed  disposed  to 
walk  on. 

"  Will  you  stop.  Mynheer  Baptiste  1"  said  the 
Dutchman,  with  a  visage  of  mysterious  import- 
ance :  **  Perhaps  you  will  find  it  your  inteiest  to 
hear  what  I  have  to  say  to  you." 

"  Veil,  sare,"  said  Baptiste,  stopping  and  squar- 
ing himself,  «  suppose  you  tell  me  vat  for  you  stop 
me  fi-om  mine  promenade.  Is  it  von  mighty  dem 
big  ting  dat  you  hab  to  tell  me  V* 
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«  Oh  no,  Mynheer  Baptiste,  it  is  no  great  mat- 
ter.    It  only  conzams  your  life." 

**  Sacre !  Monsieur  Dutchman,"  cried  Baptiste, 
shrugging  and  taming  pale, « spoae  you  tink  it 
von  mighty  dem  leet  ting  to  concern  my  life. 
Monsieur  Dutchman,  vat  for  make  you  look  so 
dem  big  ?  I  pray  you,  sare,  speak  out  vat  for  you 
s|op  me  1" 

The  Dutchman  continued  to  economize  the 
luxury  of  his  joke  as  long  as  possible,  and  pro- 
ceeded in  his  customary  dialect,  and  with  the  most 
perfect  $ang  froid,  to  ask  him  if  be  had  ever 
known  such  an  Indian  demoiselle  as  T'selle^nee  1 

"  Sare,  vat  for  you  axe  me  dat  1  Tis  mine  own 
afiair,  sare !" 

**  Well,  Baptiste,  they  say  she  has  had  a  dream, 
and  that  her  fiice  is  painted  as  black  as  a  thunder 
cloud.  It  is  common  report  that  the  matter  closely 
concerns  you.  At  any  rate,  the  Spotted  Panther 
is  not  to  be  trifled  with,  and  he  takes  a  deep  inte- 
rest in  the  business.  You  know  the  Spotted 
Panther  r' 

<<  Yes,  sare,  dat  gargon  is  one  dem  £uEouche 
vUUin." 

«  Perhaps  you  like  his  daughter  better?" 

«<  Sacre !  no.  She  is  von  dem— what  you  call 
him  in  Hingleesi" 

**  Never  mind.  She  will  make  you  the  better 
wife  for  that  I  have  an  exrand  to  you  from  the 
Spotted  Panther." 

« You  make  me  frissonne  all  over  my  body," 
said  Baptiste,  looking  deadly  pale. 

« I  have  it  in  charge  from  ^e  Spotted  Panther 
to  ask  you,  Baptiste, 'if  you  are  disposed  to  marry 
T*selle*nee  as  soon  as  she  is  out  of  her  black  paint 
and  her  dream  1  They  say  she  loves  you  to  dis- 
traction." 

•<  Sez  bicUr"  replied  Baptiste,  giving  his  wonted 
shrug  of  self-complacency ;  «  m  do  twentec  oder 
demoiselles  of  dese  dem  sauvagea.  Dat  all  for  vat 
you  stop  me  1" 

**  No.  I  am  commiisioned  only  to  propose  to 
you  the  simple  question.  Do  you  choose  to  marry 
T'aelle'nee,  or  not  1  and  you  are  to  let  me  report 
an  inmiediate  answer." 

<«  Parbleu !  Monsieur  Dutchman.  Qpose  I  say 
no? 

**  You  will  hear  the  consequences,  and  then  I 
will  say  him  no,  if  you  wish  it" 

«  Yell,  sare,  vat  are  de  big  consequence  if  I  say 
no  1     Tis  von  dem  farouche  afiair,  ca !" 

**  He  proposes  you  one  of  two  alternatives — to 
many  hu  daughter,  or  be  roasted  alive  at  a  slow 
fire.  It  is  no  great  matter,  after  alL  The  beau- 
tiful T'sellc*nee,  or  a  roasting,  that's  the  alterna- 
tive." 

"  Tis  von  dem — what  you  call  him,  altemateeve  ? 
O  mon  Dien !  Mon  Dieu !"  ciied  Baptiste,  cross- 
ing himself^  and  seeming  in  an  agony — "You 
dem  Dutchman  have  no  heart  on  your  body,  or 
you  no  tell  me  dat  dem  word,  and  half  grin  your 
teeth  all  the  time,  sacre !  You  call  him  leet  mat^ 
ter  to  roast  von  Christian  like  a  pig,  sacre !" 

«« Why,  certainly,  you  don't  diink  it  so  great  a 
thing  to  be  roasted  1     You  know,  Baptiste,  that 


an  Indian  smokes  his  pipe,  and  sings  aongs,  and 
tells  stories,  and  provokes  his  roasters,  and  tlunks 
it  little  nunre  than  a  comfort  to  be  roasted." 

<*  0  del !"  cried  the  Canadian,  apparently  feel- 
ing faint  at  the  horror  of  the  idea.  «  You  are  von 
dem  hard  heart  Dutchman,  to  make  iqpoit  of  dis 
fiirouche  afiair !" 

**  Still,  Baptiste,  something  must  be  done.  Yoa 
know  the  Spotted  Panther  is  %ot  a  personage  to 
be  trifled  with.  Have  you  made  up  your  mind 
for  your  answer  1" 

**  Tis  von  dem  sommaire  business,  ca !  O  mon 
Dieu,  aidez  moi.  Oui,  ouL  I  vill  marree  dis  dem 
crapeau.  Spose — ^how  like  dem  fool  you  talk  ! — 
that  it  be  von  leet  ting  to  be  roasti  Certainment, 
me  no  make  experimong." 

«  Very  good,"  answered  Hatch,  with  the  same 
unmoved  calmness.  **  Then  we  need  not  disriisa 
the  matter  of  roasting  at  alL  I  thought  you  would 
prefer  the  wife.  But  you  will  please  tell  me  the 
very  words  I  am  to  report  to  the  Spotted  Panther." 
**  O  mon  Dieu  !  Tis  trop  dur,  a  ting  tres  mise- 
rable. Me  love  all  de  demoiselles.  Dey  all  love 
me.  Tis  ver  hard  afl^,  to  tie  me  up  to  von  dem 
crapeau,  like  un  chien  in  a  string." 

"Are  these  the  words  you  wish  me  to  carry 
back  to  the  Spotted  Panther  ?" 

"  No,  oertainmcnt,  no.  You  tell  that  sauvaige 
gentilhomme,  vid  my  best  complimens,  that  I  am 
trop  sensible  of  de  great  honneur  which  his  belle 
fille  have  don  me.  Spose  his  belle  fille  no  say 
that  word  to  me  fuss,  den  I  tell  her  I  offer  my 
love  and  my  devotions  and  my  heart  wid  von 
satisfaction  infini,  and  dat  I  lead  her  to  the  altare 
with  great  plaisir,  sacre !" 

Hatch  omitted  the  last  word,  and  reported  all 
the  rest  with  great  fidelity.  The  invincible  solem- 
nity of  the  Dutchman's  narrative  gave  greater  zest 
to  the  enjoyment  of  the  Indians,  who  all  knew, 
amidst  these  forced  compliments,  what  a  bitter  pill 
matrimony  was  to  such  an  indiscriminate  gallant. 


HEROISM  OF  THE  INDIAN. 
nuou  THS  AST  cm  BKiifo  BArrr. 


Tax  timid  and  effisminate  white  man  shivers 
and  scarcely  credits  his  senses,  as  he  sees  the 
young  Indian  warrior  smoking  his  pipe,  singing 
his  songs,  boasting  of  his  victories  and  uttering  his 
menaces,  when  enveloped  in  a  slow  fire,  appa- 
rently as  unmoved,  as  reckless,  and  unconscioas 
of  pain  as  if  sitting  at  his  ease  in  his  own  cabin. 
All  that  has  been  found  ibcesaaiy  by  this  strange 
people  to  procure  this  heroism,  is,  that  the  child- 
ren from  boyhood  should  be  constantly  under  a 
dlKipIine,  every  part  and  every  step  of  which 
tends  directly  to  riiame  and  contempt  at  the  least 
manifestation  of  cowardice  in  view  of  any  danger, 
or  of  a  shrinking  consciousness  of  pain  in  the  tm- 
durance  of  any  sufiering.     The  males,  so  trained, 
never  fail  to  evidence  the  fruit  of  their  discipline. 
Sentenced  to  death,  they  almost  invariably  scorn 
to  fly  from  their  sentence,  when  escape  is  in  their 
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power.  If  in  debt,  they  desire  a  reprieve,  that 
they  may  hunt  until  their  debts  are  paid,  lliey 
then  Toluntarily  return  and  surrender  themselves 
to  the  executioner.  Nothing  is  more  common 
than  for  a  friend  to  propose  to  suffer  for  his  friend, 
a  parent  for  a  child,  or  a  child  for  a  parent  When 
the  aufierer  receives  the  blow,  there  is  an  un- 
Uenching  look  which  manifests  the  presence  of 
the  tame  s{nrit  thak  smokes  with  apparent  uncon- 
cern amidst  the  crackling  flames. 

A  proof  that  this  is  the  frxiit  of  training  and  not 
of  native  insensibility,  as  others  have  thought,  and 
u  I  formerly  thought  myself,  is,  that  this  contempt 
of  pain  and  death  is  considered  a  desirable  trait 
only  in  the  males.  To  fly  like  a  woman,  like  her 
to  laugh,  and  weep,  and  groan,  are  expressions  of 
contempt,  which  they  apply  to  their  enemies  with 
ineflkble  scorn.  The  females,  almost  excluded 
from  witnessing  the  process  of  Spartan  discipline 
hj  which  the  males  acquire  their  mental  hardihood, 
jartake  not  of  the  fruits  of  it,  and,  with  some  few 
exceptions,  are  shrinking  and  timid  like  the  child- 
ren of  civilization. 

I  know  that  there  will  not  be  wanting  those 
who  will  condemn  alike  the  training  and  the  hero- 
tim  as  harah,  savage,  unfeeling,  stoical,  and  un- 
worthy to  be  admitted  as  an  adjunct  to  civilization. 
Bat  no  one  will  ofier  to  deny  that  the  primitive 
Christian  put  in  conflict  with  a  hungry  lion,  that 
Rogers  at  the  Smithfield  stake,  that  the  young 
captive  warrior,  exulting  and  chanting  his  songs 
while  enduring  the  bitterest  agonies  that  man  can 
inflict,  in  the  serene  and  sublime  triumph  of  mind 
over  matter,  and  spirit  over  the  body,  is  the  most 
imposing  spectacle  we  can  witness,  the  clearest 
proof  we  can  contemplate,  that  we  have  that  within 
OS  which  is  not  all  of  clay,  nor  all  mortal ;  or  doubt 
that  these  persons  endure  infinitely  less  physical 
piin,  in  consequence  of  their  heroic  self-posse^aon, 
than  they  would  have  suflercd  had  they  met  their 
torture  in  paroxysms  of  terror,  shrinking,  and  self- 
ahandonment. 


THE  MISSISSIPPI. 

nOM  HDTOaT  AKI>  OSOOMAFHT  OF  MlSSiaSUTl  VALLXT. 


Below  the  mouth  of  Ohio,  in  the  season  of  in- 
mdation,  to  an  observing  spectator  a  very  striking 
^>ectacle  is  presented.  The  river  sweeps  along, 
in  carves  or  sections  of  circles,  of  an  extent  of 
from  six  to  twelve  miles,  measured  from  point  to 
point  The  sheet  of  water  that  is  visible  between 
the  forests  on  either  side,  is  not  far  from  the  me- 
dial width  of  a  mile.  On  a  calm  spring  morning, 
tnd  under  a  bright  sun,  this,  to  an  eye  that  takes 
in  its  gentle  descending,  shines  like  a  mass  of  bur- 
nished silver.  Its  edges  are  distinctly  marked  by 
t  magnificent  outline  of  cotton-wood  trees,  gene- 
vallj  of  great  size,  and  at  this  time  of  the  year  of 
the  brightest  verdure.  On  the  convex,  or  bar  side 
of  the  bend,  there  is  generally  a  vigorous  growth 
of  willows,  or  young  cotton-wood  trees  of  such 
iitoniahing  regularity  of  appearance,  that  it  always 
»en»  to  Ae  unpractised  spectator  a  work  of  wt 
"Hie  water  stands  among  these  trees  from  ten  to 


fifteen  feet  in  height  Those  brilliant  birds,  the 
black  and  red  bird  of  this  country,  seem  to  delight 
to  flit  among  these  young  groves,  that  are  inun- 
dated to  half  their  height  Nature  is  carrying  on 
her  most  vigorous  efforts  of  vegetation  below.  If 
there  be  wind  or  storm,  the  descending  flat  and 
keel  boats  immediately  make  for  these  groves,  and  ' 
plunge  fearlessly  with  all  the  headway  they  can 
conunand  among  the  trees.  Should  they  be  of 
half  the  size  of  the  human  body,  struck  fifWn  feet 
from  the  ground  they  readily  bend,  before  even  a 
frail  boat  You  descend  the  whole  distance  of  a 
thousand  miles  to  New  Orleans,  landing  at  night  in 
fifteen  feet  water  among  the  trees ;  but,  probably,  in 
no  instance  within  twenty  miles  of  the  real  shore, 
which  is  a  bluff.  The  whole  spectacle  is  that  of 
a  vast  and  magnificent  forest  emerging  from  a 
lake,  with  its  waters,  indeed  in  a  thousand  places, 
in  descending  motion.  The  experienced  savage, 
or  solitary  voyager,  paddles  his  canoe  through  the 
deep  forests,  from  one  bluff  to  the  other.  He  finds 
bayous,  by  which  one  river  communicates  with 
the  other.  He  moves  perhaps  along  the  Missis- 
sippi forest  into  the  mouth  of  White  river.  He 
ascends  that  river  a  few  miles,  and  by  the  Grand 
Cut  off  moves  down  the  forest  into  the  Arkansas. 
From  that  river  he  finds  many  bayous  which  com- 
municate readily  with  Washita  and  Red  river; 
and  from  that  river,  by  some  one  of  its  hundred 
bayous,  he  finds  his  way  into  the  Atchafalaya  and 
the  Teche;  and  by  that  stream  to  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  reaching  it  more  than  twenty  leagues 
west  of  Uie  Missiasippi.  At  that  time,  this  is  a 
river  from  thirty  to  an  hundred  miles  wide,  all 
overshadowed  with  forests,  except  an  interior  strip 
of  little  more  than  a  mile  in  width,  where  the  eye 
reposes  on  the  open  expanse  of  waters,  visible  be- 
tween the  trees. . . . 

No  person  who  descends  thb  river  for  the  first 
time,  receives  clear  and  adequate  ideas  of  its  gran- 
deur, and  the  amount  of  water  which  it  carries. 
If  it  be  in  the  spring,  when  the  river  below  the 
mouth  of  Ohio  is  generally  over  its  banks,  although 
the  sheet  of  water  that  is  making  its  way  to  the 
gulf  is  perhaps  thirty  miles  wide,  yet  finding  its 
way  through  deep  forests  and  swamps  that  con- 
cesd  all  from  the  eye,  no  expanse  of  water  is  seen 
but  the  width,  that  is  curved  out  between  the  out- 
line of  woods  on  either  bank ;  and  it  seldom  ex- 
ceeds, and  oftener  falls  short  of  a  mile.  But  when 
ho  sees,  in  descending  the  falls  of  St  Anthony, 
that  it  swallows  up  one  river  after  another,  with 
mouths  as  wide  as  itself,  without  affecting  its  width 
at  all ;  when  he  sees  it  receiving  in  succession  the 
mighty  Missouri,  the  broad  Ohio,  St  Francis, 
White,  Arkansas,  and  Red  rivers,  all  of  them  of 
great  depth,  length,  and  volume  of  water ;  swal- 
lowing up  all  and  retaining  a  volume,  apparently 
unchanged,  he  begins  to  estinute  rightly  the  in- 
creasing depths  of  current  that  must  roll  on  in  its 
deep  channel  to  the  sea.  Carried  out  of  the  Ba- 
lize,  and  sailing  with  a  good  breeze  for  hours,  he 
sees  nothing  on  any  side  but  the  white  and  turbid 
waters  of  the  Mississippi,  long  after  he  is  out  of 

light  of  land. 
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This  eminent  man  was  bom  at  Newport  in 
Rhode  Island  on  the  seventh  of  April,  1780. 
His  great-grandfather,  John  Channing,  the 
first  of  the  name  who  came  to  America,  was 
a  natire  of  Dorsetshire  in  England ;  his  grand- 
father, John  Channing,  was  a  merchant  in 
Newport;  and  his  father,  William  Channing, 
aiVer  graduating  at  Princeton  College  in  1767, 
became  a  lawyer,  and  was  for  many  years 
Attorney  General  of  Rhode  Island.  His  mo- 
ther, to  whose  piety,  gentleness,  and  feithful- 
ness  he  bore  afiectionate  and  grateful  testi- 
mony, was  a  daughter  of  William  Ellery,  one 
of  the  sigrners  of  the  Declaration  of  Indepen- 
dence, and  afterward  a  member  of  Congress, 
and  Chief  Justice  of  his  state.  Through  her 
he  was  descended  from  Anne  Bradstreet,  the 
wife  of  Governor  Bradstreet  and  daughter  of 
Governor  Dudley,  who  two  hundred  years  ago 
was  styled  by  one  of  the  most  learned  and  dis- 
tinguished of  the  Puritans  **  the  mirror  of  her 
age,  and  glory  of  her  sex." 

In  1780  Newport  was  the  residence  of  two 
of  the  most  remarkable  men  who  have  ever 
lived  in  New  England,  the  Reverend  Doctor 
Hopkins,  whose  writings  had  so  great  an  in- 
fluence upon  theological  opinions  in  the  last 
century,  and  the  Reverend  Doctor  Stiles,  fa- 
mous for  profound  and  various  learning,  and 
**  virtues  proportioned  to  his  intellectual  ac- 
quisitions," who  was  afterward  President  of 
Yale  College.  They  were  ministers  of  the 
two  Congregational  churches  in  the  town,  and 
though  in  many  respects  very  different  from 
each  other,  and  representatives  of  rival  parties, 
they  were  both  friends  of  the  Attorney  Gene- 
ral, and  often  at  his  house;  Doctor  Channing 
states  that  when  a  child  be  regarded  Doctor 
Stiles  with  more  reverence  than  any  other  hu- 
man being,  and  to  the  influence  of  that  extra- 
ordinary man  in  the  circle  in  which  he  was 
brought  up,  he  attributes  a  part  of  the  indig- 
nation which  he  felt  toward  every  invasion  of 
human  rights.  He  was  also  much  attached 
to  Doctor  Hopkins,  whom  he  used  to  see  rid- 
ing on  horseback  through  the  streets,  **  in  a 
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waist,  and  with  a  study  cip  on  his  head,** 
appearing  like  a  man  who  had  nothing  to  do 
with  the  world.  In  a  sermon  which  be 
preached  at  Newport,  when  he  was  himself 
an  old  man,  he  presented  an  interesting  pic- 
ture of  those  peculiar  and  venerable  persons, 
around  whom  clung  so  many  recollections  of 
his  early  life.  v 

Washington  Allston,  w\m  was  but  one  year 
his  senior,  went  to  Newport  in  1787,  and  con- 
tracted an  intimacy  with  him  which  continued 
through  youth,  the  strength  of  manhood,  and 
old  age.  They  roamed  together  through  the 
picturesque  scenery.  Which  still  attracts  an- 
nual crowds  of  strangers,  and  *'  amid  this  glo- 
rious nature"  received  impressions  of  the  great 
and  beautiful  which  had  an  influence  in  deter- 
mining their  modes  of  thought  and  habits  of 
life.  Richard  H.  Dana,  acousin  of  Channing, 
and  afterward  a  brother-in-law  of  Allston,  in 
a  few  years  wandered,  an  inspired  boy,  over 
the  same  fields,  and  on  the  rocky  coast  lis- 
tened to  the  roar  and  dashing  of  the  waters 
of  that  ocean,  which  he  was  to  describe  with 
suQh  efiect  in  his  noble  poetry.  Allston, 
Channing,  and  Dana  were  thus  connected  in 
childhood.  In  old  age  they  often  visited,  from 
their  neighbouring  homes  in  Boston,  these 
scenes  of  their  earliest  inspiration.  Two  of 
them,  in  the  order  of  their  ages,  have  gone  to 
the  world  in  whose  atmosphere  they  almost 
seemed  to  live  while  here  among  us. 

Channing  entered  Harvard  College  when 
but  fourteen  years  of  age.    Among  his  class- 
mates here  were  the  late  Judge  Story,  and 
Doctor  Tuckerman,  with  whom,  until  the  death 
of  that  most  amiable  man — a  period  of  forty- 
seven  years — he   lived  as  a  brother,  giving 
and  receiving  **  thoughts,  feelings,  reproofs, 
encouragements,  with  a  faithfulness  not  often 
surpassed."    He  had  been  through  the  cos^ 
tomary  range  of  study  in  the  Latin  anid  Greek 
authors  before  he  went  to  CambridgCo  and  for 
a  year  or  two  he  continued  to  exhibit,  a  predi- 
lection for  classical  studies,  but  before  the  end 
of  his  term  he  became  comparatively  indiifer- 
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to  moral  philosophy,  history,  and' general  lite- 
rature. His  views  of  life  were  serious,  his 
plans  determined,  and  his  studies  were  already 
made  to  bend  in  some  degree  to  his  prospec- 
tiTe  pursuits.  Yet  the  highest  honours  of 
his  class  were  awarded  to  him  when  he  grap 
duated,  in  1798. 

Soon  aAer  leving  Cambridge  Channing 
became  a  prirate  tutor  in  a  family  of  Virg^inia, 
and  went  to  reside  in  that  state.  His  health 
hitherto  had  been  remarkably  good,  but  now 
it  failed,  and  he  was  to  the  end  of  his  life 
an  invalid.  After  his  return  to  Newport  he 
pursued,  without  any  professor  or  teacher  to 
guide  him^  his  studies  in  theology.  When 
in  the  fulness  of  lis  years  and  fame  he  stood 
to  instruct  where  in  his  youth  he  had  been  a 
learner,  he  reminded  his  hearers  of  this  period 
in  his  life,  in  a  manner  equally  graphic  and 
beautiful :  ^'  I  had  tiiw  noble  places  of  study," 
be  said,  **  one  the  edifice  now  so  frequented 
and  useful  as  a  public  library,  then  so  deserted 
that  I  spent  day  after  day  and  sometimes  week 
after  week  amidst  its  dusty  volumes,  without 
interraption  from  a  single  visiter; ...  the  other, 
the  beach,  • . .  niy>  daily  resort,  dear  to  me  in 
the  sunshine,  still  more  attractive  in  the  storm. 
Seldom  do  I  visit  it  now  without  thinking  of  the 
work,  which  there,  in  the  sight  of  tliat  beauty, 
in  ike  sound  of  those  waves,  was  carried  on 
in  my  soul.  No  spot  on  earth  has  helped  to 
form  me  so  much  as  that  beach.  There  I  lifted 
up  my  voice  in  praise  amid  the  tempest.  There, 
softened  by  beauty,  I  poured  out  my  thanks- 
giying  and  contrite  confessions.  There,  in 
rererential  sympathy  with  the  mighty  power 
around  me,  I  became  conscious  of  power 
within.  There  struggling  thoughts  and  emo- 
tions broke  forth,  as  if  moved  to  utterance  by 
nature's  eloquence  of  the  winds  and  waves. 
llieTe  began  a  happiness  surpassing  all  worldly 
pleasures,  all  gifts  of  fortune :  the  happiness  of 
communing  with  the  works  of  God.*'  Here 
is  an  index  to  his  character.  A  mild,  con- 
t^nplative  enthusiast,  with  a  mind  imbued 
with  taste,  and  stored  with  the  best  learning, 
and  an  ardent  desire  that  he  might  be  useful, 
be  went  into  the  world,  proposing  to  himself 
as  his  mission  tlie  elevation  of  men  to  his  own 
kindness,  serenity,  and  dignity,  and  the  brings 
iog  of  them  into  the  same  converse  with  nature 
aodGod. 

Soon  after  he  began  to  preach  he  received 
tad  accepted  an  invitation  to  become  the  pas- 


tor of  the  church  in  Federal  street  in  Boston, 
and  was  ordained  on  the  first  of  June,  1803. 
The  congregation  worshipping  there  was  then 
small,  but  on  this  account  the  situation  was 
preferred  to  another  which  was  ofiered  to  him, 
for  the  slendemess  and  debility  of  his  frame 
would  not  allow  him  to  labour  much  as  a  pa- 
rochial minister.  His  countenance  was  beau- 
tiful, his  voice,  always  tremulous,  was  vari- 
ably musical,  and'  his  articulation  slow  and 
distinct.  His  manner  altogether  was  natural, 
persuasive,  and  earnest.  He  immediately  be- 
came popular,  and  the  increase  of  his  society 
soon  rendered  necessary  the  erection  of  a  new 
and  larger  place  of  worship.  A  visit  to  Eu- 
rope much  improved  his  health,  and  filled  his 
mind  and  heart  with  new  purposes.  He  re- 
tained his  connection  with  the  society  until 
his  death,  though  in  1824  a  colleague  was 
associated  with  him,  and  in  1840  he  was  re- 
lieved from  the  obligation  of  performing  any 
public  duties. 

Doctor  Channing's  earliest  publications 
were  on  controversial  theology.  His  sermon 
on  the  Unitarian  Belief,  preached  at  the  ordi- 
nation of  the  Reverend  Jared  Sparks,  in  Balti- 
more, in  1819,  is  perhaps  the  most  ingenious 
and  polished  of  his  dogmatical  essays.  It 
excited  an  extraordinary  degree  of  attention, 
and  several  of  the  ablest  Trinitarian  writers  in 
the  country  replied  to  it.  In  1820  he  printed 
in  the  Christian  Disciple  a  paper  on  the  same 
subject,  entitled  The  Moral  Argument  against 
Calvinism.  But  though  he  continued  to  feel 
a  deep  interest  in  this  and  other  religious  con- 
troversies, they  could  not  have  been  congenial 
to  one  who  was  so  sensitively  alive  to  the 
beautiful ;  and  notwithstanding  the  reputation 
he  acquired  by  these  writings,  he  was  by  no 
means  fitted  by  his  intellectual  constitution  for 
a  pursuit  of  which  the  main  element  is  logic. 

He  was  brought  more  directly  into  notice 
as  a  literary  man  by  his  essay  on  National 
Literature,  published  in  1823,  and  his  Re- 
marks on  the  Character  and  Writings  of  John 
Milton,  which  appeared  in  the  Christian  Ex- 
aminer for  1826.  This  article  was  written 
very  hastily,  and  somewhat  unwillingly,  to 
oblige  a  friend  who  felt  an  interest  in  the  sale 
of  an  edition  of  Milton's  Treatise  on  Christian 
Doctrine,  then  just  published  in  Boston.  On 
reading  it  in  print  he  concluded  not  to  avow 
himself  its  author,  which  he  might  well  do, 
for  however  creditable  it  would  have  been  to 
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a  writer  of  inferior  powers,  it  was  below  the 
level  of  his  own,  and  had  in  it  very  little  that 
was  original  or  distinctive.    It  was  supposed 
by  his  more  judicious  friends,  who  were  not 
in  the  secret,  to  be  an  imitation  of  his  style,  by 
some  clever  young  man  of  the  university,  and 
one,  who  has  since  become  eminent  as  a  cler- 
gyman, being  accused  of  it,  thought  it  worth 
while  to  advise  Dr.  Channing  of  his  inno- 
cence, as  he  considered  the  essay  a  poor  one. 
The  surprise  of  the  author  at  the  reputation  to 
which  it  attained  was  never  concealed.    It  is 
but  justice  to  him  to  state  that  his  own  esti- 
mate of  it  was  perfectly  proper.    The  Edin- 
burgh reviewer's  criticism  of  it  was  perhaps 
just,  though  it  was  not  fair  to  judge  of  the  me- 
rits of  an  author  by  one  of  his  poorest  works. 
His  Remarks  on  the  Life  and  Character  of 
Napoleon  Bonaparte  have  not  been  assigned 
their  proper  rank  among  his  writings.    This 
article  is  more  able  than  that  on  Milton ;  un- 
doubtedly it  was  written  with  care,  and  con- 
tained his  deliberately-formed  opinions;  but 
much  of  its  celebrity  was  owing  to  adventi- 
tious circumstances,  by  which  it  cannot  be 
sustained.     Its  merits  are  in  its  generalities: 
it  has  none  as  a  delineation  of  the  character 
of  that  great  man,  whose  name,  given  to  the 
winds  at  Toulon,  became  an  undying  sound. 
In  the  period  of  his  captivity,  men  held  their 
breath  at  the  stupendous  crime,  but  when  he 
died,  one  universal  hiss  from  all  the  quarters  of 
the  globe  poured  upon  England,  so  that  every 
cheek  was  flushed  in  the  scorching  breath  of 
human  indignation.     An  attack  upon  the  vic- 
tim was  a  cosmetic  for  the  festering  faces  of 
tlie  criminals,  all  the  better  for  being  import- 
ed from  a  nation  that  was  deemed  less  friendly 
to  Britain  than  to  France.    This  state  of  feel- 
ing was  the  secret  of  the  temporary  success 
of  Scott's  libel  on  Bonaparte,  and  it  occa- 
sioned the  republication  of  Channing's  essay 
in  every  conceivable  form.    The  republican 
is  a  candid  judge,  it  was  said,  and  if   his 
portraiture  is  correct,  it  was  right  to  violate 
every  law  to  rid  the  world  of  such  a  monster. 
This  is  Doctor  Channing's  position ;  he  as- 
sumes that  Napoleon  was  resolved  to  make 
the  earth  a  slaughter-house,  and  to  crush  every 
will  adverse  to  his  own,  and  denies  that  against 
such  a  person  mankind  should  proceed  by  writ- 
ten laws  and  precedents.    This  is  a  doctrine 
which  sanctions  almost  every  mob  and  mas- 
sacre since  the  conspiracy  against  Christ,  for 


it  makes  men  in  all  c _.  ^     &^^  o^  ^e 

necessity  and  justice  of  their  own  actions.  It 
is  one  of  the  instances  in  which  passion  ob- 
tained a  mastery  over  his  usually  serene  under- 
standing. He  was  too  sagacious  a  man  not 
to  know  that  obedience  is  the  firat  condition 
of  freedom ;  that  it  is  better  for  a  nation  to 
suffer  any  thing  than  to  do  injustice;  that  there 
can  be  no  true  liberty  where  the  authority  of 
the  law,  whether  it  be  right  or  wrong,  while 
it  exists,  is  not  superior  to  every  other  pos- 
sible obligation,  contingency,  or  conviction, 
except,  were  such  a  thing  to  be  looked  for, 
the  direct  and  audible  interfering  voice  of  God. 
The  essay  is  full  of  misrepresentation  and  in- 
vective^ and  we  are  con&^|;Dtly  reminded  in 
reading  it  that  the  author  was  labouring  to 
make  out  a  case  for  which  he  was  sensible 
that  he  had  inadequate  materials. 

In  1829  Doctor  Chanu^ng  published  in  the 
Christian  Examiner  his  Remarks  on  the  Cha- 
racter and  Writings  of  Fenelon ;  a  paper  in 
which  are  developed  with  much  ability  some 
of  his  ethical  views,  particularly  in  reference 
to  the  dignity  of  human  nature. 

There  is  a  perceptible  and  steady  increase 
of  strength  and  beauty  in  Doctor  Channing's 
writings,  and  they  are  more  profound,  origi- 
nal, and  characteristic,  the  more  he  gave  him- 
self up  to  his  true  mission,  which  was,  ncH  so 
much  to  dispute  about  systems  of  faith,  as  to 
bring  acts,  customs,  and  institutions  to  the 
standard  of  Christian  morality,  and  in  the  spi- 
rit of  a  genuine  philanthropy  to  advocate  the 
cause  of  peace,  gentleness,  and  righteousness. 
Of  peace  he  was  an  early  and  persevering 
friend:  in  1816  he  published  his  first  dis- 
course on  the  subject;  when  there  was  danger 
of  a  rupture  with  France,  in  1835,  he  again 
raised  his  voice  in  remonstrance;  and  in  1839, 
when  there  was  a  prospect  of  a  conflict  with 
Great  Britain,  in  a  lecture  before  the  Ameri- 
can Peace  Society,  he  brought  out  fresh  proofs 
of  the  insensibility  of  the  mass  of  the  com- 
munity to  the  crimes  and  miseries  of  war,  and 
the  general  want  of  Christian  and  philanthro- 
pic views  in  regard  to  this  barbarous  umpirage 
of  right.  He  discussed  the  subject  in  all  its 
bearings,  with  a  faithfulness,  earnestness,  and 
power  of  illustration,  which  showed  a  warm 
personal  sympathy  and  thorough  acquaintance 
with  it ;  and  the  extent  to  which  his  writings 
were  read  and  remarked  upon  proved  that  they 
struck  a  responsive  chord  in  the  national  heart 
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He  was  ak^ .jterested  in  the  plans  for 

the  suppression  of  intemperance,  and  disclosed 
the  depths  of  its  causes  and  the  essential  re- 
medies which  it  demanded  in  a  discourse 
which  indicates  a  deep  thoughtfulness  up- 
on ouT*8ocial  relations  and  necessities,  and 
a  trae  apprehension  of  the  general  capacity 
for  a  higher  range  of  duties  and  enjoyments. 
This  was  preliminary  to,  and  should  be  con- 
sidered with  his  two  noblest  productions, — 
those  which  bespeak  most  truly  the  nature  of 
his  ambition,  and  are  likely,  from  the  sagacity 
and  rational  views  they  display,  and  their  rare 
adaptation  to  raise  the  mass  of  men  from  the 
degradation  of  mind  and  heart  in  which  they 
are  sunk,  to  be  iibngest  remembered.  These 
are  the  Address  on  Self-Culture,  delivered  in 
Boston  in  the  fall  of  1838  as  an  introduction 
to  a  course  of  lectures  attended  chiefly  by  me- 
ehanics,  and  the  l^tures  on  the  Elevation  of 
the  Labouring  Portion  of  the  Community,  de- 
livered before  an  Apprentices*  Library  Associa- 
tion in  that  city  in  the  winter  of  1840.  They 
are  built  upon  the  principles  of  the  absolute 
essential  equality  of  all  men,  and  of  the  dignity 
of  human  nature,  which  makes  all  assumption 
of  superiority  on  account  of  outward  privileges 
a  violation  of  the  divine  purposes*  as  well  as 
an  infringrement  of  the  fundamental  law  of  o'ur 
social  organization.  He  was  far  from  con- 
tending that  the  mass  are  competent  to  form 
just  estimates  of  the  great  mattere  which  have 
relation  to  their  moral  and  material  interests, 
without  previous  initiation  and  discipline ;  but 
demanded  of  society  the  encouragement  to 
unfold  and  exercise,  and  of  every  individual 
the  development  and  use,  of  the  highest  ca- 
pacities. He  claimed  mutual  respect,  accord- 
ing to  virtue,  intelligence,  and  genius,  without 
regard  to  any  factitious  distinctions  of  birth, 
wealth,  or  position.  But  however  radical  were 
his  views  on  this  subject,  he  was  no  leveller 
in  the  common  acceptation  of  the  term ;  he 
would  take  nothing  from  the  high  but  their 
pride,  reserve,  and  contempt,  and  nothing  from 
the  low  but  their  envy,  hatred,  and  jealousy. 
He  would  not  elevate  the  labourer  above  his 
occupation,  but  in  it ;  he  would  dig^nify  the 
most  humble  pursuits,  that  are  necessary  to 
human  happiness,  and  persuade  their  followers 
that  if  they  bad  the  will  and  the  energy,  there 
was  nothing  to  prevent  their  elevation  to  the 
highest  range  of  cultivation  and  enjoyment. 
Doctor  C  banning  was  never  a  member  of 


any  of  the  anti-slavery  societies,  and  is  said  to 
have  doubted  the  wisdom  of  such  associations ; 
but  he  was  unhesitating  and  uncompromising 
in  his  opposition  to  slavery,  and  his  tracts  on 
the  Annexation  of  Texas  and  the  Duties  of  the 
Free  States,  and  othero  of  a  similar  purpose  and 
spirit,  with  the  book  on  Slavery  which  he  pub- 
lished in  1841,  had  a  more  powerful  influence 
on  the  question  than  any  other  writings  that 
have  been  published  in  this  country.  The 
last  public  act  of  his  life  was  an  address  de- 
livered at  Lenox  in  Massachusetts  on  the  firat 
of  August,  1842,  in  commemoration  of  Eman- 
cipation in  the  British  West  Indies. 

Doctor  Channing's  discourees  on  The  Evi- 
dences of  Revealed  Religion,  embracing  a  phi- 
losophical and  perspicuous  statement  of  the 
true  principles  upon  which  our  belief  in  hu- 
man testimony  is  regulated,  are  the  most  cre- 
ditable of  his  writings  of  this  description. 
Some  of  his  sermons  inculcating  the  practical 
duties  of  religion  are  of  the  firat  order  of  ex- 
cellence. He  had  neither  the  learning  noi 
the  metaphysical  power  to  be  a  great  theolo- 
gian. In  one  volume  he  claims  for  reason 
supremacy,  and  appeals  to  it  as  the  last  um- 
pire ;  and  in  another  derides  the  results  of  the 
most  rigid  induction  as  opposed  to  his  own 
consciousness.  Consciousness  was  the  law 
of  his  belief.  Logic  was  resorted  to,  reluct- 
antly, for  its  defence :  never  for  its  formation. 
Let  no  one  suppose  "that  this  excellence  in 
''practical  preaching"  is  to  be  lightly  esteemed 
even  in  comparison  with  the  far  higher  Intel- 
'  lectual  force  of  such  men  as  Edwards.  The 
theory  of  beauty  whieh  Edwards  taught,  Chan- 
ning  underatood  and  appreciated,  and  the  pure 
and  ardent  benevolence  which  it  inculcated 
he  practised.  Whether  his  abstract  notions 
were  right  or  wrong,  he  really  loved  virtue 
"  for  its  own  beauty  and  sweetness,"  and  wa« 
eminently  successful  in  implanting  a  love  oi 
it  in  othere.  His  mind,  without  being  of  the 
firat,  was  of  a  very  high  order,  his  taste  wat 
elegant,  but  not  faultless,  and  he  is  justly  ad- 
mired for  his  honesty  and  heroism.  His  works 
will  undoubtedly  fail  to  sustain  his  reputatiox 
as  a  thinker  and  man  of  lettere. 

Dr.  Channing  passed  the  last  few  yeare  o: 
his  life  in  much  privacy,  at  Boston  in  thi 
winter  and  at  Newport  in  the  summer.  He  wai 
seized  with  a  typhus  fever,  while  travelling 
at  Bennington,  Vermont,wherehedied,onth( 
second  of  October,  1843. 
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POETRY. 

oil  rnx  wBmiKM  aw  milton. 


Wi  believe  that  poetry,  far  from  injuring  society, 
one  of  the  great  instruments  of  its  refinement 
id  exaltation.  It  lifts  the  mind  above  onlinary 
e,  gives  it  a  respite  from  depressing  cares,  and 
vakens  the  consciousness  of  its  affinity  with  what 
pure  and  noble.  In  its  legitimate  and  highest 
forts,  it  has  the  same  tendency  and  aim  with 
hristianity ;  that  is,  to  spiritualize  our  nature, 
rue,  poetry  has  been  made  the  instrument  of 
ce,  the  pander  of  bad  passions ;  but,  when  genius 
us  stoops,  it  dims  its  fires  and  parts  with  much 

its  power ;  and,  even  when  poetry  is  enslaved 

licentiousness  or  misanthropy,  she  cannot 
holly  forget  her  true  vocation.  Strains  of  pure 
eling,  touches  of  tenderness,  images  of  innocent 
ippiness,  sympathies  with  suffering  virtue,  bursts 

scorn  or  indignation  at  the  hollow  nrss  of  the 
orld,  passages  true  to  our  mordi  nature,  often 
cape  in  an  immoral  work,  and  show  us  how 
ird  it  is  for  a  gifted  spirit  to  divorce  itself  wholly 
)m  what  is  good.  Poetry  has  a  natural  alliance 
ith  our  best  affections.  It  delights  in  the  beauty 
td  sublimity  of  the  outward  creation  and  of  the 
ul.  It  indeed  portrays,  with  terrible  energy,  the 
:cc89es  of  the  passions;  but  they  arc  pa.a^ions 
hich  show  a  mighty  nature,  which  are  full  of 
>wer,  which  command  awe,  and  cxcilc  a  deep 
ough  shuddering  sympathy.  Its  great  tendency 
id  purpose  is  to  carry  the  mind  beyond  and  above 
e  beaten,  dusty,  weary  walks  of  ordinary  life ;  to 
\  it  into  a  purer  element ;  and  to  breathe  into  it 
ore  profound  and  generous  emotion.     It  reveals 

us  the  loveliness  of  nature,  brings  back  the 
?shne8s  of  early  feeling,  revives  the  relish  of  sim- 
B  pleasures,  keeps  unquenched  the  enthusiasm 
hieh  warmed  the  spring-time  of  our  being,  refines 
>uthful  love,  strengthens  our  interest  in  human 
ilure  by  vivid  delineations  of  its  tenderest  and 
f>iest  feelings,  threads  our  sympathies  over  all 
isses  of  society,  knits  us  by  new  ties  with  uni- 
rsal  being,  and,  through  the  brightness  of  its 
ophetic  visions,  helps  faith  to  lay  hold  on  the 
ture  life. 

We  arc  aware  that  it  is  objected  to  poetry,  that 
gives  wrong  views  and  excites  false  expectations 

life,  peoples  the  mind  with  shadows  and  illu- 
)n^s,  and  builds  up  imagination  on  the  ruins  of 
isdom.  That  there  is  a  wistlom  against  which 
►etry  wars,  t'le  wisdom  of  the  senses,  which 
akes  physical  comfort  and  gratification  the  su- 
eme  good,  and  wealth  the  chief  interest  of  life, 
B  do  not  deny  ;  nor  do  we  dccsi  it  the  least  scr- 
ee which  poetry  renders  to  mankind,  that  it  re- 
ems  them  from  the  thraldom  of  this  earthborn 
udence.  But,  passing  over  this  topic,  we  would 
►serve,  that  the  complaint  against  poetry,  as 
»ounding  in  illusion  and  deception,  is  in  the 
ain  groundless.     In  many  poems  there  is  more 

truth  than  in  many  histories  and  philosophic 
corics.  I'he  fictions  of  genius  are  often  the 
hides  of  the  sublimest  verities,  and  ita  flashes 
ten  open  new  regions  of  thought,  and  throw  new 


light  on  the  mysteries  of  our  being.    In  poetry, 
when  the  letter  is  falsehood,  the  spirit  is  often  pro- 
foundest  wisdom.    And,  if  truth  thus  dwells  in 
the  boldest  fictions  of  the  poet,  much  more  may  it 
be  expected  in  his  delineations  of  life ;  for  the  pre- 
sent life,  which  is  the  first  stage  of  the  immortal 
mind,  abounds  in  the  materials  of  poetry,  and  it  is 
the  high  office  of  the  bard  to  detect  this  divine 
clement  among  the  grosser  labours  and  pleasures 
of  our   earthly  being.     The   present  life  is  not 
wholly  prosaic,  precise,  tame,  and  finite.     To  the 
gifled  eye  it  abounds  in  the  poetic.     The  affections 
which  spread  beyond  ourselves  and  stretch  far  into 
futurity ;  the  workings  of  mighty  passions,  which 
seem  to  arm  the  soul  with  an  almost  superhuman 
energy ;  the  innocent  and  irrepressible  joy  of  in- 
fancy ;  the  bloom,  and   buoyancy,  and  dazzling 
hopes  of  youth ;  the  throbbings  of  the  heart,  when 
it  first  wakes  to  love  and  droains  of  a  happiness 
too  vast  for  earth ;  woman,  with  her  beauty,  and 
grace,  and  gentleness,  and  fulness  of  feeling,  and 
depth  of  affection,  and  blushes  of  purity,  and  the 
tones  and  looks  which  only  a  mother's  heart  can 
inspire ; — these  are  all  poeti^.     It  is  not  true  that 
the  poet  paints  a  life  which  does  not  exist.     He 
only  extracts  and  concentrates  as  it  were  life's 
ethereal  essence,  arrests  and  condenses  its  volatile 
fragrance,  brings  together  its  scattered  beautica, 
and  prolonfi:s  its  more  refined  but  evanescent  joys. 
And  in  this  he  does  well ;  for  it  is  good  to  foci 
that  life  is  not  wholly  usurped  by  ^arcs  for  subsist- 
ence  and    physical   gratifications,  but  admits,  in 
measures  which  may  l>e  indefinitely  enlarged,  sen- 
timents and  dclicfhts  worthy  of  a  higher  Ijcmg. 
Tliis  power  of  j)ootry  to  refine  our  views  of  life 
and  happiness,  is  more  and  more  needed  as  society 
advances.     It  is  needed  to  withstand  the  encroach- 
ments of  heartless  and  artificial  manners,  wliich 
make  civilization  so  tame  and  uninteresting.     It  b 
needed  to  counteract  the  tendency  of  physical  sci- 
ence, which,  Innng  now  sought,  not,  as  formerly, 
for  intellectual  gratification,  but  for  multiplying 
bodily  comforts,  requires  a  new  development  of 
imagination,  taste,  and  poetry,  to  preserve  men 
from  sinking  into  an  earthly,  material,  Epicurean 
life. 


DANCING. 

FROM  AN  ADDRESS  Otf  TESffrEBARCK 


Dancing  is  an  amusement  which  has  been  dia- 
couraged  in  our  country  by  many  of  the  best  peo- 
ple, and  not  without  reason.  Dancing  is  as<9ociated 
in  their  minds  with  balls ;  and  this  is  one  of  the 
worst  forms  of  social  pleasure.  The  time  con- 
sumed in  preparation  for  a  ball,  the  waste  of 
thought  upon  it,  the  extravagance  of  dre»i,  the 
late  hours,  the  e  jchaustion  of  strength,  tlie  cxp>osure 
of  health,  and  the  languor  of  the  succeeding  day, — 
these  and  other  evils  connected  with  this  amuse- 
ment are  strong  reasons  for  banishing  it  from  the 
community.  But  dancing  ought  not  therefore  to 
be  proscribed.  On  the  contrary,  balls  ahould  be 
discouraged  for  this  among  other  reasons,  that 
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ancing,  instead  of  being  a  rare  pleasure,  requiring 
slaborate  preparation,  may  become  an  everyday 
jQuaement,  and  may  mix  with  our  common  intcr- 
ourae.  This  exercise  is  among  the  most  health- 
aL  The  body  as  well  as  the  mind  feels  its  glad- 
leaing  influence.  No  amusement  seems  more  to 
lave  a  foundation  in  our  nature.  The  animation 
of  youth  overflows  spontaneously  in  harmonious 
movements.  The  true  idea  of  dancing  entitles  it 
to  favour.  Its  end  is  to  realize  perfect  grace  in 
motion ;  and  who  does  not  know  that  a  sense  of 
the  graceful  is  one  of  the  higher  faculties  of  our 
nature  1  It  is  to  be  desired,  that  dancing  should 
become  too  common  among  us  to  be  made  the 
object  of  special  preparation  as  in  the  ball ;  that 
members  of  the  same  family,  when  confined  by 
uniavourable  weather,  should  recur  to  it  for  exer- 
ci:$e  and  exhilara|^;  that  branches  of  the  same 
family  should  enliven  in  this  way  their  occasional 
meetings ;  that  it  should  fill  up  an  hour  in  all  the 
as!«embluges  for  relaxation,  in  which  the  young 
form  a  part  It  is  to  be  desired  that  this  accom- 
plishment should  b^extended  to  the  labouring 
classes  of  society,  not  only  as  an  innocent  pleasure, 
but  as  a  means  of  improving  the  manners.  Why 
shall  not  gracefulness  be  spread  through  the  whole 
community  ?  From  the  French  nation  we  learn 
that  a  degree  of  grace  and  refinement  of  manners 
may  pervade  all  clafises.  The  philanthropist  and 
Christian  must  desire  to  break  down  the  partition 
walls  between  human  beings  in  different  condi- 
tions; and  one  means  of  doing  this  is,  to  remove 
the  conscious  awkwardness  which  confinement  to 
laborious  occupations  is  apt  to  induce.  An  ac- 
complishment, giving  free  and  graceful  movement, 
though  a  far  weaker  bond  than  intellectual  or 
moral  culture,  still  does  something  to  bring  those 
jnrho  partake  it,  near  each  other. 


THE  THEATRE. 

FBOBf  THK  SAME. 


Ijr  it*  present  state,  the  theatre  deserves  no  en- 
couragement. R  is  an  accumulation  of  immoral 
influences.  It  his  nourished  intemperance  and 
all  vice.  In  saying  this,  I  do  not  say  that  the 
amusement  is  radically,  essentially  evil.  I  can 
conceive  of  a  theatre  whi^h  would  be  the  noblest 
of  all  amusements,  and  would  take  a  high  rank 
among  the  means  of  refining  the  taste  and  elevat- 
ing the  character  of  a  people.  The  deep  woes, 
the  mighty  and  terrible  passions,  and  the  sublime 
emotions  of  genuine  tragedy,  are  fitted  to  thrill  us 
with  human  sympathies,  with  profound  interest  in 
our  nature,  with  a  consciousncjss  of  what  man  can 
do  and  dare  and  suffer,  with  an  awed  feeling  of 
the  (earful  mysteries  of  life.  The  soul  of  the  spec- 
tator is  stirred  from  its  depths ;  and  the  lethargy 
in  which  so  many  live  is  roused,  at  lea.^t  for  a 
time,  to  some  intenseness  of  thought  and  scnsi. 
btlity.  The  drama  answers  a  high  purpose,  when 
it  places  us  in  the  presence  of  the  most  solemn 
and  striking  events  of  human  history,  and  lays 


bare  to  us  the  human  heart  in  its  most  jmwcrful 
appalling,  glorious  workings.  But  how  little  doe 
the  theatre  accomplish  its  end  ?  How  often  is  i 
disgraced  by  monstrous  distortions  of  human  na 
ture,  and  still  more  disgraced  by  profanenes£ 
coarseness,  indelicacy,  low  wit,  such  as  no  woman 
wortliy  of  the  name,  can  hear  without  a  blush,  am 
no  man  can  take  pleasure  in  without  self-dcgra 
dation.  Is  it  possible  that  a  Christian  and  a  re 
fined  people  can  resort  to  theatres,  where  exhibi 
tions  of  dancing  are  given  fit  only  for  brotheh 
and  where  the  most  licentious  class  in  the  commu 
nity  throng  unconcealed  to  tempt  and  destroy 
That  the  theatre  should  bo  suffered  to  exist  in  it 
present  degradation  is  a  reproach  to  the  commu 
nity.  Were  it  to  fall, abetter  drama  might  spriuj 
up  in  its  place.  In  the  mean  time,  is  there  no 
an  amusement,  having  an  aflinity  with  the  drams 
which  might  be  usefully  introduced  among  us 
I  mean  Recitation.  A  work  of  genius,  recited  b; 
a  man  of  fine  taste,  enthuaiasm,  and  ^wers  c 
elocution,  is  a  very  pure  and  high  gratificatior 
Were  this  art  cultivated  and  encouraged,  grea 
numbers,  now  insensible  to  the  most  beautifu 
compositions,  might  be  waked  up  to  their  excel 
lence  and  power.  It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  of 
more  effectual  way  of  spreading  a  refined  tast 
through  a  community.  The  drama  undoubtedl; 
appeals  more  strongly  to  the  passions  than  recita 
tion ;  but  the  latter  brings  out  the  meaning  of  th 
author  more.  Shakspcare,  worthily  recited,  woul 
l)e  better  understood  th^i  on  the  stage.  Then,  ii 
recitation,  we  escape  the  weariness  of  listening  t 
poor  performers,  who,  after  all,  fill  up  most  of  th 
time  at  the  theatre.  Recitation,  sufBciently  variec 
so  as  to  include  pieces  of  chaste  wit,  as  well  as  c 
pathos,  beauty,  and  sublimity,  is  adapted  to  ou 
present  intellectual  progress,  as  much  as  the  dram 
falls  below  it  Should  this  exhibition  be  intrc 
duced  among  us  successfully,  the  result  would  be 
that  the  power  of  recitation  would  be  extensive! 
called  forth,  and  this  would  be  added  to  our  socis 
and  domestic  pleasures. 


RELIGION  AND  PLEASURE. 


FBOM  THK  SAMS. 


To  some,  perhaps  to  many,  religion  and  amuse 
ment  seem  mutually  hostile,  and  he  who  plead 
for  the  one  may  fall  under  suspicion  of  unfaithfu! 
npss  to  the  other.  But  to  fight  against  our  natui 
is  not  to  serve  t]^  cause  of  piety  or  sound  moral 
God,  who  gave  us  our  nature,  who  has  constitute 
body  and  mind  incapable  of  continued  effort,  wh 
has  implanted  a  strong  desire  for  recreation  aflc 
labour,  who  has  made  us  for  smiles  much  moi 
than  for  tears,  who  has  made  laughter  the  moi 
contagious  of  all  sounds,  whose  Son  hallowed 
marriage-feast  by  his  presence  and  sympathy,  wh 
has  sent  the  child  fresh  from  his  creating  hand  t 
develope  its  nature  by  active  sports,  and  who  ha 
endowed  both  young  and  old  with  a  keen  suscept 
bility  of  enjoyment  from  wit  and  humour, — H 


14 


WILLIAM   ELLERY   CHANNING. 


bo  has  thus  fonned  us,  cannot  have  intended  us 
r  a  dull,  monotonous  life,  and  cannot  frown  on 
easurcs  which  solace  our  fiitigue  and  refresh  our 
irits  for  coming  toils.  It  is  not  only  possible  to 
concile  amusement  with  duty,  but  to  make  it  the 
Bans  of  more  animated  exertion,  more  fiuthful 
tachments,  more  grateful  piety.  True  religion 
at  once  authoritaUve  and  benign.  It  calls  us  to 
ifer,  to  die,.rather  than  to  swerve  a  hair's  breadth 
>m  what  God  enjoins  as  right  and  good ;  but  it 
iches  us  that  it  is  right  and  good,  in  ordinary 
-cumstanoiB,  to  unite  relaxation  with  toil,  to  ac* 
pt  God's  gifts  with  cheerfulness,  and  to  lighten 
e  hq^rt,  in  the  intervals  of  exertion,  by  social 
easures.  A  religion  giving  dark  views  of  God, 
id  infusing  superstitious  fear  of  innocent  enjoy- 
snt,  instead  of  aiding  sober  habits,  will,  by  mak- 
g  men  abject  and  sad,  impair  their  moral  force, 
d  prepare  them  for  intemperance  as  a  Jrefuge 
>m  depression  or  despair. 


THE  SENSE  OF  BEAUTY. 

WnH  SKLP-CITLTUBK. 


Bkautt  is  an  all-pervading  presence.  .  It  un- 
Ids  in  the  numberless  flowers  of  the  spring.  It 
ives  in  the  branches  of  the  trees  and  the  green 
kdes  of  grass.  It  haunts  the  depths  of  the  earth 
d  sea,  and  gleams  out  in  the  hues  of  the  shell 
d  the  precious  stone.  And  not  only  these  mi- 
ite  objects,  but  the  ocean,  the  mountains,  the 
>uds,  the  heavens,  the  stars,  the  rising  and  set^ 
Lg  sun,  all  overflow  with  beauty.  The  universe 
its  temple ;  and  those  men  who  are  alive  to  it, 
nnot  lift  their  eyes  without  feeling  themselves 
compassed  wiUi  it  on  every  side.  Now  this 
auty  is  so  precious,  the  enjoyments  it  gives  are 
refined  and  pure,  so  congenial  with  our  tender- 
t  and  noble  feelings,  and  so  akin  to  worship, 
Eit  it  is  painful  to  think  of  the  multitude  of  men 
living  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  living  almost  as 
nd  to  it  as  if,  instead  of  this  fair  earth  and  glo- 
bus sky,  they  were  .tenants  of  a  dungeon.  An 
Suite  joy  is  lost  to  the  world  by  the  want  of  cul- 
re  of  this  spiritual  endowment  Suppose  that  I 
ire  to  visit  a  cottage,  and  to  see  its  walls  lined 
th  the  choicest  pictures  of  Raphael,  and  every 
ire  nook  filled  with  statues  of  the  most  exquisite 
>rkmanship,  and  that  I  were  to  learn  that  neither 
m,  woman,  nor  child  ever  cast  an  eye  at  these 
racles  of  art,  how  should  I  feel  their  privation ; 
w  should  I  want  to  open  their  i^yes^  and  to  help 
sm  to  comprehend  and  feel  the  loveliness  and 
mdeur  which  in  vain  courted  their  notice !  But 
ery  husbandman  is  living  in  sight  of  the  works 
a  diviner  Artist ;  and  how  much  would  his  ex- 
ence  be  elevated,  could  he  see  the  glory  which 
ines  forth  in  their  forms,  hues,  proportions,  and 
)ral  expression!  I  have  spoken  only  of  the 
auty  of  nature,  but  how  much  of  this  mysterious 
arm  is  found  in  the  elegant  arts,  and  especially 
literature  1  The  best  books  have  most  beauty, 
le  greatest  truths  are  wrouged  if  not  linked  with 


beauty,  and  they  win  their  way  most  surely  and 
deeply  into  the  soul  when  arrayed  in  this  their 
natural  and  fit  attire.  Now  no  man  receives  the 
true  culture  of  a  man,  in  whom  the  sensibility  to 
the  beautiful  is  not  cherished ;  and  I  know  of  no 
condition  in  life  firom  which  it  should  be  excluded. 
Of  all  luxuries  this  is  the  cheapest  and  most  a^ 
hand ;  and  it  seems  to  me  to  be  most  important 
to  those  conditions,  where  coarse  labour  tends  to 
give  a  grossness  to  the  mind.  From  the  difiuslon 
of  the  sense  of  beauty  in  ancient  Greece,  and  of 
the  taste  for  music  in  modem  Germany,  we  learn 
that  the  people  at  large  may  partake  of  refined 
gratifications,  which  have  hitherto  been  thought 
to  be  necessarily  restricted  to  a  few. 


BOOKS. 

ntOM  TITX  SAMS. 


It  is  chiefly  through  books  that  we  enjoy  inter- 
course with  superior  minds,)^d  these  invaluaUe 
means  of  communication  are  in  the  reach  of  alL 
In  the  best  books  great  men  talk  to  us,  give  us 
their  most  precious  thoughts,  and  pour  their  souls 
into  ours.  God  be  thanked  for  books.  They  are 
the  voices  of  the  distant  and  the  dead,  and  make 
us  heirs  of  the  spixitual  life  of  pa3t  ages.  Books 
are  the  true  levellers.  They  give  to  all,  who  will 
faithfully  use  them,  the  society,  the  spiritual  pre- 
sence of  the  best  and  greatest  of  our  race.  No 
matter  how  poor  I  am.  No  matter  though  the 
prosperous  of  my  own  time  will  not  enter  my  ob- 
scure dwelling.  If  the  Sacred  Writers  will  enter 
and  take  up  their  abode  under  my  roof,  if  Milton 
will  cross  my  threshold  to  sing  to  me  of  Paradise, 
and  Shakspeare  to  open  to  mc  the  worlds  of  ima- 
gination «nd  the  workings  of  the  human  heart, 
and  Franklin  to  enrich  me  with  his  practical  wis- 
dom, I  shall  not  pine  for  want  of  intellectual  com- 
panionship, and  I  may  become  a  cultivated  man 
though  excluded  from  what  is  called  the  best  so- 
ciety in  the  place  w^here  I  live. 


THE  BOOK  OF  BOOKS. 

FKOM  THE  MIMBTBT    FOR   THX  POOB. 


Tns  poor  might  enjoy  the  most  important  ad- 
vantages of  the  rich,  had  they  the  moral  and  reli- 
gious cultivation  consistent  with  their  lot.  Books 
find  their  way  into  every  house,  however  mean ; 
and  especially  that  book  which  contains  more  nu- 
triment for  the  intellect,  imagination,  and  heart, 
than  all  others;  I  mean,  of  course,  the  Bible. 
And  I  am  confident  that  among  the  poor  are  those 
who  find  in  that  one  book  more  enjoyment,  more 
awakening  truth,  more  lofty  and  beautiful  imagery, 
more  culture  to  the  whole  soul,  than  thousands  of 
the  educated  find  in  their  general  studies,  and 
vastly  more  than  millions  among  the  rich  finci  in 
that  superficial,  transitory  literature  which  con- 
sumes all  their  reading  hours. 
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SPIRITUAL  FREEDOM. 

raOM  A  SBOOUBSX  rSXACHKD  AT  THB  AlfXUAL  BJBCTIOII  Of 

1830. 
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I  HAT  be  asked  what  I  mean  by  **  inward  spi- 
ritual fir^sdom  !"  The  common  and  true  answer 
is,  that  it  is  fircedom  from  sin.  I  apprehend,  how- 
ever, that  to  many,  if  not  to  most,  these  words  are 
^too  vague  to  convey  a  full  and  deep  sense  of  the 
greatness  of  the  blessing.  Let  me  then  offer  a 
brief  explanation ;  and  the  most  important  remark 
in  illustrating  this  freedom  is,  that  it  is  not  a  nega- 
tive state,  not  the  mere  absence  of  sin ;  for  such  a 
freedom  may  be  ascribed  to  inferior  animals,  or  to 
children  liefore  becoming  moral  agents.  Spiritual 
fi^eedom  is  the  attribute  of  a  mind  in  which  reason 
and  conscience  have  begun  to  act,  and  which  is 
free  through  its  own  energy,  through  fidelity  to 
the  truth,  through  resistance  of  temptation.  I 
cannot  therefore  ^tter  give  my  views  of  spiritual 
freedom  than  by  saying,  that  it  Lb  moral  energy, 
br  force  of  holy  purpose,  put  forth  against  the 
senses,  against  t^  passions,  against  the  world,  and 
th^s  liberating  the  intellect,  conscience,  and  will, 
so  that  they  may^^t  with  strength  and  unfold 
themselves  for  ever.  The  essence  of  spiritual  free- 
dom is  power.  A  man  liberated  from  sensual 
lusts  by  paUy,  would  not  therefore  be  inwardly 
free.  He  only  is  free  who,  tlirough  self-conflict 
and  moral  resolution,  sustained  by  trust  in  God, 
subdues  the  passions  which  have  debased  him, 
and,  escaping  the  thraldom  of  low  objects,  binds 
himself  to  pure  and  lofty  ones.  That  mind  alone 
is  frt3e,  which,  looking  to  God  as  the  inspirer  and 
rewarder  of  virtue,  adopts  his  law,  written  on  the 
heart  and  in  his  word,  as  its  supreme  rule,  and 
which,  in  obedience  to  this,  governs  itself,  reveres 
itself,  exerts  faithfully  its  best  powers,  and  unfolds 
itself  by  well  doing  in  whatever  sphere  God*s  pro- 
vidence assigns. 

It  has  pleased  the  all-wise  Disposer  to  encom- 
pass us  from  our  birth  with  dilHculty  and  alluro- 
ment,  to  place  us  in  a  world  where  wrong  doing 
is  often  gainful,  and  duty  rough  and  perilous, 
where  many  voices  oppose  the  dictates  of  the  in- 
ward monitor,  where  the  body  presses  as  a  weight 
on  the  mind,  and  matter,  by  its  perpetual  agency 
on  the  senses^becomes  a  barrier  between  us  and 
the  spiritual  world.  We  are  in  the  midst  of  influ- 
ences which  menace  the  intellect  and  heart,  and  to 
be  free  is  to  withstand  and  conquer  these. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which  masters  the  senses, 
which  protects  itself  against  animal  appetites, 
which  contemns  pleasure  and  pain  in  comparison 
with  its  own  energy,  which  penetrates  beneath 
the  body  and  recognises  its  own  reality  and  greats 
ness,  which  passes  life,  not  in  asking  what  it  shall 
eat  or  drink,  but  in  hungering,  thirsting,  and  seek- 
ing after  righteousness. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which  escapes  the  bondage 
of  matter,  which,  instead  of  stopping  at  the  mate- 
rial universe  and  making  it  a  prison-wall,  passes 
beyond  it  to  its  Author,  and  finds,  in  the  radiant 
si^atures  which  it  everywhere  bears  of  the  In- 
finite Spirit,  helps  to  its  own  spiritual  enlarge- 
ment. 


I  call  that  mind  free,  which  jealously  guards 
intellectual  rights  and  powers,  which  adls  no  n 
master,  which  does  not  content  itself  with  a  p 
sive  or  hereditary  faith,  which  opens  itself  to  li( 
whencesoever  it  may  come,  which  receives  n 
truth  as  an  angel  from  heaven,  which,  while  a 
suiting  others,  inquires  still  more  of  the  ora 
within  itself,  and  uses  instruction  fit>m  abro 
not  to  supersede,  but  to  quicken  and  exalt  its  O' 
energies. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which  sets  no  bounds 
its  love,  which  is  not  imprisoned  in  itself  or  ii 
sect,  which  recognises  in  all  human  beings  ■ 
image  of  God  and  the  rights  of  his  children,  wh 
delights  in  virtue  and  sympathizes  with  suf&ri 
wherever  they  are  seen,  which  conqueii  pri 
anger,  and  sloth,  and  offers  itself  up  a  willing  i 
tim  to  the  cause  of  mankind. 

I  call  that  mind  five,  which  is  not  passiv 
fran^  by  outward  circumstances,  which  is  i 
swept  Hway  by  the  iorrents  of  events,  which  is  i 
the  creature  of  accidental  impulse,  but  wh 
bends  events  to  its  own  \  improvement,  and  s 
from  an  inward  spring,  from  immutable  prindp 
which  it  has  deliberately  espoused. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which  protects  itself  agai 
the  usurpations  of  society,  which  does  not  co^ 
to  human  opinion,  which  feels  itself  accounta 
to  a  higher  tribunal  than  man*s,  which  respect 
higher  law  than  &shion,  which  respects  itself  1 
much  to  be  the  slave  or  tool  of  the  many  or  I 
few. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which,  through  confidei 
in  God,  and  in  the  power  of  virtue,  has  cast  off 
fear  but  that  of  wrong  doing,  which  no  menace 
peril  can  enthral,  which  is  calm  in  the  midst 
tumults,  and  possesses  itself,  though  all  else 
lost. 

I  call  that  nund  firee,  which  resists  the  bondi 
of  habit,  which  does  not  mechanically  repeat  ite 
and  copy  the  past,  which  does  not  Hve  on  its  < 
virtues,  which  does  not  enslave  itself  to  prec 
rules,  but  which  forgets  what  is  behind,  lish 
for  new  and  higher  monitions  of  conscience,  a 
rejoices  to  pour  itself  forth  in  fresh  and  higl 
exertions. 

I  call  that  mind  free,  which  is  jealous  of  its  o^ 
freeHom,  which  guards  itself  from  being  merged 
others,  which  guards  its  empire  over  itself  as  i 
bier  than  the  empire  of  the  worid. 

In  fine,  I  call  that  mind  free,  whi6h,  conscic 
of  its  affinity  with  God,  and  confiding  in  his  p 
mises  by  Jesus  Christ,  devotes  itself  faithfully 
the  unfolding  of  all  its  powers,  which  passes  I 
bounds  of  time  and  death,  which  hofies  to  advar 
for  ever,  and  which  finds  inexhaustible  power,  hi 
for  action  and  suffering,  in  the  prospect  of  imm 
Ulity. 

Such  is  the  spiritual  freedom  which  Chi 
came  to  give.  It  consists  in  moral  force,  in  s( 
control;  in  the  enlargement  of  thought  and  afif 
tion,  and  in  the  unrestrained  action  of  our  b 
powers.  This  is  the  great  good  of  Christianil 
nor  can  we  conceive  a  greater  within  the  gift 
God. 


^ 
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FBOM  AN 


FREEDOM. 

lAT  ON   NATIONAL  UTSSATUaf. 


The  question  which  we  most  solicitously  ask 
out  this  country  is,  what  race  of  men  it  is  likely 
produce.  We  consider  its  liberty  of  value  only 
far  as  it  favours  the  growth  of  men.  What  is 
Kjrtyl  The  removal  of  restraint  from  human 
iwers.  Its  benefit  is,  that  it  opens  new  fields  for 
tion,  and  a  wider  range  for  the  mind.  The 
tly  freedom  worth  possessing  is  that  which  gives 
ilargeracnt  to  a  people's  energy,  intellect,  and 
rtues.  The  savage  makes  his  boast -of  freedom. 
Lit  what  is  its  worth  1  Free  as  he  is,  he  con- 
lues  for  ages  in  the  same  ignorance,  leads  the 
me  comfortless  life,  sees  the  same  untamed  wil- 
mestf  spread  around  him.  He  is  indeed  free 
)ra  what  he  calls  the  yoke  of  civil  mstitutions. 
Lit  other  and  worse  chains  bind  him.  The  very 
ivation  of  civil  government  is  in  effect  a  chain ; 
r,  by  withholding  protection  from  property,  it 
rtually  shackles  the  arm  of  industry,  and  forbids 
:ertion  for  the  melioration  of  his  lot.  Progress, 
e  growth  of  power,  is  the  end  and  boon  of  liberty; 
kd,  without  this,  a  people  may  have  the  name,  but 
ant  the  substance  and  spirit  of  freedom. 


niOlf  AN 


PEACE. 

AT  ON  THE  WBlTDiaS  OF  FENXLON. 


There  is  a  twofold  peace.  The  first  is  ncga- 
ve.  It  is  relief  from  disquiet  and  corroding  care, 
is  repose  afler  conflict  and  storms.  But  there 
another  and  a  higher  peace,  to  which  this  is  but 
le  prelude,  **  a  peace  of  God  which  passeth  all 
iderstanding,"  and  properly  called  •*  the  kingdom 
'  heaven  within  us."  This  state  is  any  thing 
It  negative.  It  is  the  highest  and  most  strenu- 
is  action  of  the  soul,  but  an  entirely  harmonious 
ttion,  in  which  all  our  powers  and  affections  are 
ended  in  a  beautiful  proportion,  and  sustain  and 
)rfcct  one  another.  It  is  more  than  silence  afler 
orms.  It  is  as  the  concord  of  all  melodious 
»und8.  Has  the  reader  never  known  a  season 
hen,  in  the  fullest  flow  of  thought  and  feeling, 
the  universal  action  of  the  soul,  an  inward  calm, 
ofound  as  midnight  silence,  yet  bright  as  the 
ill  summer  noon,  full  of  joy,  but  unbroken  by 
le  throb  of  tumultuous  passion,  has  been  breathed 
irough  his  spirit,  and  given  him  a  glimpse  i^d 
•esage  of  the  serenity  of  a  happier  world  1  Of 
lis  character  is  the  peace  of  religion.  It  is  a  con- 
ious  harmony  with  God  and  the  creation,  an 
liance  of  love  with  all  beings,  a  sympathy  with 
1  that  is  pure  and  happy,  a  surrender  of  every 
iparate  will  and  interest,  a  participation  of  the 
)irit  and  life  of  the  universe,  an  entire  concord  of 
iirpose  with  its  Infinite  Original.  This  is  peace, 
id  the  true  happiness  of  man  ;  and  we  think  that 
iiman  nature  has  never  entirely  lost  sight  of  this 
s  great  end.  It  has  always  sighed  for  a  repose, 
I  which  energy  of  thought  and  will  might  be 
mpered  with  an  all-pervading  tranquillity.  We 
^em  to  discover  aspirations  after  this  good,  a  dim 
>nsciousne8S  of  it  in  all  ages  of  the  world.  We 
dnk  we  see  it  in  those  systems  of  Oriental  and 


Grecian  philosophy,  which  proposed,  as  the  con- 
summation of  present  virtiib,  a  release  from  all 
disquiet,  and  an  intimate  union  and  harmony  with 
the  Divine  Mind.  We  even  think  that  we  trace 
this  consciousness,  this  aspiration,  in  the  works  of 
ancient  art  which  time  has  spared  to  us,  in  which 
the  sculptor,  aiming  to  imbody  hb  deepest  thoughts 
of  human  perfection,  has  joined  with  the  fulnesa|, 
of  life  and  strength,  a  repose  which  breathes  into 
the  spectator  an  admiration  as  calm  as  it  is  exalted. 
Man,  we  believe,  never  wholly  loses  the  sentiment 
of  his  true  good.  There  are  yearnings,  sighingt 
which  he  does  not  himself  comprehend,  which 
break  forth  alike  in  his  prosperous  and  adverse 
seasons,  which  betray  a  deep,  indestructible  £iith 
in  a  good  that  he  has  not  found,  and  which,  in 
proportion  as  they  grow  distinct,  rise  to  God  and 
concentrate  the  soul  in  him,  as  at  once  its  life  and 
rest,  the  fountain  at  once  of  energy  and  of  peace. 


DEATH  OF  A  TRUE  WIFE. 

FROM  TUX  LIFE  AND  CHARACTER  OF  DR.  TUCEERMAN. 


Her  reserve  and  shrinking  delicacy  threw  a  veil 
over  her  beautiful  character.     8he  was  little  known 
beyond  her  home;  but  there  she  silently  spread 
around  her  that  soft,  pure  light,  the  preciousness  of 
which  is  never  fully  understood  till  it  is  quenched. 
Her  calm,  gentle  wisdom,  her  sweet  humility,  her 
sympathy,  which,  though  tender,  was  too  serene  to 
disturb  her  clear  perceptions,  fitted  her  to  act  in- 
stinctively, and  without  the  consciousness  of  either 
party,  on  hia  more  sanguine,  ardent  mind.     She 
was  truly  a  spirit  of  good,  diflusing  a  tranquillizing 
influence  too  mildly  to  be  thought  of,  and  there- 
fore more  sure.     The  blow  which  took  her  from 
him  lefl  a  wound  which  time  could  not  heal.     Hail 
his  strength  been  continued  so  that  he  could  have 
gone  from  the  house  of  mourning  to  the  haunts  of 
poverty,  he  would  have  escapcul,  for  a  good  part 
of  the  day,  the  sense  of  his  bereavemenL     But  a 
few   minutes'  walk  in  the  street  now  sent  him 
wearied  home.     There  the  lovuig  eye  which  had 
so  long  brightened  at  his  entrance  was  to  shed  iU 
mild  beam  on  him  no  mote.     There  the  voice  that 
had  daily  inquired  into  his  labours,  and  like  an- 
other conscience  had  whispered  a  sweet  approval, 
was  still.     There  the  sympathy  which  had  pressed 
with  tender  hand  his  aching  head,  and  by  its  nurs- 
ing care  had  postponed  the  hour  of  exhaus^on 
and  disease,  was  gone.     He  was  not  indeed  left 
alone ;  for  filial  love  and  reverence  spared  no  sooth- 
ing offices ;  but  these,  though  felt  and  spoken  of 
as  most  precious,  could  not  take  the  place  of  what 
had  been  removed.     This  great  loss  produced  no 
burst  of  grief.     It  was  a  still,  deep  sorrow,  the 
feeling  of  a  mighty  void,  the  last  burden  which 
the  spirit  c^n  cast  off.     His  attachment  to  life 
from  this  moment  sensiblv  declined.     In  seasona 
of  peculiar  sensibility  he  vrished  to  be  gone.     He 
kept  near  him  the  likeness  of  his  departed  friend, 
and  spoke  to  me  more  than  once  of  the  solace 
which  he  had  found  in  it...He  heard  her  voice  from 
another  world,  and  his  anticipations  of  that  world, 
always  strong,  became  now  more  vivid  and  touching. 
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THE  PHi:SENT  AGE. 

FBOai  AH  AODBESB  SKLIVKRED  tM  FHILAOKLPHIA. 


Tbk  grand  idea  of  humanity,  of  the  importance 
of  man  as  man,  is  spreading  silently,  but  surely. . . . 
Even  the  most  abject  portions  of  society  are  visited 
•by  fome  dreams  of  a  better  condition  for  which 
they  were  designed.  The  grand  doctrine,  that 
every  htiman  being  should  have  the  means  of  self- 
culture,  of  progress  in  knowledge  and  virtue,  of 
health,  comfort,  and  happiness,  of  exercising  the 
powers  and  affections  of  a  man,  this  is  slowly  tak- 
ing its  place  as  the  highest  social  truth.  That  the 
world  was  made  for  all,  and  not  for  a  few ;  that 
society  is  to  care  for  all;  that  no  human  being 
diall  perish  but  through  his  own  fault ;  that  the 
greatendof  government  is  to  spread  a  shield  over  the 
rights  of  all, — these  propositions  are  growing  into 
axioms,  and  the  spirit  of  them  is  coming  forth  in 
all  the  departments  of  life. .  . . 

The  Present  Age !     In  these  brief  words  what 
a  viorld  of  tj|ought  is  comprehended  !  what  infi- 
nite movements!  what  joys  and  sorrows!  what 
hope  and  despair!  what  faith  and  doubt!  what 
silent  grief  and  loud  lament !  what  fierce  conflicts 
and  subtle  schemes  of  policy !  what  private  and 
public  revolutions!     In  the  period  through  which 
many  of  us  have  passed  what  thrones  have  been 
shaken!  what  hearts  have  bled!   what  millions 
have  been  butchered   by  their  fellow-creatures! 
what  hopes  of  philanthropy  have  been  blighted ! 
And  at  the  same  time  what  magnificent  enter- 
]Mise9  have  been  achieved !  what  new  provinces 
won  to  science  and  art !  what  rights  and  liberties 
secured  to  nations !     It  is  a  privilege  to  have  lived 
in  an  age  so  stirring,  so  pregnant,  so  eventful. 
It  is  an  age  never  to  be  forgotten.     Its  voice  of 
warning  and  encouragement  is  never  to  die.     Its 
impression   on  history  is  indelible.     Amidst   its 
evente,  the  American  Revolution,  the  first  distinct, 
solemn  assertion  of  the  rights  of  men,  and  the 
French   Revolution,   that   volcanic   force    which 
shook  the  earth  to  its  centre,  are  never  to  pass 
fi-om  men*s  minds.     Over  this  age  the  night  will 
inde^  gather  more  and  more  as  time  rolls  away ; 
but  in  that  night  two  forms  will  appear,  Washing- 
ton and  Napoleon,  the  one  a  lurid  meteor,  the 
other  a  benign,  serene,  and  undecaying  star.     An- 
other American  name  will   live  in  history,  your 
Franklin;  and  the  kite  which  brought  lightning 
from  heaven  will  be  seen  sailing  in  the  clouds  by 
remote  posterity,  when  the  city  where  he  dwelt 
miy  be  known  only  by  its  ruins.     There  is,  how- 
ever, sometliing  greater  in  the  age  than   in   its 
greatest  men ;  it  is  the  appearance  of  a  new  power 
in  the  world,  the  appearance  of  the  multitude  of 
men  on  that  stage  where  as  yet  the  few  have  acted 
their  parts  alone.     This  influence  is  to  endure  to 
the  end  of  time.     What  more  of  the  present  is  to 
survive  1     Perhaps  much,  of  which  we  now  take 
no  note.    The  glory  of  an  age  is  often  hidden 
from  itself.    Perhaps  some  word  has  been  spoken 
in  our  day  which  we  have  not  deigned  to  hear, 
but  which  is  to  grow  clearer  and  louder  through 


all  ages.  Perhaps  some  silent  thinker  among  u 
is  at  work  in  his  closet  whose  name  is  to  fill  th 
earth.  Perhaps  there  sleeps  in  his  cradle  som 
reformer  who  is  to  move  the  church  and  the  worti 
who  is  to  open  a  new  era  in  history,  who  is  to  fir 
the  human  soul  with  new  hope  and  new  daring 
What  else  is  to  survive  the  age  1  That  whicj 
the  ago  has  little  thought  of,  but  which  is  livin] 
in  us  all ;  I  mean  the  Soul,  the  Immortal  Spiril 
Of  this  all  ages  are  the  unfoldings,  and  it  is  greate 
than  all.  We  must  not  feel,  in  tlie  contemplatioi 
of  the  vast  movements  of  our  own  and  forme 
time<,  as  if  we  ourselves  were  nothing.  I  repea 
it,  we  are  greater  than  all.  We  are  to  surviv 
our  age,  to  comprehend  it,  and  to  pronounce  it 
sentence.  As  yet,  however,'  we  are  encompaase* 
with  darkness.  The  issues  of  our  time  how  ol 
scure !  The  future  into  which  it  opens  who  of  u 
can  foresee  1  To  the  Father  of  all  Ages  I  commi 
this  future  with  humble,  yet  courageous  and  un 
faltering  hope. 


LITERATURE  OF  THE  PRESENT  AGE 

FROM  THE  DEMAKDS  OF  TITK  AOX  OIC  TUB  MIMSTBT. 


Thk  character  of  the  age  is  stamped  ver 
strongly  on  its  literary  productions.  Who,  thii 
can  compare  the  present  with  the  past,  is  nc 
struck  with  the  bold  and  earnest  spirit  of  the  lite 
raturo  of  our  times.  It  refuses  to  waste  itself  oi 
trifles,  or  to  minister  to  mere  gratification.  Almoc 
all  that  is  writt^^n  has  now  some  bearing  on  grea 
interests  of  human  nature.  Fiction  is  no  longe 
a  mere  amusement ;  but  transcendent  genius,  ac 
commodating  itself  to  the  character  of  the  age,  ha 
seized  upon  this  province  of  literature,  and  tume 
fiction  from  a  toy  into  a  mighty  engine,  and,  undc 
the  light  tale,  is  breathing  through  the  communil 
either  its  reverence  for  the  old  or  its  thirst  for  th 
new,  communicates  the  spirit  and  lessons  of  hii 
tory,  unfolds  the  operations  of  religious  and  civ 
institutions,  and  defends  or  assails  new  theories  ( 
education  or  morals  by  exhibiting  them  in  life  an 
action.  The  poetry  of  the  age  is  equally  chara< 
teristic  It  has  a  deeper  and  more  impressive  ton 
than  comes  to  us  firom  what  has  been  called  th 
Augustan  age  of  English  literature.  The  regi 
lar,*elaborate,  harmonious  strains  which  delighte 
a  former  generation,  are  now  accused,  I  say  nc 
how  justly,  of  playing  too  much  on  the  surface  < 
nature  and  of  the  heart.  Men  want  and  deman 
a  more  thrilling  note,  a  poetry  which  pierces  bencat 
tlie  exterior  of  life  to  the  depths  of  the  soul,  an 
which  lays  open  its  mysterious  workings,  borrov 
ing  from  the  whole  outward  creation  fresh  image 
and  correspondences  with  which  to  illuminate  th 
secrets  of  the  world  within  us.  So  keen  is  th 
appetite,  that  extravagancies  of  imagination,  an 
gross  violations  both  of  taste  and  moral  scntimen 
are  forgiven  when  conjoined  with  what  awaker 
strong  emotion ;  and  unhappily  the  most  stirrin 
is  the  most  popular  poetry,  even  though  it  issi 
from  the  desolate  soul  of  a  misanthrope  and 
libertine,  and  exhale  poison  and  de^th. 


^ 


WILLIAM    ELLERT    CHANNING. 


THE  DISTINCTION  OF  RANKS. 

lOM  BBATB  (M  KLXTiLTIOIf  OT  THE  I.ABOITBIMO  ClABSMB. 


It  is  objected  that  the  distinction  of  ranks  is 
isential  to  social  order,  and  that  this  will  be  swept 
way  by  calling  forth  energy  of  thought  in  all  men. 
his  objection,  indeed,  thoogfa  exceedingly  insisted 
1  in  Eorope,  has  nearly  died  oat  here ;  but  still 
lough  of  it  lingers  amcmg  us  to  desenre  con- 
deration.    I  reply,  then,  that  it  is  a  libel  on  so- 
al  order  to  suppose  that  it  requires  for  its  support 
le  reduction  of  the  multitude  of  human  beings  to 
;norance  and  servility ;  and  that  it  is  a  libel  on 
le  Creator  to  suppose  that  he  requires,  as  the 
»undation  of  communities,  the  systematic  depres- 
on  of  the  majority  of  his  intelligent  of&pring. 
'he  supposition  is  too  grossly  tmreasonabje,  too 
lonstrous  to  require  laboured  refutation.     I  see 
o  need  of  ranks,  either  for  social  order,  or  for 
ny  other  purpose.     A  great  variety  of  pursuits 
nd  conditions  is  indeed  to  be  desired.     Men  ought 
>  follow  their  genius,  and  to  put  forth  their  poi^- 
rs  in  every  useful  and  lawful  way.     I  do  not  ask 
>r  a  monotonous  world.     We  are  far  too  monoto- 
ous  now.    The  vassalage  of  fashion,  which  is  a 
art  of  rank,  prevents  continually  the  free  expan- 
ion  of  men's  powers.     Let  us  have  the  greatest 
iveruty  of  occupaticms.     But  this  does  not  imply 
liat  there  is  a  need  of  splitting  society  into  castes 
r  ranks,  or  that  a  certain  number  should  arrogate 
uperiority,  and  stand  apart  from  the  rest  of  men 
s  a  separate  race.     Men  may  work  in  different 
epartments  of  life,  and  yet  recognise  their  bro- 
beriy  relation,  and  honour  one  another,  and  hold 
ricndly   communion   with    one    another.      Un- 
oubtedly,  men  will  prefer  as  friends  and  common 
SBOciates,  those  with  whom  they  sympathize  most 
)ut  this  is  not  to  form  a  rank  or  caste.     For  ex- 
mple,  the  intelligent  seek  out  the  intelligent ;  the 
lious  those  who  reverence  God.     But  suppose  the 
ntellectual  and  the  religious  to  cut  themselves  off 
y  some  broad,  visible  distinction  from  the  rest  of 
ociety,  to  form  a  clan  of  their  own,  to  refuse  ad- 
tiission  into  their  houses  to  people  of  inferior 
nowledge  and  virtue,  and  to  diminish  as  far  as 
KMssible  the  occanons  of  intercourse  with  them ; 
irould  not  society  rise  up  as  one  man  against  this 
rrogant  exclusiveness  ?     And  if  intelligence  and 
«ety  may  not  be  the  foundations  of  a  caste,  on 
rhat  ground  shall  they,  who  have  no  distinction 
lut  wealth,  superior  costume,  richer  equipages, 
iner  houses,  draw  lines  around  themselves  and 
onstitute  themselves  a  higher  class  ?     T*hut  some 
hould  be  richer  than  others  is  natural,  and  is  ne- 
essary,  and  could  only  be  prevented  by  gross  vio- 
&tions  of  right.     Leave  men  to  the  free  use  of 
heir  powers,  and  some  will  accumulate  more  than 
heir  neighbours.     But  to  be  prosperous  is  not  to 
le  superior,  and  should  form  no  barrier  between 
nen.     Wealth  ought  not  to  secure  to  the  prosper- 
ous the  slightest  consideration.     The  only  distinc- 
ions  which  should  be  recognised  are  those  of  the 
oul,  of  strong  principle,  of  iiiconHptible  integrity, 
>f  usefulness,  of  cultivated  intellect,  of  fidelity  in 
eeking  for  truth.    A  man,  in  proportion  as  he 


has  these  claims,  should  lye  honoured  and  wri- 
coroed  everywhere.    I  see  not  why  such  a  man, 
however  coarsely  if  neatly  dressed,  should  not  be 
a  respected  guest  in  the  most  splendid  mansbni, 
and  at  the  most  brilliant  meetings.    A  man  u 
worth  infinitely  more  than  the  saloons,  and  the 
costumes,  and  the  show  of  the  universe.    He  was 
made  to  tread  all  these  beneath  his  feet    Wha^ 
an  insult  to  humanity  is  the  present  deference  to 
dress  and  upholstery,  as  if  silkworms,  and  looms, 
and  scissors,  and  needles  could  produce  something 
nobler  than  a  man!     Every  good  man  should 
protest  against  a  caste  founded  on  outward  pros- 
perity, because  it  exalts  the  outward  above  the  in- 
ward, the  material  above  the  ^iritual ;  because  it 
firings  from  and  cherishes  a  contemptible  pride 
in  superficial  and  transitory  distinctions ;  because 
it  alienates  man  from  his  brother,  breaks  the  Ue 
of  common  humanity,  and  breeds  jealousy,  scorn, 
and  mutual  ill-wilL    Can  this  be  needed  to  social 
order? 


CHRISTIANITY. 

FSOM  TRX  XVn)XlCCBS  OT  KKVaALBD  aSUOKHf. 


SiNcs  its  introduction,  human  nature  has  made 
great  progress,   and    society    experienced    gmt 
changes;  and  in  this  advanced  condition  of  the 
world,  Christianity,  instead  of  losing  its  application 
and  importance,  is  found  to  be  more  and  more 
congenial  and  adapted  to  man's  nature  and  wants. 
Men  have  outgrown  the  other  institutions  of  that 
period  when  Christianity  appeared,  its  philosophy, 
its  modes  of  warfare,  its  policy,  its  public  and  pri- 
vate economy ;  but  Christianity  has  never  shrunk 
as  intellect  has  opened,  but  has  always  kept  in 
advance  of  men's  facultiei,  and  unfolded  iKibkr 
views  in  proportion  as  they  have  ascended.     The 
highest  powers  and  afiections  which  our  nature 
has  developed,  find  more  than  adequate  objects  in 
this  religion.     Christianity   is   indeed  peculiarly 
fitted  to  the  more  improved  stages  of  society,  to 
the  more  delicate  sensibilities  of  refined  minds, 
and  especially  to  that  dissatisfaction  with  the  pre- 
sent state,  which  always  grows  with  the  growth  of 
our  moral  powers  and  affections.     As  men  ad- 
vance in  civilization,  they  become  susceptible  of 
mental  sufferings,  to  which  ruder  ages  are  strangers ; 
and  these  Christianity  is  fitted  to  assuage.     Ima- 
gination and  intellect  become  more  restless ;  and 
Christianity  brings  them  tranquillity  by  the  eter- 
nal and  magnificent  truths,  the  solenm  and  un- 
bounded prospects  which  it  unfolds.     This  fitness 
of  our  religion  to  more  advanced  stages  of  society 
than  that  in  which  it  was  introduced,  to  wants  of 
human  nature  not  then  developed,  seems  to  me 
very  striking.    The  religion  bears  the  marks  of 
having  come  from  a  being  who  perfectly  under- 
stood the  human  mind,  and  had  power  to  provide 
for  its  progress.     This  feature  of  Christianity  is 
of  the  nature  of  prophecy.    It  was  an  anticipa- 
tion of  future  and  distant  ages;  and,  when  we 
consider  among  whom  our  religion  sprung,  vrhere, 
but  in  God,  can  we  find  an  explanation  of  this 
peculiarity  ? 


HENRY  WHEATON. 


[Born  ttboat  ITU.] 


This  eminent  scholar  and  statesman  is  a 
native  of  Proiridence,  Rhode  Island.  He  gra- 
doated  at  Brown  Uniyersity  in  that  city  in 
1802,  and  haitng  been  admitted  to  the  bar, 
passed  aboat  two  years  in  Europe,  principally 
on  the  continent,  where  he  acquired  that  fluen- 
cy in  the  use  of  the  French  language,  and 
that  knowledge  of  the  civil  law,  which  have 
been  so  useful  to  him  in  his  subsequent  career. 
Soon  afler  his  return  to  America  he  took  up 
his  issidence  in  the  city  of  New  York,  where 
in  the  winter  of  1812  he  became  editor  of  the 
National  Adirocate,  at  the  head  of  which  his 
name  appeared  the  last  time  on  the  fifteenth 
of  May,  1815.  His  experience  as  a  journalist 
was  during  the  stormy  period  of  the  war, 
when  the  best  talents  and  soundest  discretion 
were  demanded  in  that  responsible  profession. 
The  National  Advocate  was  of  the  first  class 
of  journals  for  ability  and  decorum,  and  had 
mach  influence  on  public  opinion  and  action. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  Mr.  Wheaton 
became  one  of  the  justices  of  the  Marine 
Court,  a  tribunal  of  limited  jurisdiction,  which 
of  late  years  has  lost  much  of  the  considera- 
tion which  attached  to  it  in  former  times.  It 
was  in  presiding  here  that  Jones,  Wells,  and 
seTeral  of  those  who  subsequently  attained  to 
the  highest  rank  at  the  bar  and  on  the  bench  of 
the  superior  courts  of  New  York,  passed  some 
of  the  early  years  of  their  professional  life. 

In  1815  Mr.  Wheaton  published  A  Digest 
of  flie  Law  of  Maritime  Captures  and  Prizes, . 
which  may  be  regarded  as  in  some  respects 
the  basis  of  his  work  on  The  Elements  of 
International  Law;  and  in  1820  he  delivered 
beibre  the  New  York  Historical  Society  an 
address  in  which  we  see  the  germ  of  his  his- 
tory of  this  science.  In  1824  he  pronounced 
a  discourse  at  the  opening  of  the  New  York 
Athenaeum,  in  which  he  took  a  rapid  survey 
of  what  had  been  accomplished  in  American 
literature;  and,  pointing  out  the  connection 
between  the  principles  on  which  the  ancient 
republics  were  founded  and  the  rapid  growth 
of  the  arts  and  sciences  to  which  they  gave 
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encouragement— tracing  analogies  and  causes 
in  a  manner  which  indicated  deep  reflection 
on  the  natur^,  spirit  and  tendencies  of  our 
government— presented  an  interesting  view  of 
the  intellectual  prospects  of  the  country.  In 
1825  he  published  An  Account  of  the  Life, 
Writings  and  Speeches  of  William  Pinkney, 
and  in  1827  the  last  volume  of  his- Reports 
of  Cases  Argued  and  Determined  in  the  Su- 
preme Court  of  the  United  States,  which  he 
had  commenced  in  1816. 

Mr.  Wheaton  rose  rapidly  in  the  public  esti- 
mation as  a  man  of  lettere,  as  a  statesman , 
and  as  a  civilian.  In  1819  he  received  the 
degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws  from  Harvard  Col- 
lege, and  in  the  following  year  the  same  dis- 
tinction was  conferred  upon  him  by  his  own 
university.  In  1821  he  held  a  seat  in  the 
convention  at  Albany  for  revising  the  consti- 
tution of  New  York,  and  he  was  several 
years  a  prominent  member  of  the  legislature 
of  that  state.  He  was  repeatedly  looked  to 
as  a  justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the 
United  States,  and  was  so  especially  in  the 
year  1823,  on  the  death  of  Judge  Livingston, 
when  Judge  Thompson  was  appointed  to  that 
office.  In  1825  he  was  selected  to  be  one  of  a 
commission  to  revise  the  laws  of  New  York, 
but  resigned  this  place  in  1826  to  accept  that 
of  Charge  d'AflTaires  to  the  Court  of  Denmark, 
then  offered  to  him  by  President  John  Quincy 
Adams. 

Before  leaving  the  United  States,  in  addi- 
tion to  his  contributions  to  the  daily  press, 
while  editor  of  the  Advocate,  and  the  publica- 
tion of  his  Treatise  on  Captures,  and  his  Re- 
ports, and  Addresses,  he  had  written  largely 
for  the  North  American  Review,  and  edited 
several  foreign  law  books,  ad4ing  numerous 
and  valuable  notes,  adapting  them  to  the  use 
of  the  legal  profession  in  this  country. 

Soon  after  the  commencement  of  his  resi- 
dence at  Copenhagen,  availing  himself  of  lei- 
sure from  his  diplomatic  duties,  Mr.  Wheaton 
entered  heartily  upon  historical  and  literary 
studies,  the  first  fruit  of  which  was  a  His- 
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HfeNRY   WHEATON. 


1 


ory  of  the  Northmen,  or  Danes 'and  Nor- 
nans,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Con- 
[uest  of  England  hy  William  of  Normandy, 
published  in  London  in  1831.  As  a  speci- 
nen  of  histoQcal  composition  this  work  has 
iligrht  pretensions ;  but  it  is  interesting  as  a 
leries  of  sketches  of  the  ancient  mythology, 
thivalry,  literature  and  manners  of  a  remarka- 
de  people,  of  whom  little  had  been  written 
n  the  English  language.  In  1838  he  united 
vith  Mr.  Crichton  of  Edinbur§^h,  in  writing 
L  work  under  the  ..title  of  Scandinavia,  em- 
)racing  the  ancient  and  modem  history  of 
Denmark,  Sweden  and  Norway,  with  an  ac- 
(oun^  of  the  geographical  features  of  tliese 
!ountriet,  and  information  respecting  the  su- 
perstitions, customs,  and  institutions  of  their 
nhabitants ;  and  aided  by  the  materials  brought 
ogether  for  this  purpose,  and  especially  by 
he  Antiquitates  Americane  of  Professor  Rafn,^ 
le  enlarged  and  Very  much  improired  his  His- 
ory  of  the  Northmen,  which  was  then  trans- 
ited into  French  and  published  in  an  octavo 
olume  of  nearly  six  hundred  pages  in  Paris.* 

In  1834  he  was  transferred  by  President 
ackson  to  Prussia,  and  on  the  election  of  Mr. 
^an  Buren  to  the  presidency  was  promoted  to 
be  rank  of  Minister  Plenipotentiary  at  the 
ourt  of  Berlin. 

Ih  1836  Mr.  Wheaton  published  his  most 
mportant  work,  his  Elements  of  International 
jaw,  which,  in  a  much  enlarged  form,  was  re- 
rinted  by  Messrs.  Lea  and  Bla^chard  of  Phi- 
idelphia  in  1846.  This  was  the  first  work 
f  any  importance  upon  the  principles  of  the 
iirispnidence  of  nations  in  our  language.  It 
9  divided  into  four  parts,  which  treat  respec- 
ively  of  the  sources  and  objects  of  interna- 
ional  law,  of  the  absolute  international  rights 
f  states,  of  the  international  rights  of  states  in 
[leir  pacific  relations,  and  of  the  international 
ights  of  states  in  their  hostile  relations.  An 
nalysis  of  this  treatise  is  not  within  the 
cope  of  the  present  sketch  of  Mr.  Wheaton's 
ibours.  It  is  founded  upon  the  best  pre- 
eding  works  on  the  subject,  particularly  the 
'mu  du  DroU  dea  Gens  Modeme  de  V Europe 
nd  Cours  Diplomatique  of  G.  F.  Martens,  and 
Lliiber's  Droit  des  Gens  Modeme  de  V Europe  ,• 

*  Histoire  des  Peupks  du  Nord,  ou  da  Danois  et  da  Nor- 
\andsy  dqtuis  U*  Temps  Us  plus  reeuUsjusqu't  la  Conquite 
s  fAngleterre.  Par  Henri  WhecWm.  Edition  ret*u«  et  ^ug- 
ventit  per  PAuteur,  avee  Cartfs,  Inscriptions,  et  Alphabet 
luniqua^  etc.    Traduit  de  VAnjg^is^  par  Paul  OuiUot. 


but  the  author  makes  large  additions,  and 
infuses  into  the  whole  the  liberal  spirit  which 
prevails  in  the  institutions  and  government  of 
his  own  country.  Connected  in  its  best  days 
with  the  highest  tribunal  of  the  United  States, 
the  province  of  which  is  not  only  to  expound 
constitutiofial  and  municipal  law,  but  Uf  inter- 
pret treaty  obligations  and  the  laws  of  nations, 
and  subsequently  long  employed  in  diplomatic 
services,  his  whole  experience  seems  to  have 
been  a  preparation  for  writing  such  a  work,  * 
and  the  ability,4eaming  and  fandour  which 
chaFEKSterize  the  entire  performance  leave  little 
or  nothing  in  respect  to  it  to  be  desired. 

Mr.  Wheaton's  History  of  the  Law  of  Na- 
tions in  Europe  and  America  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Treaty  of  Washingrton,  appeased 
originally  in  French,  at  Leipsic,  in  1841,  un- 
der the  title  of  Histoire  du  Progret  du  Dro\ 
des  Gens  en  Europe  depuis  la  Paix  de  Weatph 
lie  jusqu'au  Congres  de  Vienne,  avee  un  prei 
historique  du  Droit  des  Gens  Europcen'avant . 
Paix  de  Westphalie^  in  answer  to  a  prize  ques 
tion  proposed  by  the  Academy  of  Moral  an<| 
Political  Sciences  of  the  Institute  of  France. 
It  was  much  augmented  by  the  author,  and 
published  in  the  English  language  in  an  oc- 
tavo volume  of  eight  hundred  pages  in  New 
York  in  1845.     The  nature  of  this  elaborate 
and  learned  work  is  sufficiently  indicated  by 
its  title.     Of  its  great  ments  all  competent 
critics  have  given  the  same  testimony.* 

During  the  discussion  growing  out  of  the 
right  of  visit  claimed  by  England  on  the  coast 
of  Africa,  Mr.  Wheatoii published  an  Inquiry 
into  the  Validity  of  the  Right  of  Visitation 
and  Search.  Many  of  his  despatches,  parti- 
cularly those  which  relate  to  the  negotiations 
in  Denmark  terminating  with  the  treaty  of 
indemnity  for  spoliations  on  our  commerce 
•during  the  European  wars,  and  the  recent  dis- 
cussions at  Berlin  as  to  the  Zoll  Verein  treaty, 
will  be  found  in  the  diplomatic  papers  pub- 
lished by  Congress. 

Besides  the  writings  of  Mr.  Wheaton  which 
have  been  mentioned,  are  a  series  of  letters, 

*  That  eminent  jurist  and  political  economist,  Profes- 
sor iV;nior,  in  an  article  which  he  wrote  tor  the  156th 
number  of  the  Edinburgh  Review,  on  the  appearance  of 
the  French  version  of  this  work,  declares  tiiat  few  men 
are  better  qualified  to  write  the  history  of  the  law  of 
nations  than  Mr.  Wheaton ;  that  whatever  may  be  the 
defects  of  his  work,  he  "  has  made  as  much  as  wm»  lo 
be  made  of  his  materials ;''  and  that  it  is  **  an  exceUeot 
supplement  to  his  great  work  on  International  Law." 
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opon  subjects  connected  with  economy,  lite- 
ntare  and  art,  addressed  within  a  few  years 
to  the  secretary  of  the  National  Institution  at 
Washington,  and  published  in  the  National  In- 
telligencer of  that  city.  They  are  honourable 
exhibitions  of  his  taste,  research,  and  erudition. 

He  IB  a  corresponding  member  of  the  Insti- 
tute of  France,  and  of  several  other  distin** 
guis^ed  scientific  and  literary  societies  abroad, 
and  is  held  in  the  highest  respect  by  the  scho- 
lars and  statesmen  of  all  countries. 

On  the  twei^-second  of  ^ly,  1846,  Mr. 


Wheaton  liad  his  final  audience  with  the 
King  of  Prussia,  having  been  recalled  by 
Pres^ident  Polk.  He  had  been  twenty  years 
in  the  foreign  service  of  the  republic ;  and  his 
age  and  private  cares  perhaps  tendered  a  re- 
turn necessary  for  his  own  comfort  and  inte- 
rests; but  it  may  be  questioned  whether  we 
retain  a  representative  at  the  courts,  of  E\irope 
who  has  an  equal  amount  of  knowledge  and 
ability  in  his  difficult  functions,  or  one^who 
could  not  be  ^^red  from  his  post  with  less 
disadvantage  to  the  country. 


SCANDINAVIAN  MANNERS. 

rXOM  THK  UJBTOaT  OF  THK  KOBTHMKIV. 
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RsLiGioTT  had  its  influence  in  promoting  this 
ipirit  of  adventurous  entezprise.  That  professed, 
br  the  people  of  the  north  bore  the  impress  of  a 
irild  and  audacious  spirit,  such  as,  according  to  tra- 
ditioQ,  miuked  the  character  of  its  founder.  WhaU 
ever  distinction  of  sects  may  have  existed  among 
the  Northern  pagans,  and  however  various  the 
(rfijects  of  their  worship,  the  favourite  god  of  the 
Vilui^r  was  a  Mars  and  a  Moloch.  The  religion 
of  Odin  stimulated  the  desire  of  martial  renown 
and  the  thirst  of  blood,  by  promising  the  joys  of 
ValhaU  as  the  reward  of  those  who  fell  glcmously 
in  battle.  His  ministering  spirits,  the  Valkynir, 
hovered  over  the  bloody  field,  watched  the  fortune 
of  battle,  and  snatching  the  souls  of  thoae  who  were 
doomed  to  fall,  bore  them  away  to  the  blissfiil  pre- 
tence of  the  god  of  war.  Those  who  adhered  to 
the  more  ancient  deities  of  the  North,  or  rejected 
iiiducrimiiiately  all  the  national  objects  of  religious 
worship,  were  animated  by  a  still  wilder  and  more 
barlcss  spirit.  Some  of  these  chieftains  carried 
their  audacity  so  far  as  to  defy  the  gods  themselves. 

Their  national  freedom,  and  that  proud'  and  in- 
dependent bearing  which  always  marks  the  barba- 
rian chara(^r,  contributed  to  swell  this  lofly  spirit, 
which  was  always  fomented  by  the  songs  extem- 
porized or  recited  by  the  Skalds  in  praise  of  mar- 
tial renown,  or  the  glorious  exploits  of  their  an- 
cestors. 'l*he  kings  and  other  chieftains  were 
wrrounded  by  champions  who  were  devoted^  to 
their  fortunes,  and  dependent  upon  their  favour 
for  advancemenL.  These  waniors  were  some- 
times seized  with  a  sort  of  phrensy — a  furor 
MartiSf — prodfuced  by  their  excited  imaginations 
dwelling  upon  the  images  of  war  and  glory, — and 
perhaps  increased  by  those  potations  of  stimulating 
liquors,  in  which  the  people  of. the  north,  like 
<Ahpr  uncivilized  tribes,  indulged  to  great  excess, 
^lien  this  madn^  was  upon  them,  these  Orlan- 
dos  committed  the  wildest  extravagancies,  attacked 
miiacriiDinately  friends  and  foes,  and  even  waged 
^"sr  against  inanimate  nature*— the  rocks  and  trees. 
At  other  times,  they  defied  each  other  to  mortal 
covibat  in  sodle  lonely  and  desert  isle.  The  .an- 
cient language  of  the  north  had  a  particular  term 


appropriated  to  distinguish  the  champions^ho 
were  subject  to  this  species  of  martial  Insanity. 
They  were  called  LersterkeTf  and  the  name  occurs 
so  frequently  in  the  Sagas,  that  we  must  conclude 
that  this  disease  prevailed  generally  among  the 
Vikingar,  who  passed  their  lives  in  roving  the  seas 
ift'search  of  spoil  and  adventures. 

Even  the  female  sex  did  not  Escape  thi^  wide- 
spread contagion  of  martial  fury,  and  the  love  of 
wild  and  perilous  adventure.  Women  of  illustrious 
birth  sometimes  became  pirates  and  toxc^  the  seas. 
More  fi-equently,  ho\^ever,  they  shared  the  toils 
and  dangers  of  land-battles.  These  Amazons  were 
called  .Skjdld-meyar,  or  virgins  of  tlic  sMcld.  The 
romantic  Sagas  are  filled  with  th^  most  striking 
traits  of  their  heroic  bearing.  In  the  Vulsunga- 
saga  we  have  the  romantic  tale  of  Alf  hilda,  daugh- 
ter of  Sigurdr,  king  of  the  Ostrogoths,  who  was 
chaste,  brave,  and  fair.  She  was  always  veiled 
from  the  gaze  of  vulgar  curiosity,  and  lived  in  a 
secluded  bower,  where  she  was  guarded  by  .two 
champions  of  prodigious  strength  and  valour. 
Sigurdr  had  proclaimed  that  whoever  aspired  to 
his  daughter's  hand,  must  vanquish  the  two  gigan- 
tic champions, — his  own  life  to  be  the  forfeit  if  he 
failed  in  the  perilous  enterprise.  Alf,  a  young 
sea-king,  who  had  already  signalized  himself  by 
his  heroic  exploits,  encountered  and  slew  the  two 
champions ;  but  Alf  hilda  herself  was  not  disposed 
to  surrender  tamely.  She  boldly  put  to  sea  with 
her  female  companions,  all  clothed,  like  herself,  in 
^male  attire,  and  completely  armed  for  war.  They 
fell  in  with  a  fleet  of  Vikingar,  who  having  just 
lost  their  chieftain,*clectcd  the  intrepid  heroine  for 
his  successor.  She  continued  thus  to  rove  the 
Baltic  sea,  at  the  head  of  this  band  of  pirates,  until 
the  wide-spread  fame  of  her  exploits  came  to  the 
ear  of  Alf,  her  suitor,  who  gave  chase  to  her  squad- 
ron, ana  pursued  it  into  the  Gulf  of  Finland.  The 
brave  A  If  hilda  .gave  battle.  Alf  boHrdcd  the  bark 
of  the  princess,  who  made  a  gallant  and  obstinate 
resistance,  until  her  helmet  being  cloven  open  by 
one  of  his  champions,  disclosed  to  their  astonished 
view  the  fair  face  and  lovely  locks  of  his  coy  mis- 
tress, who,  being  thus  vanquished  by  her  magnani- 
mous Jover,  rio  longej*  refiises  him  the  hand  he 
had  sought,  whilst  his  gallant  champion  espouses 
one  of  her  fair  companions. 
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John  Caldwell  Calhoun  was  born  in  Ab- 
beyille,  South  Carolina,  on  the  eighteenth  of 
March,  1782.  His  grandfather,  wbo  had  emi- 
grated from  Ireland  tp  Pennsyhrania  in  1733, 
was  one  of  the  first  settlers  of  that  district,  and 
his  father,  a  man  of  ability  and  daring  energy 
of  character,  represented  it  in  the  colonial  and 
statexlegislatures  more  than  thirty  years. 

In  his  thirteenth  year,  Mr.  Calhoun  was 
placed  at  an  academy  in  Georgia,  of  which 
Mr.  Waddell,  a  Presbyterian  clergyman  who 
had  married  his  sister,  was  principal.  But  the 
death  of  his  father,  in  1796,  caused  an  interrup-» 
tion  of  his  studies,  which  were  not  resumed 
until  he  was  nearly  nineteen  years  of  age.  Hav- 
ingdetermined  to  be  a  planter,  he  had  abandoned 
all  thoughts  of  a  classical  education ;  but  an 
elder  brother  at  this  period  persuaded  him  to  pur- 
sue one  of  the  liberal  professions,  and  he  entered 
so  earnestly  upon  the  business  of  preparation, 
that  within  two  years  from  his  commence- 
ment of  the  Latin  grammar  he  was  received 
into  the  junior  class  of  Yale  College.  It  is 
related  that  after  an  animated  controversy  with 
the  student,  which  arose  during  a  class  recita- 
tion from  Paley,  the  eminent  head  of  the  col- 
lege remarked  to  a  friend  that  **the  young 
man  had  talents  enough  to  be  President  of 
the  United  States,  aftd  would  one  day  attain 
to  that  station.*'  The  aim  of  his  ambition 
was  shown  in  the  selection  of  his  commence- 
ment thesis,  which  was,  **  The  qualifications 
necessary  to  constitute  a  perfect  statesman." 
He  graduated  in  September,  1804,  and  imme- 
diately began  the  study  of  the  law,  in  the 
well-known  school  of  Litchfield,  where  he 
remained  nearly  two  years.  He  afterward 
passed  several  months  in  the  office  of  the 
Chancellor  De  Saussure  in  Chariest^,  and 
was  admitted,  to  the  bar  in  Abbeville  in  1807. 
He  at  once  took  a  high  rank  in  the  courts, 
and  in  1809  was  elected  by  a  large  majority 
to  the  state  legislature,  where  he  so  distin- 
guished himself  that  at  the  end  of  his  second 
session  he  was  transferred  to  the  national 
House  of  Representatives,  in  which  he  made 
his  first  appearance  in  the  autumn  of  1811. 
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From  this  time  Mr.  Calhoun's  history  is  so 
closely  identified  with  that  of  political  con- 
trovereies,  of  which  no  intelligible  account 
can  be  given  in  the  limits  which  I  here  pre- 
scribe to  myself,  that  I  shall  do  little  more 
than  mention  the  periods  during  which  he  has 
held  the  various  high  offices  to  which  he  has 
been  called  under  different  administrations. 

From  his  entrance  into  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives until  1817,  when  he  was  made 
Secretary  of  War,  he  was  the  acknowledged 
leader  and  most  powerful  champion  of  the 
democratic  party  in  that  body,  though  in  this 
period  the  supporter  of  a  protective  tariff*  and 
of  a  national  bank.  His  services  in  tlie  War 
Department  during  the  eight  years  of  Mr. 
Monroe's  administration  are  universally  ad- 
mitted to  have  been  of  vast  importance  to  the 
country,  and  the  estimation  in  which  they 
were  held  at  the  time  is  shown  in  the  large 
majority  by  which  he  was  chosen.  Vice  Pre- 
sident in  the  celebrated  contest  of  182-1,  when 
there  was  no  choice  by  the  people  of  Presi- 
dent. He  was  again  elected  Vice  President 
in  1828,  but  a  rupture  occurring  between  him- 
self and  General  Jackson,  he  was  thrown  into 
the  ranks  of  the  opposition ;  and  South  Caro- 
lina soon  after  declaring  the  tariff*  law  of  that 
year  unconstitutional, and  threatening  forcible 
resistance  of  its  execution,  he  resigned  the 
vice  presidency  to  accept  a  place  on  the  floor 
of  the  Senate  as  the  special  apologist  and  vin- 
dicator of  his  state  in  that  memorable  crisis 
of  its  afi*airs.  His  speeches  on  the  Force  Bill, 
on  the  Federative  Principle  of  the  Constitu- 
tion, and  on  the  Removal  of  the  Deposits,  in 
the  sessions  of  1833  and  1834,  are  among  the 
most  earnest,  able,  and  characteristic  that  he 
has  made  since  his  firet  appearance  in  Con- 
gress. He  remained  in  the  Senate  until  the 
death  of  Mr.  Secretary  Upshur  in  1844,  when 
he  accepted  the  place  of  that  gentleman  in  the 
Department  of  State,  which  he  held  until  the 
close  of  Mr.  Tyler's  administration.  For  the 
firat  time  in  many  yeare  he  was  without  office, 
but  he  was  soon  called  from  his  retirement  to 
resume  his  place  in  the  Senate,  where  he  ap- 
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peared  immediately  afler  the  great  southern 
and  western  conTention  at  Memphis,  of  which 
he  was  president,  near  the  close  of  1845. 

A  collection  of  Mr.  Calhoun's  speeches  from 
1811  to  1843  was  published  in  New  York  in 
1844.  It  is  incomplete,  but  perhaps  contains 
every  thing  he  had  written  in  illustration  or  de- 
fence of  the  principles  he  held  at  the  time  of  its 
appearance.  His  subsequent  speeches  and  re- 
ports, especially  his  speech  on  the  Oregon  ques- 
tion and  report  on  the  memorial  of  the  Mem- 
phis Convention,  are  not  inferior  in  terseness 
and  clearness  of  ^expression,  or  in  argumenta- 
tire  power,  to  any  of  his  earlier  productions. 

The  doctrines  for  the  defence  of  which  he 
is  chiefly  distinguished  are  those  of  free  trade 
and  the  sovereigrnty  of  the  individual  states. 
He  holds  that  the  union  is  a  league  for  spe- 
cial purposes  between  the  goyernments,  and  not 
between  the  people,  of  the  states  which  **  ac- 
ceded'' to  the  Constitution,  and  that  under  cer- 
tain contingencies  each  state  may  decide  and 
act  for  itself  upon  the  laws  of  Congress,  and, 
holding  them  unconstitutional,  may  oppose  its 
own  force  to  their  execution.  But  "state  rights 
are  no  more  !'*  he  exclaims  in  his  speech  on 
the  removal  of  the  deposits :  "  The  bill  which 
Tested  in  the  central  government  the  privilege 
of  judging  of  the  extent  of  its  powers,  and 
authorized  it  to  enforce  its  judgments  by  the 
sword,  prostrated  the  states  as  helpless  corpo- 
rations at  its  feet"  And  since  the  defeat  of 
his  party  on  this  question  he  has  generally 
acted  with  the  one  under  whose  auspices  he 
first  came  into  Congress. 

It  has  been  stated  that  he  has  devoted  his 
leisure  for  several  years  to  the  composition  of 
a  work  on  the  Principles  of  Government,  in 
which  his  peculiar  views  will  be  more  me- 
Aodically  defined  and  vindicated. 

Mr.  Calhoun  is  in  many  respects  oi^  of 
the  most  extraordinary  men  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  and  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  few 
for  whom  this  period  will  be  memorable  in 
after  times.  His  eloquence  is  altogether  un- 
like that  which  is  supposed  to  belong  to  a 
new  country,  or  to  a  democracy,  which  is'  the 
eloquence  of  passion.  Its  power  is  from  an 
excessive  refinement  and  compactness,  of  rea- 
son, which  requires  the  perfect  submissiorv  of 
the  mind,  and  carries  it  forward  with  irresist- 
ible force ;  and  its  glow  from  the  vehement 
eneigy  and  rapidity  with  which  his  argument 
is  conducted.     In  his  intellectual  constitution 


he  more  than  any  other  statesman  resembles 
Jonathan  Edwards.  His  mind  has  the  same 
quickness  of  perception,  subtle  sharpn^s  of 
discrimination,  and  comprehensive  gprasp. 
He  has  the  same  sincerity  of  coYiviction,  fer- 
vour of  tone,  and  heartiness  of  purpose.  One 
of  the  differences  between  him  and  Edwards 
is  in  the  manner  of  approaching  a  point  of 
controversy.  The  great  divine  who  gave  to 
metaphysics  so  much  of  the  exactness  and 
certainty  of  mathematic^,  assailed  the  central 
proposition  of  his  antagonist  cautiously,  and 
by  various  trains  of  reasoning,  each  of  which 
seemed  conclusive^  but  all  of  which,  starting 
at  dffierent  points  and  ending  in  the  same  re- 
sult, were  overwhelming.  Mr.  Calhoun,  on 
the  contrary,  fixes  his  eye  at  once  upon  the 
essential  issue,  and  upon  this  expends  his 
whole  force ;  and  his  clear  and  skilful  analy- 
sis and  rapid  generalization  are  not  unworthy 
of  that  great  master  of  logic,  to  whom  in  per- 
spicuousness  of  arrangement  and  in  the  hard 
polish  of  his  diction  he  is  frequently  superior. 
In  the  Senate  Mr.  Calhoun's  countenance  is 
always  serious. 

Deep  on  his  front  engraven 
Deliberation  alts  and  public  care. 

It  has  been  said  that  when  speaking  here  he  has 
no  action  and  exhibits  no  emotion.  This  may 
be  true,  generally,  but  it  is  not  so  always.  He 
was  very  much  excited  during  the  remarkable 
scene  of  the  declaration  of  war  against  Mexico 
in  a  preamble  to  a  bill  of  supplies.  I  sat  near 
him  during  one  of  his  speeches  on  that  occa- 
sion. He  stood  erect  sgid  motionless  at  first, 
but  as  he  proceeded  his  head  turned  from  side 
to  side,  and  his  eyes  glowed,  and  his  words 
came  fast  and  faster,  and  when  he  declared 
with  vehement  earnestness  of  tone  that  he 
would  sooner  stab  himself  to  the  heart  than 
vote  for  that  lying  clause,  he  flung  the  back 
of  his  skeletonlike  hand  upon  the  desk  before 
him  with  such  energy,  that  men  looked  from 
all  parts  of  the  hall  as  if  to  see  whether  it 
had  not  been  shattered  to  atoms  by  the  blow. 
Yet  tnis  is  not  often  his  manner.  He  speaks 
rapidly  indeed,  but  calmly,  with  the  most 
judicious  emphasis,  and  with  perfect  distinct- 
ness. 

No  man  ever  sustained  a  higher  reputation 
than  Mr.  Calhoun  in  private  life ;  and  in  so- 
ciety, with  which  he  mixes  but  little,  few  are 
more  distinguished  for  conversational  abilities 
or  graceful  dignity  and  kindness  of  mannere. 
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ECONOIVIY  AND  HONOUR, 
raox  ▲  sPKEcn  n«  exply  to  jomx  rahdolph,  cc  1811. 


If  taxes  should  become  neopssary,  I  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  say  the  people  will  pay  cheerfully.  It  is 
for  their  government  and  their  cause,  and  it  would 
be  their  interest  and  tlity  to  pay.  But  it  may  be, 
and  1  believe  was  said,  that  the  people  will  not 
pay  taxes,  because  the  rights  violaU?d  are  not 
worth  defending,  or  that  the  defence  will  cost 
more  than  the  gain.  Sir,  I  here  enUa  my  solemn 
protest  against  this  low  and  "  calculating  avarice" 
entering  this  hall  of  legislation.  It  is  only  fit  for 
shops  and  counting-houses,  and  ought  not  to  dis- 
grace the  scat  of  power  by  its  squalid  aspect. 
Whenever  it  touches  sovereign  po^er,  the  nation 
is  ruined.  It  is  too  short-sig^ited  to  defend  itself. 
It  is  a  compromising  spirit,'  always  ready  to  yield 
a  part  to  save  the  residue.  It  is  too  timid  to  have 
in  itself  the  laws  of  self-preservation.  It  is  never 
safe  but  under  the  shield  of  honour.  There  is, 
sir,  one  principle  necessary  to  make  us  a  great 
people — to  produce,  not  the  form,  but  real  spirit 
of  union,  and  that  is  to  protect  every  citizen  in  the 
lawful  pursuit  of  his  business.  He  will  then  feel 
that  he  is  backed  by  the  government — that  its  arm 
is  his  arm.  He  then  will  rejoice  in  its  increased 
strength  and  prosperity.  Protection  and  patriot- 
ism are  reciprocal.  This  is  the  way  which  has 
led  nations  to  greatness.  Sir,  I  tyn  not  versed  in 
this  calculating  policy,  and  will  n<^,  therefore,  pre- 
tend to  estimate  in  dollars  and  cents  the  value  of 
national  independence.  I  cannot  measure  in  shil- 
lings and  pence  the  mi^ry,  the  stripes,  and  the 
slavery  of  our  impressed  seamen ;  not  even  the 
value  of  our  shipping,  commercial  and  agricultu- 
ral los^s,  under  the  orders  in  council  and  the 
British  system  of  blockade.  In  thus  expressing 
myself,  I  do  not  intend  to  Condemn  any  prudent 
estimate  of  the  means  of  a  couuJlsiy  before  it  enters 
on  a  war.     That  is  wisdom,  the  other  folly. 


REBELLION  AND  REVOLUTION. 

FUOM  A  SPEKCn   ON  THE    BILL  FOR    THE    ADMISSION  OF 
MICniaAN   IXTO    THE   ITNION. 


I  SHALL  resist  all  encroachments  on  the  Consti- 

ution;  whether  it  be  the  encroachfnent  of  this 

fovernment  -dn'  the  states,  or  the  opposito^tho 

sxecutive  on  Congress,  or  Congress  on  the  execu- 

ive.     My  ftrced  is  to  hold  both  governments,  and 

Jl  the  departmenUof  each,  to  tfieir  proper  sphere, 

nd  to  maintain  the  autl^rity  of  the  laws  and  the 

/onstitution  against  all  revolutionary  moveftients. 

believe  the  means  which  our  system  furnishes 

>  preserve  iUclf  are  ample,  if  fairly  understood 

nd  applied ;  and  I  shall  resort  to  them,  however 

jmipt  and  disordered  the  times,  so  long  as  there 

I  hope  of  reforming  the  government.     The  result 

1  in  the  hands  of  the  Disposer  of  events.     It  is 

ly  part  to  do  my  duty.     Yet,  while  I  -thus  openly 

row  myself  a  conservative,  God  forbid  I  should 

rer  deny  the  glorious  right  of  rebellion  and  revo- 

ition.     Should  corruption  and  oppression  become 


intoIcrabIe,^nd  cannot  otherwise  be  thrown 
if  liberty  must  perish,  or  the  government  be  over- 
thrown, I  would  not  hesitate,  at  the  hazard  of  life, 
to  resort  to  revolution,  and  to  tear  down  a  corrupt  '| 
government,  that  coidd  neither  be  reformed  nor 
borne  by  freemen ;  but  I  trust  in  God  thin^  will 
never  come  to  that  pass.  I  trust  never  to  sacf  such 
fearful  times ;  for  fearful  indeed  they  would  be  if 
they  should  ever  befall  us.  It  is  the  last  remedy, 
and  not  to  be  thought  of  till  common  sense  and 
the  voice  of  mankind  would  justify  the  reaorL 


FORMATION  OF  THE  COJfSTITUTION. 

FSOM   A  SPEECH  ON  THE  FORCE  BlU. 


Thkrk  never  existed  aa  example  before  of  a 
free  community  spreading  over  such  an  extent  of 
territory;  and  the  ablest  and  pfofoundest  thinkefs, 
at  the  time,  believed  it  to  be  utterly  impracticable 
that  there  should  be.  Yet  this  difficult  problem 
was  solved — successfully  solved,  by  the  wise  and 
sagabious  men  who  framed  our  Constitution.  No: 
it  was  above  unaided  human  wisdom — above  the 
sagacity  of  the  most  enlightened.  It  was  the  re- 
sult of  a  fortunate  combination  of  circumstances 
co-operating  and  leading  the  way  to  its  formation ; 
directed  by  that  kind  Providence  which  has  so  of- 
ten and  so  signally  disposed  events  in  our  favour. 


THE  OLD  PARTIES. 

FROM  THE  SABfX. 


I  AVAIL  myself  of  the  occasion  to  avow  my  high 
respect  for  both  of  the  great  parties  which  divided 
the  cxjuntry  in  its  early  history.  They  were  both 
eminently  honest  and  patriotic^  and  the  preference 
which  each  gave  to  its  respective  views  resulted 
from  a  zealous  attachment  to  the  pubUc  interest. 
At  that  early  period,  before  there  was  any  expe- 
rienpe  a#to  tne  operation  of  the  system,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  one  should  believe  that  the  danger 
was  a  tendency  to  anarchy,  while  the  other  be- 
lieved it  to  be  towards  despotism,  and  that  these 
different  theoretical  views  should  honestly  have  a 
decided  influence  on  their  public  conduct 


THE  DANGER  OF  SUBSERVI^CY. 

^OM  A  8PXBCH  ON    THE  VXfbUO  DEPOSrTS. 

PHract,  robbery,  and  violence  of  every  descrip- 
tion may,  as  history  proves,  be  followed  by  virtue, 
patriotism,  and  national  greatness ;  but  where  is 
the  exaaiplc  to  be  found  of  a  degenerate,  4»rrupt, 
and  subservient  people,  who  have  ever  recovered 
their  virtue  and  patriotism?  Their  doom  has 
ever  been  the  lowest  state  of  wretchetlness  and 
misery :  scorned,  trodden  down,  and^  obliterated 
for  ever  from  the  list  of  nations.  May  HeavcQ 
grant  that  such  may  never  be  our  doom  ! 


DANIEL  WEBSTER. 


[Bom  1782.] 


A  NOTICE  of  the  great  statesman  of  the  south 
is  natnrally  folloived  hf  one  of  the  illustrious 
New  England er  who  sits  opposite  to  him  in 
the  Senate,  and  who  from  their  first  entrance 
intot^ongress  has  heen  his  most  powerful  and 
most  constant  antagonist.  Daniel  Webster  and 
John  Czldwell  Calhoun  wjere  born  in  the  same 
year.  One  is  the  son  of  a  respectable  northern 
farmer,  who  emigrated  into  New  Hampshire 
when  it  was  a  wildemess,  and  served  as  an 
officer  in  the  old  French  war  and  the  Revo- 

[  lution;  and  the  other  of  a  southern  planter, 
of  similar  circumstances,  who  was  a  pioneer 
in  the  forests  of  Carolina,  and,  with  the  same 
rank,  fought  the  Cherokees'and  the  British. 
The  fathers  of  both,afley  distinguishing  them- 
selres  in  the  field,  were  called  to  honourable 
ciril  stations,  but  they  continued  to  be  culti- 
vators of  the  soil,  and  their  sons,  afler  partially 
acquiring  their  education,  decided  to  follow 
their  inheritei  occupations,  and  passed  some 
three  yeani|n  the  quiet  pursuits  of  agriculture. 
What  changred  the  purpose  of  Webster  is  un- 
kno¥m,  but  Calhoun  was  led  to  study  his  pro- 
fession by  the  just  appreciation  of  an  elder 
brother.  When  Christopher  Gore  presented 
bis  pupil,  young  Daniel  W^ebster,  for  admis- 
sion to  the*bar  of  Boston,  he  ventured  a  pre- 
diction of  his  future  ciflrinence,  which  all  his 
presefit  fame  has  not  i^Pe  than  fulfilled ;  and 
Doctor  Dwight,  about  the  same  lime,^t  the 

^close  of  a  class  examination  at  Yale  College, 
foretold  that  hi^  southern  student,  John  Cald- 
well Calhoun,  would  one  day  be  President  of 
the  United  States.     For  a  while,  they  lingered 

'  about  the  northern  and  southern  horizons,  and 
then  simultaneously  shot  up  into  mid-heaven, 
with  a  steady,  but  different  lustre,  to  fix  the 
gaze,  not  j^  their  admiring  countrymen  only, 
bolepf  mankind.  >  Whatever  may  now  or  here- 
after be  the  estimation  in  which  any  man  gr 
men  engaged  in  our  public  affairs  may  be  held, 
Daniel  Webster  and  John  Caldwell  Calhoun 
will  continue  %o  be  regarded  as  the  repre^nta- 
tives  of  the  genius  and  of  the  leading  opinions 
in  political  philosophy,  held  by  the  northern 
and  southern  states  of  the  confederacy  in  the  ^ 
first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century. 


Mr.  Webster  was  bom  m  SdKsbury,  amiral 
town  on  the  headwaters  of  the  Merrimack  river, 
in  New  Hampshire,  in  1782,  and  afVer  an  im- 
perfect preparation,  in  the  common  schools, 
entered  Dartmouth  Co%ge,  where  he  was 
graduated  when  about  twentjf  years  of  age. 
He  soon  after  turned  his  attention  to  the  law, 
but  the  necessity  of  exerting  himself  for  his 
supp^t  interrupted  a^d  finally  induced  the 
abandonment  of  his  studies.  The  pursuit  of 
business  however  led  him  to  Boston,  and 
while  there  into  the  oflSce  of  Mr.  Gore,  who 
discerned  his  genius,  cultivated  his  acquaint^ 
ance,  and  became  his  instructor.  Here  he 
finished  the  study  of  his  profession,  and  was* 
admitted  an  attorney  and  counsellor,  in  1805. 
He  then  opened  an  oflSce  at  Boscowen,  a  small 
village  near  his  birth  place,  butin  1807  removed 
to  Portsmouth,  where  a  larger  field  wa^  opened 
to  him,  and  thei|^  in  constant  competition  with 
the  best  lawyers  of  New  Hampshire,  he  rose 
rapidly  until  he  was  acknowledged  to  be  se- 
cond to  no  one  at  the  bar  in  the  state. 

Among  the  earliest,  perhaps  the  first  of  all 
Mr.  Webster's  published  writings,  was  an 
oration  "  delivered  before  the  Federal  gentle- . 
men  of  Concord  and  lis  vicinity"  on  the  fourth 
of  July,  1806.  I§9  was  then  but  twenty-four 
years  of  age,  and  the  performance  is  interest- 
ing for  its  subject  and  its  style.  He  discusses 
the  question  whether  it  be  possible  to  preserve 
the  Constitution,  He  saw  thus  early  the  dan- 
gers to  which  it  was  exposed,  and  enlisted  for 
life  in  its  defence. 

Soon  after  the  declaration  of  war,  in  181^, 
he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  national  House 
of  Representatives,  in  which,  during  four  ses- 
sions, he  greatly  distinguished  himsefr  by  his 
eloquence,  extensivljil^noH^lcdge,  and  indepen- 
dent action.  Although  opposed  to  the  war, 
he  advocated  such  measures  as  were  essential 
to  the  honour  and  safety  of  the  country,  and 
particularly  an  increase  of  the  Navy.  "  Even 
our  party  divisions  cease  at  the  water's  edge," 
he  said  :  '^They  are  lost  in  attachment  to  the 
national  character,  where  that  character  is  made 
respectable."  We  were  contending  on  land 
for  maritime  rights.   **  In  time,"  he  continued, 
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**yoa  may  be  enabled  to  redress  injuries  in 
the  places  where  they  are  offered,  and,  if  need 
be,  to  accompany  your  own  flag  throughout 
the  world  with  the  protection  of  your  own 
cannon."  But  his  most  important  services 
in  this  period  wer»<  rendered  to  the  finances. 
In  ldl5  a  bill^ad  passed  the  Senate  and  was 
expected  to  pass  the  House,  for  the  establish- 
ment of  a  bank,  with  a  capital  of  fifty  millions, 
nine  tenths  of  which  were  to  consist  of  depre- 
ciated government  s^urities,  and  it  was  owing 
principally  to  his  efforts  that  it  was  defeated. 
In  the  following  year  he  introduced  and  se- 
cured the  adoption  of  a  resolution  requiring  the 
payment  of  revenue  in  specie  or  convertiMe  pa- 
per. When  he  retired  from  Congress,  in  1817, 
his  course  on  these  questions  had  secured  to  him 
the  reputation  of  being  one  of  the  most  practi- 
cal and  sagacious  statesmen  of  the  country. 

He  now  removed  to  Boston,  and  for  five 
years,  except  during  the  period  in  which  he 
held  a  seat  in  the  convention  for  revising  the 
Constitution  of  Massachusetts,  devoted  him- 
self exclusively  and  assiduously  to  his  pro- 
fession. A  few  masterly  armiments  in  the 
ISupreme  Court  confirmed  in  the  general  judg- 
ment the  opinion  of  his  friends,  that  as  a  law- 
yer he  had  no  superior  in  the  United  States. 

In  this  time  Mr.  Webster  wrote  several  ar- 
ticles for  the  North  American  Review.*  And 
on  the  twenty-second  of  December,  1820,  tlie 
second  centennial  anniversary  of  the  landing 
of  the  Pilgrims,  he  delivered  at  Plymouth  his 
splendid  oration  on  the  first  settlement  of 
New  England ;  on  the  seventeenth  of  June, 
1835,  fifty  years  after  the  battle,  his  address  at 
the  laying  of  the  comer-stone  of  the  Bunker 
Hill  Monument ;  and  on  the  second  of  August, 
1826,  in  Faneuil  Hall,  his  Discourse  in  com- 
memoration of  the  Lives  and  Services  of  Ad- 
ams and  Jefferson. 

In  December,  1823,  Mr.  Webster  again  took 
his  seat  in  the  House  of  Representatives,  and 
in  the  following  month  delivered  his  celebrated 
speech  in  behalf  of  Ike  Greeks.  He  remained 
in  the  House  until  1827,  distinguishing  him- 
self by  his  speeches  on  the  Panama  mission, 
the  tariff,  and  internal  improvements,  and  by 
preparing  and  securing  the  passage  of  the 
Crimes  Act,  of  1825. 

In  1826  he  was  elected  almost  unanimously 
to  represent  the  city  of  Boston  in  the  House 

*  Witii  others,  that  on  the  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill,  in  1813, 
and  that  on  the  Laws  of  Debtor  and  Creditor  in  Ib21. 


of  Representatives,  but  before  the  new  Con- 
gress assembled  a  vacancy  occurred  in  the 
Senate,  and  the  Legislature  chose  him  by  ac- 
clamation to  fill  it.  He  was  regularly  returned 
to  this  body  until  he  resigned  the  senatorial 
dignity  to  become  Secretary  of  State,  in^l840. 

Near  the  close  of  December,  1829,  Mr. 
Foot  introduced  his  celebrated  resolutions  on 
the  Public  Lands.  They  were  the  subject  of 
occasional  and  desultory  debate  until  the  nine- 
teenth of  January,  when  General  Hayne,  of 
South  Carolina,  in  a  vehement  speech  accused 
New  England  of  a  selfish  opposition  to  the  in- 
terests of  the  western  states.  While  he  was 
speaking  Mr.  Webster  entered  the  Senate,  from 
the  Supreme  Court,  where  he  had  been  en- 
gaged in  an  important  case,  and  he  would 
have  replied  as  soon  as  General  Hayne  sat 
down,  but  that  the  Senate  then  adjourned. 
The  next  day  he  delivered  one  of  the  most 
powerful  and  brilliant  speeches  that  have  been 
heard  in  modem  times.  The  debate  was  con- 
tinued until  the  twenty-third  of  January,  on 
both  sides  with  extraordinary  ability,  but  on 
that  of  Mr.  Webster  with  a  force  of  logic  and 
splendour  of  eloquence  that  had  never  been 
equalled  in  the  Senate,  that  have  rarely  been 
equalled  in  the  world.  In  this  ^Ifnous  con- 
troversy the  doctrine  of  nullification  vras  first 
avowed  in  the  Congress,  and  its  triumphant 
overthrow  by  Mr.  Webster  won  for  him  more 
honourable  triumphs  than  ever  rewarded  the 
victories  of  the  field.  With  its  praise  the  na- 
tion **  rung  from  side  to  side."  At  the  banquet 
given  to  him  soon  after  in  NewYork,  the  great 
Chancellor  of  that  state  said  that  the  discus- 
sion had  rescued  constitutional  law  from  ar- 
chives and  libraries,  and  placed  it  **  under  the  ' 
eye,  and  submitted  it  to  the  judgment  of  the 
American  people."  In  1838  another  attempt 
was  made  by  an  abler  champion  to  enforce  the 
same  doctrines  in  the  Senate,  but  Mr.  Web-  \ 
ster's  victory  over  Mr.  Calhoun  was  not  less' 
decisive  than  that  he  had  achieved  over  G«ne» 
ral  Hayne.  « 

In  1839  Mr.  Webster  visited  Englaad, 
where  he  was  received  with  the  honours  due 
to  his  genius,  acquirements,  and  illustrious 
character.  When  the  whig  party  came  into 
power,  in  1841,  he  was  made  Secretary  of 
State,  and  the  extraordinary  ability  which  ke 
displayed  in  negotiating  the  Treaty  of  Wash- 
ington, and  in  other  cases,  crowned  his  name 
with  a  new  glory.    He  returned  to  the  Senate 
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in  1845,  and  is  now  a  member  of  that  body. 
At  a  magnificent  banquet,  attended  by  five 
hundred  grentlemen,  which  was  given  to  him 
in  Philadelphia  on  the  second  of  December, 
1846,  he  delivered  a  speech  of  nearly  four 
hoars,  which  showed  that  at  sixty-five  he  re- 
tains in  perfection  his  remarkable  powers. 
This  is  not  a  place  in  which  it  is  proper  to 
speak  at  length  of  his  course  in  regard  to  pub- 
lie  affairs ;  but  **  peace  has  its  victories  as  well 
as  war,''  and  he  is  not  moved  by  the  spirit  of 
tkds  age  or  of  this  nation,  who  does  not  look 
open  a  statesman  who  prevents  an  appeal  to 
arms  as  more  d^erving  of  applause  than  a 
soldier  who  wins  a  hundred  battles. 

Of  Daniel  Webs|pr  as  an  author,  we  may 
speak  in  every  presence  with  unhesitating  free- 
dom. By  whatever  circumstances  educed,  his 
works  are  "vital  in  every  part."  His  mind 
is  of  the  foremost  rank,  and  in  that  rank  will 
unquestionably  always  hold  a  distinguished 
plaee.  It  cannot  be  doubted  that  he  will  be 
remembered  with  Franklin,  Hamilton,  and 
Marshall,  those  illustrious  countrymen  of  ours, 
upon  whose  intellectual  calibre  the  world  has 
set  the  seal  of  its  high  and  final  judgment. 

Of  Mr.  Webster's  State  Papers  no  collec- 
tions hai§  been  published.  For  wise  appre- 
hension and  dialectic  skill  they  are  among  the 
finest  monuments  of  his  genius.  Of  his  foren- 
sic arguments  we  have  but  a  few  meagre  out- 
lines, sufficient  to  justify  the  measure  of  his  logi- 
cal endowments  which  they  occasioned,  but  not 
su  fficient  to  account  for  the  extraordi  nary  effects 
which  they  produced  iwon  the  mixed  multitude 
who  heard  them.  A#>v  of  his  historical  ad- 
dresses and  congressional  speeches  we  possess 
as  they  came  from  his  hand,  with  the  antique 
simplicity  and  strength  which  are  character- 
istics of  the  highest  order  of  such  productions. 

The  first  volume  of  his  Speeches  and  Foren- 
sic Arguments  was  published  in  Boston  in 
1830,  the  second  in  1838,  and  a  third  in  1843  : 
»the  last  ending  with  his  Remarks  in  the  Senate 
a  few  days  before  he  resigned  his  seat  to  enter 
tlie  cabinet.  Since  he  went  back  to  the  Senate, 
the  most  important  of  his  speeches  that  have 
been  published  are  one  on  the  Treaty  of  Wash- 
ington, and  the  one  delivered  in  Philadelphia. 

His  attention  has  generally  been  directed  to 
home  subjects.  He  is  in  every  sense  Americati. 
But  in  a  few  of  his  speeches  he  has  shown  a 
comprehensive  and  particular  familiarity  with 
European  history  and  politics.    All  his  works 
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bear  the  deeply  impressed  stamp  of  nationality : 
But  in  his  luminous  expositions  of  constitu- 
tional law,  his  discerning  examinations  of  the 
origin,  nature,  and  influences  of  our  liberty  and 
institutions,  his  powerful  discussions  of  our 
policy,  and  his  masterly  portraitures  of  those 
great  men  whose  fame  is  one  of  the  choicest 
inheritances  of  the  nation,  are  shown  most 
clearly  his  love  of  country  and  the  joint  action 
and  fusion  of  his  own  with  the  national  mind. 

He  speaks  always  with  a  manifest  sincerity, 
and  a  consciousness  of  strength.  His  object 
is  the  conviction  of  the  understanding,  and  he 
proceeds  in  effecting  it  with  a  simplicity  and 
directness,  and  a  skill  in  analysis  and  generali- 
zation, which  make  his  advance  like  that  of  the 
sunlight  in  the  track  of  night.  At  times  the 
action  of  the  Reason  is  so  intense  as  to  warm 
into  life  the  Imagination,  which  follows,  with 
bright-eyed  Patriotism,  its  impetuous  and  re- 
sistless march,  to  grace  and  crown  its  triumph. 

Mr.  Webster's  style  is  generally  plain,  sen- 
tentious, and  earnest, — sometimes  solemn  and 
imposing, — and  at  rare  intervals  brilliant  with 
the  play  of  wit,  and  keen  with  sarcasm  and 
invective.  The  greatest  variety  to  be  found 
in  any  one  of  his  speeches  is  in  the  reply  to 
Hayne,  and  the  most  withering  resentment 
and  scorn  in  his  merciless  arraignment  and 
exposure  of  Ingereoll  and  othere  who  assailed 
the  Washington  Treaty,  and  went  out  of  their 
way  to  attack  its  author.  He  is  thoroughly  fur- 
nished with  all  solid  learning  that  can  be  turned 
to  account  in  theeervice  of  the  state.  He  is  a 
classical  scholar  of  the  first  order,  as  familiar 
with  the  poets  as  with  the  historians  and  pub- 
licists, and  has  a  perfect  mastery  of  his  native 
tongue,  which  has  been  acquired  by  a  careful 
study  of  the  Saxon,  and  the  best  English  litera- 
ture, particularly  the  common  version  of  the 
Bible,  and  Bacon,  Shakspeare,  and  Milton. 

In  the  beginning  of  this  notice  are  pointed 
out  some  coincidences  in  the  lives  of  Mr.  Web- 
ster and  Mr.  Calhoun.  The  similarity  of  their 
fortunes  is  likely  to  conj^nue.  They  have  each, 
perhaps,  too  much  inherent  g^reatness  and  dig- 
nity of  character  ever  to  reach  the  presidency. 
They  have  no  need  of  such  distinction  to  live  in 
the  world's  remembrance.  And  they  are  said  to 
be  now  engaged  upon  greatworks,  which  are  to 
be  the  crowning  efforts  of  their  lives :  Mr.  Cal- 
houn upon  a  Treatise  on  the  Principles  of  Go* 
vemmeni,  and  Mr.  Webster  upon  a  History  and 
Exposition  rf  the  Constitution* 
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PRIDE  OF  ANCESTRY. 

FB0M  A  DUCODBSB    IK   COSCMSMOKATION    Or  THU  PIBflrr 
BETTLBMS^'T  OF  XEW  BUOLAND. 


It  is  a  noble  faculty  of  our  nature  which  enables 
us  to  connect  our  thoughts^  our  sympathies,  and 
our  happiness  with  what  is  distant  in  place  or 
time ;  and,  looking  before  and  after,  to  hold  com- 
munion at  once  with  our  ancestors  and  our  pos- 
terity. Human  and  mortal  although  we  are,  we 
are  nevertheless  not  mere  insulated  beings,  with- 
out relation  to  the  past  or  the  fiiture.  Neither 
the  point  of  time  nor  the  spot  of  earth  in  which 
we  physically  live,  bounds  our  rational  and  intel- 
lectual enjoyments.  We  live  in  the  past  by  a 
knowledge  of  its  history,  and  in  the  future  by  hope 
and  anticipation.  By  ascending  to  an  association 
with  our  ancestors;  by  contemplating  their  ex- 
ample and  studying  their  character;  by  partaking 
their  sentiments,  and  imbibing  their  spirit ;  by  ac- 
companying them  in  their  toUs ;  by  sympathizing 
in  their  sufferings,  and  rejoicing  in  their  successes 
and  their  triumphs, — we  mingle  our  own  existence 
with  theirs,  and  seem  to  belong  to  their  age.  We 
become  their  cout4>mponiries,  live  the  lives  which 
they  lived,  endure  what  they  endured,  and  partake 
in  the  rewards  which  they  enjoyed.  And  in  like 
manner,  by  running  along  the  line  of  future  time ; 
by  contemplating  the  probable  fortunes  of  those 
who  are  coming  after  us;  by  attempting  something 
which  may  promote  their  happiness,  and  leave 
some  not  dishonourable  memorial  of  ourselves  for 
their  regard  when  we  shall  sleep  with  the  fathers, 
— we  protmct  our  own  earthly  being,  and  seem 
to  crowd  whatever  is  future,  as  well  as  all  that  is 
past,  into  the  narrow  compass  of  our  earthly  exist- 
ence. As  it  is  not  a  vain  and  false,  but  an  exalted 
and  religious  imagination  which  leads  us  to  raise 
our  thoughts  from  the  orb  which,  amidst  this  uni- 
verse of  worlds,  the  Creator  has  given  us  to  inha- 
bit, and  to  send  them  with  something  of  the  feel- 
ing which  nature  prompts,  and  teaches  to  be  proper 
amoq^  children  of  the  same  Eternal  Parent,  to  the 
contemplation  of  the  myriads  of  fellow-bcin;^s  with 
whitrh  his  goodness  has  peopled  the  infinite  of 
apace;  so  neither  is  it  false  or  vain  to  consider 
ourselves  as  interested  or  connected  with  our 
whole  race  through  all  time ;  allied  to  our  ances- 
tors; allied  to  our  posterity;  closely  compacted  on 
all  sides  with  otliers;  ourselves  being  but  links  in 
tlie  great  chain  of  licing,  which  l>egins  with  the 
origin  of  our  race,  runs  onward  through  its  suc- 
cessive generations,  binding  together  the  past,  the 
present,  and  the  futur^,  and  terminating  at  last 
with  the  consummation  of  all  things  earthly  at 
the  throne  of  God.  i 

There  may  be,  and  there  often  is,  indeed,  a  re- 
gard for  ancestry,  which  nourishes  only  a  weak 
pride ;  as  there  is  also  a  care  for  posterity,  which 
only  disguises  an  habitual  avarice,  or  hides  the 
workings  of  a  low  and  grovelUng  vanity.  But 
there  is  also  a  moral  and  philosophical  respect  for 
our  ancestors,  which  elevates  the  character  and 
improves  the  heart  Next  to  the  sense  of  religious 
duty  and  moral  feeling,  I  hardly  know  what  should 


bear  with  stronger  obligation  on  a  liberal  and  en- 
lightened mind,  than  a  consciouancss  of  alliance 
with  excellence  which  is  departed;  and  a  con- 
sciousness, too,  that  in  its  acts  and  conduct,  and 
even  in  its  sentiments,  it  may  be  actively  operat- 
ing on  the  happiness  of  those  who  come  after 
it  Poetry  is  found  to  have  few  stronger  concep- 
tions, by  which  it  would  afiect  or  overwhelm  the 
mind,  than  those  in  which  it  presents  the  moving 
and  speaking  image  of  the  departed  dead  to  the 
senses  of  the  living.  This  belongs  to  poetry  only 
because  it  is  congenial  to  our  nature.  Poetry"^ 
in  this  respect,  but  the  handmaid  of  true  philoso- 
phy and  morality.  It  deals  with  us  as  human 
beings,  naturally  reverencing  those  whose  visible 
connection  with  this  state  of  being  is  severed,  and 
who  may  yet  exercise  we  know  not  what  sympa- 
thy with  ourselves ; — and  when  it  carries  us  for- 
ward, also,  and  shows  us  tb$  long-continued  result 
of  all  the  good  we  do  in  the  prosperity  of  those 
who  follow  us,  till  it  bears  us  ^om  ourselves,  and 
absorbs  us  in  an  intense  interest  for  what  shall 
happen  to  the  generations  after  us,  it  speaks  only 
in  the  language  of  our  nature,  and  affects  us  with 
aentiments  which  belong  to  us  as  human  beings. 


INFLUENCE  OF  GREAT  ACTIONS. 


FBOM  THK  SABIK. 


GasAT  actions  and  striking  occurrences,  having 
excited  a  temporary  admiration,  often  pass  awaj 
and  are  forgotten,  because  they  leave  no  lasting 
results,  affecting  the  prosperity  of  communities. 
Such  is  frequently  the  fortune  of  the  most  brilliant 
military  achievements.  Of  the  ten  ^ousand  bat- 
tles which  have  been  fought ;  of  all  the  fields  fer- 
tilized with  carnage ;  of  the  banners  which  have 
been  bathed  in  blood ;  of  the  warriors  who  have 
hoped  that  they  had  risen  from  the  field  of  con- 
quest to  a  glory  as  brig|^  and  as  durable  as  the 
stiirs,  how  few  that  continue  long  to  interest  man- 
kind! The  victory  of  yesterday  is  revcned  by 
the  defeat  of  to-day ;  the  star  of  military  glory, 
rising  like  a  meteor,  like  a  meteor  has  fallen ;  dis- 
grace and  disaster  hang  on  the  heels  of  conquest 
and  renown ;  victor  and  vanquished  presently  pass 
away  to  obHvion,  and  the  world  holds  on  its 
course,  with  the  loss  only  of  so  many  lives  and  so  k 
much  treasure. 

But  if  this  is  frequently,  or  generally,  the  for- 
tune of  military  achievements,  it  is  not  sdways  so.* 
There  are  enterprises,  military  as  well  as  dvU, 
that  sometimes  check  the  current  of  events,  give  a 
new  tuni  to  human  affairs,  and  transmit  their  con- 
sequences through  ages.  We  see  their  import- 
ance in  their  results  and  call  them  great,  because 
great  things  follow.  There  have  been  battles 
which  have  fixed  the  fate  of  nations.  These  come 
down  to  us  in  history  with  a  solid  and  perma- 
nent influence,  not  created  by  a  display  of  glitter- 
ing armour,  the  rush  of  adverse  battalions,  the 
sinking  and  rising  of  pennons,  the  flight,  the  pur- 
suit, and  the  victory ;  but  by  their  efiect  in  ad- 
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Tuicmg  or  retarding  human  knowledge,  in  over- 
throwing or  establishing  despotism,  in  extending 
or  destroying  human  happiness.  When  the  tra- 
veller pauses  on  the  plains  of  Marathon,  what  are 
the  emotions  which  strongly  agitate  his  breast; 
what  is  that  glorious  recollection  that  thrills  through 
his  frame,  and  sufluses  hu  eyes  ?  Not,  I  imagine, 
that  Grecian  skill  and  Grecian  valour  were  here 
most  signally  displayed;  but  that  Greece  herself 
was  saved.  It  is  Because  to  this  spot,  and  to  the 
event  which  has  rendered  it  immortal,  he  refers  all 
^c  succeeding  glories  of  the  republic  It  is  bo- 
cause,  if  that  day  had  gone  otherwise,  Greece  had 
perish^  It  is  because  he  perceives  that  her  phi- 
losophers and  orators,  her  poets  and  painters,  her 
eculptors  and  af^hitects,  her  government  and  free 
institutions  point  backward  to  Mara^on,  and  that 
their  future  existence  seems  to  have  been  sus- 
pended on  the  contingency,  whether  the  Persian 
or  Greciln  banner  should  wave  victorious  in  the 
beams  of  that  day's  setting  sun.  And  as  his  ima- 
gination kindles  at  the  retrospect,  he  is  transported 
back  to  the  interesting  moment:  be  counts  the 
#arfr]l  odds '  of  the  contending  hosts ;  his  interest 
for  the  result  overwhelms  him ;  he  trembles  as  if 
it  was  still  uncertain,  and  seems  to  doubt  whether 
he  may  consider  Socrates  and  Plato,  Demosthenes, 
Sophocles,  and  Phidias,  as  secure,  yet,  to  himself 
and  to  the  world. 


THE  SETTLiMENT   OF  PLYMOUTH. 


FB03C  THB  8AMB. 


Our  Others  came  hither  to  a  land  from  which 
they   were   never  to   return.     Hither  they   had 
brought,  and  here  they  were  to  fix  their  hopes, 
their  attachments,  and  their  objects.     Some  natu- 
ral tears  they  shed  as  they  left  the  pleasant  abodes 
of  their  fathers,  and  some  emotions  they  suppressed 
when  the  white  cliffs  of  their  native  country,  now 
icen  for  the  last  time,  grew  dim  to  their  sight 
They  were  acting  however  upon  a  resolution  not 
to  be  changed.     With  whatever  stifled  regrets, 
with  whatever  occasional  hesitation,  with  whatever 
appalling  apprehensions,  which  must  sometimes 
arise  with  force  to  shako  the  firmest  purpose,  they 
had  yet  committed  themselves  to  heaven  and  the 
elements;  and  a. thou  sand  leagues  of  water  soon 
interposed  to  separate  them  for  ever  from  the  re- 
gion which  gave  them  birth.     A  new  existence 
awaited  them  here;  and  when  they   saw  these 
V    shores,  rough,  cold,  barbarous,  and  barren  as  then 
they  were,  they  beheld  their  country.     That  mixed 
and  strong  feeling,  which  we  call  love  of  country, 
and  which  is  in  general  never  extinguished  in  the 
heart  of  man,  grasped  and  embraced  its  proper 
object  here.     Whatever  constitutes  country ,  except 
the  earth  and  the  sun,  all  the  moral  causes  of  affec- 
tion and  attachment  which  operate  upon  the  heart, 
they  had  brought  with  them  to  their  new  abode. 
Here  were  now  their  families  and  friends,  their 
homes,  and  their  property.     Before  they  reached 
the  shore,  they  had  established  the  elements  of  a 
!    social  system,  and  at  a  much  earlier  period  had 


settled  their  forms  of  religious  worship^  At  the 
moment  of  their  landing,  therefore,  they  possessed 
institutions  of  government,  and  institutions  of  re- 
ligion :  and  friends  and  families,  and  social  and 
religious  institutions,  established  by  consent,  found- 
ed on  choice  and  preference,  how  nearly  do  these 
fill  up  our  whole  idea  of  country  ! — The  morning 
that  beamed  on  the  first  night  of  their  repose  saw 
the  Pilgrims  already  established  in  their  country. 
There  were  political  institutions,  and  civil  hberty, 
and  religious  worship.  Poetry  has  fancied  nothing 
in  the  wanderings  of  heroes  so  distinct  and  charac- 
teristic. Here  was  man  indeed  unprotected,  and 
unprovided  for,  on  the  shore  of  a  rude  and  fearful 
wilderness;  but  it  was  politic,  intelligent, and  edu- 
cated man.  Every  thing  was  civilized  but  the 
physical  world.  Institutions  containing  in  sub- 
stance all  that  ages  had  done  for  human  govern- 
ment were  established  in  a  forest.  Cultivated 
mind  was  to  act  on  uncultivated  nature;  and, 
more  than  ^all,  a  government  and  a  country  were 
to  commence  with  the  very  first  foundations  laid 
under  the  divine  light  of  the  Christian  religion. 
Happy  auspices  of  a  happy  futurity !  Who  would 
wish  that  his  country's  existence  had  otherwise 
begun  t — Who  would  desire  the  power  of  going 
back  to  the  ages  of  fable  ?  Who  would  wish  for 
an  origin  obscured  in  the  darkness  of  antiquity  t — 
Who  would  wish  for  other  emblazoning  of  hia 
country's  heraldry,  or  other  ornaments  of  her  ge- 
nealogy, thai)  to  be  able  to  say  that  her  first  exist- 
ence was  with  intelligence;  her  first  breath  the 
inspirations  of  liberty ;  her  first  principle  the  truth 
of  divine  religion  1 


BUNKER  HILL  MONUMENT. 

ntOM  AN  ADDRESS  ON  LATINO  TTS  CORNKK-STONS. 


Ws  know  that  the  record  of  illustrious  actions 
is  most  safely  diposited  in  the  universal  remem- 
brance of  mankind.  We  know  that  if  we  could 
cause  this  structure  to  ascend,  not  only  till  it 
reached  the  skies,  but  till  it  pierced  them,  its  broad 
surface  could  still  contain  but  part  of  that,  which, 
in  an  age  of  knowledge,  hath  already  been  spread 
over  the  earth,  and  which  history  charges  herself 
with  making  known  to  all  future  tiroes.  We 
know  that  no  inscription  on  entablatures  less  broad 
than  the  earth  itself,  can  carry  information  of  the 
events  we  commemorate  where  it  has  not  already 
gone ;  and  that  no  structure  which  shall  not  out- 
live the  duration  of  letters  and  knowledge  among 
men,  can  prolong  the  memorial.  But  our  object 
is,  by  this  edifice,  to  show  our  deep  sense  of  the 
value  a||4  importance  of  the  achievements  of  our 
ancestors ;  and  by  presenting  this  work  of  grati- 
tude to  the  eye,  to  keep  alive  similar  sentiments, 
and  to  foster  a  similar  regard  to  the  principles  of 
the  Revolution.  Human  beings  are  composed  not 
of  reason  only,  but  of  imagination  also,  and  senti- 
ment; and  that  is  neither  wasted  nor  misapplied 
which  is  appropriated  to  the  purpose  of  giving 
right  direction  to  sentiments,  and  opening  proper 
springs  of  feeling  in  the  heart 


180 


DANIEL   WEBSTER. 


Let  it  not  be  suppoiipd  that  our  object  is  to  per- 
petuate national  hostility,  or  even  to  cherish  a 
mere  military  spirit  It  is  higher,  purer,  nobler. 
We  consecrate  our  work  to  the  spirit  of  national 
independence,  and  we  wish  that  the  light  of  peace 
may  rest  upon  it  for  ever.  We  rear  a  memorial 
of  our  conviction  of  the  unmeasured  benefit  which 
has  been  conferred  on  our  land,  and  of  the  happy 
influences  which  have  been  produced,  by  the  same 
events,  on  the  general  intcrcstn  of  mankind.  We 
come  as  Americans  to  mark  a  spot  which  must  be 
for  ever  dear  to  us  and  our  posterity.  We  wish 
that  whosoever,  in  all  coming  time,  shall  turn  his 
eyes  hither,  may  behold  that  the  place  is  not  un- 
distinguished where  the  first  great  battle  of  the 
Revolution  was  fought.  We  wish  that  this  struc- 
ture may  proclaim  the  magnitude  and  importance 
of  that  event  to  every  class  and  ^yery  age.  We 
wish  that  infancy  may  learn  the  purpose  of  its 
erection  from  maternal  lips,  and  that  weary  and 
withered  age  may  behokl  it,  and  be  so^ccd  by  the 
recollections  which  it  suggests.  We  wish  that 
labour  may  look  up  here,  and  be  proud  in  the 
midst  of  its  toil.  We  wish  that,  in  those  days  of 
disaster  which,  as  they  come  upq|)  all  nations,  must 
be  expected  to  come  on  us  also,  desponding  patriot- 
ism may  turn  it8*eyes  hither,  and  be  assured  that 
the  foimdations  of  our  national  power  still  stand 
strong.  We  wish  that  this  column,  rising  toward 
heaven  among  the  pointed  spires  of  so  many  tem- 
ples dedicated  to  God,  may  contribute  also  to  pro- 
duce, in  all  minds,  a  pious  feeling  of  dependence 
and  gratitude.  We  wish,  final ^  that  the  last  ob- 
ject on  the  sight  of  him  who  leaves  his  native 
shore,  and  the  first  to  gladden  him  who  revisits  it, 
may  be  something  wliich  shall  remind  him  of  the 
liberty  and  glory  of  his  country*  Let  it  rise  till  it 
meet  the  sun  in  his  coming :  let  the  carUest  light 
of  morning  gild  it,  and  parting  day  linger  and 
play  upon  its  summit. 


TO  THE  SURVIVORS  OF  THE  BATTLE 
OF  BUNKER  HILL. 

FROM  TIIE  SAMS. 


Vexzrabls  men !  you  have  come  down  to  us 
from  a  former  generation.  Heaven  has  bounte- 
ously lengthened  out  your  lives  that  you  might 
behold  this  joyous  day.  You  are  now  where  you 
stood  fifty  years  ago,  this  very  hour,  with  your 
brothers  and  your  neighbours,  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
in  the  strife  of  your  country.  Behold  how  altered ! 
The  same  heavens  are  indeed  over  your  head*}; 
the  same  ocean  rolls  at  your  feet;  but  all  else, 
how  changed  !  You  hear  now  no  roar  ^if  hostile 
cannon,  you  see  no  mixed  volumes  of  smoke  and 
flame  rising  from  burning  Charlestown.  The 
ground  strewed  with  the  dead  and  the  dying ;  the 
impetuous  charge ;  the  steady  and  successful  re- 
pulse; the  loud  call  to  repeated  assault;  the  sum- 
moning of  all  that  is  manly  to  repeated  resistance ; 
a  thousand  bosoms  freely  and  fearlessly  bared  in 
an  instant  to  whatever  of  terror  there  may  bo  in 
war  and  death; — all  these  you  have  witnessed, 


but  you  witness  them  no  more.  All  is  peace. 
The  heights  if  yonder  metropolis,  its  towers  and 
roofs,  which  you  then  saw  fidled  with  wivfes  and 
children  and  countrymen  in  distress'  and  terror, 
and  looking  with  unutterable  emotions  for  the  issue 
of  the  combat,  have  presented  you  to-day  with  the 
sight  of  its  whole  happy  population,  come  out  to 
welcome  and  greet  you  with  a  universal  jubilee. 
Yonder  proud  ships,  by  a  felicity  of  position  ap- 
propriately lying  at  the  foof  of  this  mount,  and 
seeming  fondly  to  cling  around  it,  are  not  means  oL 
annoyance  to  you,  but  your  country's  own  means 
of  distinction  and  defence.  All  is  peace;  and 
Grod  has  granted  you  this  sight  of  your  country's 
happiness,  ere  you  slumber  in  the  grave  for  ever. 
He  has  allowed  you  to  behold  and  to  partake  the 
reward  of  yttp  patriotic  toils;  and  he^has  allowed 
us,  your  sons  and  countrymen,  to  meet  you  here, 
and  in  the  name  of  the  present  generation,  in  the 
name  of  your  country,  in  the  name  of  liberty,  to 
thank  you ! 

But,  alas!  you  are  not  all  here!  Time  and 
the  sword  have  thinned  your  ranks.  Prescott, 
Putnam,  Stark,  Brooks,  Read,  Pom^oy,  Bridget 
our  eyes  seek  for  you  in  vain  amidst  this  broken 
band.  You  are  gathered  to  your  fathers,  and  live 
only  to  your  country  in  her  grateful  remembrance 
and  your  own  bright  example.  But  let  us  not 
too  much  grieve  that  you  have  met  the  common 
fate  of  men.  You  lived  at  least  long  enoo^  to 
know  that  your  work  had  been  nobly  and  success- 
fully accomplished.  You  lived  to  see  your  coun- 
try's independence  establii>hed,  and  to  sheathe 
your  swonis  from  war.  On  the  light  of  liberty 
you  saw  arise  the  light  of  Peace,  like 

'*  another  mom, 
Risen  on  mid>iioon;'' — 

and  the  sky  on  which  you  closed  your  eyes  was 
cloudless. 

But — ah ! — Him  !  the  first  great  martyr  in  this 
great  cause !  Him !  the  premature  victim  of 
his  own  self-devoting  heart !  Him !  the  head  of 
our  civil  councils,  and  the  destined  leader  of  our 
military  bands ;  whom  nothing  brought  hither  but 
the  unquenchable  fire  of  his  own  spirit ;  him !  cat 
off*  by  Pro\'idence  in  the  hour  of  overwlielming 
anxiety  and  thick  gloom ;  falling  ere  he  saw  the 
star  of  his  country  rise ;  pouring  out  his  generous 
blood  like  water  before  he  knew  whether  it  wtmld 
fertilize  a  land  of  freedom  or  of  bondage!  how 
shall  I'  struQTgle  with  the  emotions  that  stifle  the 
utterance  of  thy  name ! — Our  poor  work  may  pe- 
rish; but  thine  shall  endure!  This  monument 
may  moulder  away ;  the  solid  ground  it  rests  upon 
may  sink  down  to  a  level  with  the  sea ;  but  thy 
memory  shall  not  fail !  Wheresoever  among  men 
a  heart  shall  be  found  that  beats  to  the  transports 
of  patriotism  and  liberty,  its  aspirations  shall  be  to 
claim  kindred  with  thy  spirit !  . . . 

Veterans !  you  are  the  remnant  of  many  a  well- 
fought  field.  You  bring  with  you  marks  of  honour 
from   Trenton  and  Monmouth,  fi'om  Yorktown, 

amden,  Bennington,  and  Saratoga.  Veterans  of 
half  a  century  !  when  in  your  youthful  days  you 
put  every  thing  at  hazard  in  your  country's  cause, 
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good  as  that  caute  was,  and  sanguine  as  youth  is, 
still  your  fondest  hopes  did  not  stsitch  onward  to 
an  hour  like  this!  At  a  period  to  which  you 
could  not  reasonably  have  eipected  to  arrive ;  at 
a  moment  of  national  prosperity,  such  as  you  could 
ncTcr  have  foreseen,  you  are  now  met  here  to  en- 
joy the  fellowship  of  old  soldiers,  and  to  receive 
the  overflovrings  of  a  universal  gratitude. 

But  your  agitated  countenances  and  your  heav- 
ing breasts  inform  ^e  that  even  this  is  not  an  un- 
C'  xed  joy.  I  perceive  that  a  tumult  of  contending 
ilings  rushes  upon  you.  The  images  of  the 
dead,  as  well  as  the  persons  of  the  living,  throng 
to  your  embraces.  The  scene  overwhelms  you, 
and  I  turn  from  it  May  the'Father  of  all  mercies 
smile  upop  your  declining  years  and  bless  them ! 
And  when'  you  shall  here  have  ex|iianged  your 
embraces ;  when  you  shall  once  more  have  pressed 
the  hands  which  have  been  so  often  extended  to 
give  suoy ur  in  adversity,  or  grasped  in  the  exulta- 
tion of  victory ;  then  look  abroad  into  this  lovely 
land,  which  your  young  valour  defended,  and  mark 
the  happiness  with  which  it  is  filled ;  yea,  look 
d>road  into  tfie  whole  earth  and  see  what  a  name 
you  have  contributed  to  give  to  your  country,  and 
what  a  praise  you  have  added  to  freedom,  and  then 
rejoice  in  the  sympathy  and  gratitude  which  beam 
upon  your  last  days  from  the  improved  condition 
of  mankind. 


LITERARY   CHARACTER  OF  ADAMS 
AND  JEFFERSON. 

rmOit  ▲  KULOOT  ox  ADAJO  and  JXrFXSSOH. 


The  last  public  labour  of  Mr.  Jefferson  naturally 
suggests  the  expression  of  the  high  praise  which 
is  due,  both  to  him  and  to  Mr.  Adams,  for  their 
uniform  and  zealous  attachment  to  learning,  and 
to  the  cauae  of  general  knowledge.  Of  the  ad- 
vantages of  learning,  indeed,  and  of  literary  accom- 
pHshments,  their  own  characters  were  striking 
recommendations  and  illustrations.  They  were 
sdiolars,  ripe  and  good  scholars;  widely  acquaij^ted 
with  ancient  as  well  as  modem  literature,  and  not 
altogether  uninstructed  in  the  deeper  sciences. 
TlTcir  acquirements  doubtless  were  different,  and 
so  were  the  particular  objects  of  their  literary  pur- 
suits ;  as  their  tastes  and  characters  in  these  re- 
wpettM  diflered  like  those  of  other  men.  Being 
also  men  of  busy  lives,  with  great  objects  requiring 
action  constantly  before  them,  their  attainments  in 
letters  did  not  become  showy  or  obtrusive.  Yet  I 
would  hazard  the  opinion,  that,  if  we  could  now 
ascertain  all  the  causes  which  gave  them  eminence 
and  distinction  in  the  midst  of  the  great  men  with 
whom  they  acted,  we  should  find  not  among  the 
least  their  early  acquisition  in  literature,  the  re- 
sources which  it  furnished,  the  promptitude  and 
fiurility  which  it  communicated,  and  the  wide  field 
it  opened  for  analogy  and  illustration;  giving  them 
thus,  on  every  subject,  a  larger  view  and  a  broader 
range,  as  well  for  discussion  as  for  the  government 
o(  their  own  conduct. 

Literature  sometimes,  and  pretensions  to  it  much 


oftener,  disgusts,  by  appearing  to  hang  loosely  on 
the  character,  like  something  foreign  or  extrane- 
ous; not  a  part,  but  an  ill-adjusted  appendage; 
or  by  seeming  to  overload  and  weigh  it  down  by 
its  unsightly  bulk,  like  the  productions  of  bad 
taste  in  architecture,  when  there  is  massy  and 
cumbrous  ornament  without  strength  or  soUdity 
of  column.  This  has  exposed  learning,  and  espe- 
cially classical  learning,  to  reproach.  Men  have 
seen  that  it  might  exist  without  mental  superiori^, 
without  vigour,  without  good  taste,  and  without 
utility.  But,  in  such  teases,  classical  learning  has 
only  not  inspired  natural  talent;  or,  at  most,  it  has 
but  made  original  feebleness  of  intellect  and  natu- 
ral bluntness  of  perception  somewhat  more  con- 
spicuous. The  question,  after  all,  if  it  be  a  ques- 
tion, is,  whether  literature,  ancient  as  well  as  mo- 
dem, does  not  assist  a  good  understanding,  improve 
natural  good  taste,  add  polished  armour  to  native 
strength,  and  render  its  possessor  not  only  more 
capable  of^dicriving  private  happiness  from  con- 
templation and  reflection,  but  more  accomplished 
also  for  action  in  the  affairs  of  life,  and  especially 
for  public  action.  Those,  whose  memories  we 
now  honour,  west  learned  men ;  but  their  learning 
was  kept  in  its  proper  place,  and  made  subservient 
to  the  uses  and  objects  of  hfe.  They  were  scho- 
lars, not  common  nor  superficial ;  but  their  scho- 
larship was  so  in  keeping  with  their  character,  so 
blended  and  inwrought,  that  careless  observere  or 
bad  judges,  not  seeing  an  ostentatious  display  of 
it,  might  infer  that  it  did  not  exist ;  forgetting,  or 
not  knowing,  that  classical  learning  in  men  who 
act  in  conspicuous  public  stations,  perform  duties 
which  exercise  the  faculty  of  writing,, or  address 
popular,  judicial,  or  deliberative  bodies,  is  often 
felt  where  it  is  little  seen,  and  sometimes  felt  more 
eflectually  because  it  is  not  seen  at  alL 


ELOQUENCE, 

raOM  THX  SAMS. 


Wnsif  public  bodies  are  to  be  addressed  on 
momentous  occasions,  when  great  interests  arc  at 
stake,  and  strong  passions  excited,  nothing  is  valu- 
able in  speech  farther  than  it  is  connected  with 
high  intellectual  and  moral  endowments.  Clear- 
ness, force,  and  earnestness  are  the  qualities  which 
produce  conviction.  True  eloquence,  indeed,  does 
not  consist  in  speech.  It  cannot  be  brought  from 
far.  Labour  and  Icaming  may  toil  for  it,  but  they 
will  toil  in  vain.  Words  and  phrases  may  be 
marahalled  in  every  way,  but  they  cannot  com- 
pass it  It  must  exist  in  the  man,  in  the  subject, 
and  in  4he  occasion.  Affected  passion,  intense 
expression,  the  pomp  of  declamation,  all  may  as- 
pire after  it — they  cannot  reach  it  It  comes,  if 
it  come  at  all,  like  the  outbreaking  of  a  fountain 
from  the  earth,  or  the  bursting  forth  of  volcanic 
fires  with  spontaneous,  original,  native  force.  The 
graces  taught  in  the  schools,  the  costly  omaments, 
and  studied  contrivances  of  speech,  shock  and  dis- 
gust men,  when  their  own  lives,  and  the  fiite  of 
Uieir  wives,  their  children,  and  their  country  hang 
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on  the  decudon  of  the  hour.  Then,  words  hare 
lost  their  power,  rhetoric  is  vain,  and  all  elaborate 
oratory  contemptible.  Even  genius  itself  then 
feels  rebuked  and  subdued,  as  in  the  presence  of 
higher  qualities.  Then,  patriotism  is  eloquent; 
then,  self-devotion  is  eloquent.  The  clear  concep- 
tion outrunning  the  deductions  of  logic,  the  high 
purpose,  the  firm  resolve,  the  dauntless  spirit, 
speaking  on  the  tongue,  beaming  from  the  eye, 
informing  every  feature,  and  urging  the  whole 
man  onward,  right  onward  to  his  object — this,  this 
is  eloquence :  or  rather  it  is  something  greater  and 
higher  than  all  eloquence, — it  is  action,  noble, 
sublime,  godlike  action. 


PUBLIC  OPINION. 

raOM  A.  8PKSCH  ON  THE  O&KXK   ■EVOLUTION. 


It  may  be  asked,  perhaps, . . .  what  can  we  dol 
Are  we  to  go  to  war  ?  Are  we  to  interfere  in  the 
Greek  cause,  or  any  other  European  cftuse  ?  Are 
we  to  endanger  our  pacific  relations  1 — No,  cer- 
tainly not  What,  then,  the  question  recurs,  re- 
mains for  ui  ?  If  we  will  not  endanger  our  own 
peace ;  if  we  will  neither  fumi^  armies  nor  na- 
vies to  the  cause  which  we  think  the  just  one, 
what  b  there  within  ow  power  ? 

8ir,  this  reasoning  mistakes  the  age.  The  time 
has  been,  indeed,  when  fleets,  and  armies,  and  sub- 
sidies were  the  principal  reliances  even  in  the  best 
cause.  But,  happily  for  mankind,  there  has  arrived 
a  great  change  in  this  respect.  Moral  causes  come 
into  consideration,  in  proportion  as  the  progress  of 
knowledge  is  advancc^i ;  and  the  public  opinion  of 
the  civilized  world  is  rapidly  gaining  an  ascend- 
ency over  mere  brutal  force.  It  is  already  able  to 
oppose  the  most  formidable  obstruction  to  the  pro- 
gress of  injustice  and  oppression ;  and,  as  it  grows 
more  intelligent  and  more  intense,  it  will  be  more 
and  more  formidable.  It  may  be  silenced  by  mili- 
tary power,  but  it  cannot  be  conquered.  It  is 
elastic,  irrepressible,  and  invulnerable  to  the  wea- 
pons of  ordinary  warfare.  It  is  that  impassable, 
unexiinguishable  enemy  of  mere  violence  and  arbi- 
trary rule  which,  hke  Milton's  angels, 

*•  Vital  in  every  p»rt. 
Cannot,  but  by  annihiiaiing,  die." 

Until  this  be  propitiated  or  satisfied,  it  is  vain 
for  power  to  talk  cither  of  triumphs  or  of  repose. 
No  matter  what  fields  arc  desolated,  what  fortresses 
surrendered,  what  armies  subdued,  or  what  pro- 
vinces overrun.  In  the  history  of  the  year  that 
has  passed  by  us,  and  in  the  instance  of  unhappy 
Spain,  we  have  seen  the  vanity  of  all  triumphs  in 
a  cause  which  violates  the  general  sense  of  justice 
of  the  civilized  world.  It  is  nothing  that  &e  troops 
of  France  have  passed  from  the  Pyrenees  to  Cadiz : 
it  is  nothing  that  all  unhappy  and  prostrate  nation 
has  fallen  before  them ;  it  is  nothing  that  arrests, 
and  confiscation,  and  execution  sweep  away  the 
Uttle  remnant  of  national  resistance.  There  is  an 
enemy  that  still  exists  to  check  the  glory  of  these 
triumphs.  It  follows  the  conqueror  back  to  the 
very  scene  of  his  ovations ;  it  calls  upon  him  to 
take  notice  that  Europe,  though  silent,  is  yet  in- 


dignant ;  it  shows  him  that  the  sceptre  of  his  vio 
tory  is  a  barren  sceptre ;  that  it  shall  confer  neither 
joy  nor  honour,  but  shaU  moulder  to  dry  ashes  in 
his  grasp.  In  the  midst  of  his  exultation  it  pierces 
his  ear  with  the  cry  of  injured  justice,  it  denounces 
against  him  the  indignation  of  an  enlightened  and 
civilized  age ;  it  turns  to  bitterness  the  cup  of  his 
rejoicing,  and  wounds  him  with  the  sting  wbicb 
belongs  to  the  consciousness  of  having  outraged 
the  opinion  of  mankind. 


IMPRISONMENT  FOR  DEBT. 
moM  ▲  smcB  ON  the  baic kbupt  law. 


Wk  talk  much,  and  talk  warmly,  of  political 
liberty ;  and  well  we  may,  for  it  is  among  the  chief 
of  public  blessings.  But  who  can  enjoy  political 
liberty  if  he  is  deprived  permanently  of  personal 
libehy,  and  the  exercise  of  his  own  industry,  and 
his  own  faculties  ?  To  those  unfortunate  indiri- 
duals,  doomed  to  the  everlasting  bondage  of  debt, 
what  is  it  that  we  have  free  institutions  of  govern* 
ment  ?  What  is  it  that  we  have  public  and  popo* 
lar  assemblies  ?  Nay,  to  them,  what  is  even  thb 
Constitution  itself,  in  its  actual  operation,  and  as 
we  now  administer  it, — what  is  its  aspect  to  them 
bttt  an  aspect  of  stem,  implacable  severity  t — an 
aspect  of  refusal,  denial,  and  frowning  rebuke ! — 
nay,  more  than  that,  an  aspect  not  only  of  auste- 
rity and  rebuke  even,  but,  as  they  must  think  it, 
of  plain  injustice  also ;  since  it  will  not  relieve 
them,  nor  sufibr  others  to  give  them  relief.  What 
love  can  they  feel  toward  the  Constitution  of  their 
country,  which  has  taken  the  power  of  striking  cfif 
their  bonds  from  their  own  paternal  state  govern- 
ments, and  yet,  inexorable  to  all  the  cries  of  justice 
and  of  mercy,  holds  it,  unexercised,  in  its  own  £i8t 
and  unrelenting  clinch?  They  find  themselves 
bondsmen,  because  we  will  not  execute  the  com- 
mands of  the  Constitution — bondsmen  to  debts 
they  cannot  pay,  and  which  all  know  they  cannot 
pay,  and  which  take  away  the  power  of  support- 
ing.themselves.  Other  slaves  have  masters,  charged 
with  the  duty  of  support  and  protection ;  but  their 
masters  neither  clothe,  nor  feed,  nor  shelter ; — they 
onlv  bind 

Sir,  let  us  gr&tify  the  whole  country,  for  once, 
with  the  joyjpvLB  clang  of  chains, — ^joyous  because 
heard  falling  from  the  limbs  of  men.  The  wisest 
among  those  whom  I  address  can  desire  nothing 
more  beneficial  than  this  measure,  or  more  univer- 
sally desired ;  and  he  who  is  youngest  may  not  ex- 
pect to  live  long  enough  to  see  a  better  opportunity 
of  causing  new  pleasures  and  a  happiness  long  un- 
tasted  to  spring  up  in  the  hearts  of  the  poor  and 
the  humble.  How  many  husbands  and  fathers 
are  looking  with  hopes  which  they  carmot  sup- 
press, and  yet  hanlly  dare  to  cherish,  for  the  result 
of  this  debate !  How  many  wives  and  mothers  will 
pass  sleepless  and  feverish  nights,  until  they  know 
whether  they  and  &eir  &miUes  shall  be  raised 
from  poverty,  despondency,  and  despair,  and  re- 
stored again  to  the  circles  (^  industrious,  indepen- 
dent, and  happy  life ! 
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REPLY  TO  A  TAUNT  OF  MR.  HAVffE. 

VSOX  ▲  SPKSCU  021  MB.  FOOTB'S  RBSOLUTIOX. 


It  wafl*  put  as  a  question  for  me  to  answer^  and 
so  put  as  if  it  were  difficult  for  me  to  answer, 
whether  I  deemed  the  member  frcHU  Missouri  an 
OTermatch  for  myself  in  debate  here.  It  seems  to 
me,  sir,  that  this  is  extraordinary  language,  and 
an  extraordinary  tone  for  the  discussions  of  this 
body. 

Matches  and  over-matches !  Those  terms  are 
more  applicable  elsewhere  than  here,  and  fitter  for 
other  assemblies  than  this.  Sir,  the  gentleman 
seems  to  forget  where  and  what  we  are.  This  is 
a  senate:  a  senate  of  equals :  otinen  of  individual 
honour  and  personal  character,  and  of  absolute 
independence.  We  know  no  masters;  we  ac- 
knowledge no  dictators.  This  is  a  hall  for  mutual 
consultation  and  discussion ;  not  an  arena  for  the 
exhibition  of  champions.  I  offer  myself,  sir,  as  a 
match  for  no  man,  I  throw  the  challenge  of  deliate 
at  no  man*s  feet  But  then,  sir,  since  the  honourable 
member  has  put  the  question  in  a  manner  that 
calls  for  an  answer,  I  will  give  him  an  answer; 
and  I  tell  him  that,  holding  myself  to  be  the  hum- 
blest of  the  members  here,  I  yet  know  nothing  in 
the  arm  of  his  friend  from  Missouri,  either  alone 
or  when  aided  by  the  arm  of  his  friend  from  South 
Carolina,  that  need  deter  even  me  from  espousij^ 
whatever  opinions  I  may  choose  to  espouse,  from 
debating  whenever  I  may  choose  to  debate,  or  from 
speaking  whatever  I  may  see  fit  to  say  on  the  floor 
of  the  Senate.  Sur,  when  uttered  as  matter  of 
conunendation  or  compliment,  I  should  dissent 
from  nothing  which  the  honourable  member  might 
say  of  his  friend.  Still  less  do  I  put  forth  any 
pretensions  of  my  own.  But  when  put  to  me  as 
a  matter  of  taunt,  I  throw  it  back,  and  say  to  the 
gentleman  that  he  c^uld  possibly  say  nothing  less 
likely  than  such  a  comparison  to  wound  my  pride 
of  personal  character.  The  anger  of  its  tone  res-' 
cued  the  remark  from  intentional  irony,  which 
otherwise,  probably,  would  have  been  its  general 
acceptation.  But,  sir,  if  it  be  imagined  that  by 
this  mutual  quotation  and  commendation ;  if  it  be 
supposed,  Uiat  by  casting  the  characters  of  the 
drama,  assigning  to  each  his  part ;  to  one  the  at- 
tack; to  another  the  cry  of  onset:  or,  if  it  be 
thought  th^t  by  a  loud  and  empty  vaunt  of  antici- 
pated victory,  any  laurels  are  to  be  won  here ;  if  it 
be  imagined,  especially,  that  any  or  all  of  these 
things  will  shake  any  purpose  of  mine,  I  can  tell 
the  honourable  member,  once  for  all,  that  ho  is 
greatly  mistaken,  and  that  he  is  dealing  with  one 
of  whose  temper  and  character  he  has  yet  much 
to  learn.  Sir,  I  shall  not  allo^  myself,  on  this 
occasion,  to  be  betrayed  into  any  loss  of  temper ; 
bat  if  provoked,  as  I  trust  I  never  shall  allow  mv- 
ielf  to  be,  into  criminadon  and  recrimination,  tne 
honourable  member  may  perhaps  find  that,  in  that 
contest,  there  will  be  blows  to  take  as  well  as 
blows  to  give ;  that  others  can  state  comparisons 
as  significant,  at  least,  as  his  own,  and  that  his 
impunity  may,  perhaps,  demand  of  him  whatever 
powers  of  taunt  and  sarcasm  he  may  possess.  I  com- 
mend him  to  a  prudent  husbandry  of  his  resources. 


IMPORTANCE  OF  PRESERVING  THE 

UNION. 

FBOM  TITE  SAMX. 


I  PBOFS8B,  sir,  in  my  career  hitherto  to  l|^ve 
kept  steadily  in  view  the  prosperity  and  hofiour  * 
of  the  whole  country,  and  the  preservation  of  our 
federal  union.  It  is  to  that  union  we  owe  our 
safety  at  home,  and  our  consideration  and  dignity 
abroad.  It  is  to  that  union  that  we  are  chiefly  in- 
debted for  whatever  makes  us  most  proud  of  our 
country.  That  union  we  reached  only  by  the 
discipline  of  our  virtues,  in  the  severe  school  of 
adversity.  It  had  its  origin  in  the  necessities  of 
disordered  finance^  prostrate  commerce,  and  ruined 
credit  Under  its  benign  influences,  these  great 
interests  immediately  awoke,  as  from  the  dead,  and 
sprang  forth  with  newness  of  life.  Every  year  of 
its  duration  has  teemed  with  fresh  proofs  of  its 
utility  and  its  blessings ;  and  although  our  territory 
has  stretched  out  wider  and  wider,  and  our  popu- 
lati(m  spread  farther  and  farther,  they  have  not 
outrun  its  protection,  or  its  benefits.  It  has  been 
to  us  all  a  copious  fountain  of  national,  social,  and 
personal  happiness. 

I  have  not  allowed  myself^  sir,  to  look  beyond 
the  union,  to  see  what  might  lie  hidden  in  the 
dark  recess  behind.  I  have  not  coolly  weighed 
the  chances  of  preserving  liberty,  when  the  bonds 
that  unite  us  together  shall  be  broken  asunder.  I 
have  not  accustomed  myself  to  hang  over  the  pre- 
cipice of  disunion  to  see  whether,  with  my  short 
sight,  I  can  fathom  the  depth  of  the  abyss  below ; 
nor  could  I  regard  him  as  a  safe  counsellor  in  the 
affairs  of  this  government,  whose  thoughts  should 
be  mainly  bent  on  considering,  not  howjthe  union 
should  be  best  preserved,  but 'how  tolerable  might 
be  the  condition  of  the  people  when  it  shall  be 
broken  up  and  destroyed. 

While  the  union  lasts,  we  have  high,  exciting, 
gratifying  prospects  spread  out  before  us,  for  lui 
and  our  children.  Beyond  that  I  seek  not  to  pene- 
trate the  veil.  God  grant  that,  in  my  day  at  least, 
that  curtain  may  Viot  rise.  God  grant  that  on  my 
vision  never  may  be  opened  what  lies  behind. 
When  my  eyes  shall  be  turned  to  behold,  for  the 
last  time,  the  sun  in  heaven,  may  I  not  see  him 
shining  on  the  broken  and  dishonoured  fragments 
of  a  once  glorious  union ;  on  states  dissevered,  dis- 
cordant, belligerent ;  on  a  land  rent  with  civil  feuds, 
or  drenched,  it  may  be,  in  fraternal  blood !  Let 
their  last  feeble  and  lingering  glance  rather  behold 
the  gorgeous  ensign  of  the  republic,  now  known 
and  honoured  throughout  the  earth,  still  full  high 
advanced,  its  arms  and  trophies  streaming  in  their 
original  lustre,  not  a  stripe  erased  or  polluted,  nor 
a  single  star  obscured — bearing  for  its  motto  no 
such  miserable  interrogatory  as— What  is  all  this 
worth  1  Nor  those  other  words  of  delusion  and 
folly — ^liberty  first,  and  union  afterward — but  every- 
where, spread  aU  over  in  characters  of  living  light, 
blazing  on  all  its  ample  folds  as  they  float  over  the 
sea  and  over  the  land,  and  in  every  wind  under 
the  whole  heavens,  that  other  sentiment  dear  to 
every  true  American  heart — liberty  and  unioD, 
now  and  for  ever,  one  and  inseparable  1 
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SOUTH  CAROLINA  AND  MASSACHU 

SETTS. 


nOM  THS  BAMX. 


Thb  eulog^um  pronounoed  on  the  character  of 
the  state  of  South  Carotina  by  the  honourable 
gentleman,  for  her  revolutinary  and  other  merits, 
meets  my  hearty  concurrence.  I  shall  not  acknow- 
ledge that  the  honourable  member  goes  before  me 
in  regard  for  whatever  of  distinguished  talent,  or 
distinguished  character,  South  Carolina  has  pro- 
duced. I  claim  part  of  the  honour :  I  partake  in 
the  pride  of  her  great  nanies.  I  claim  them  for 
countrymen,  one  and  all.  l*he  Laurenses,  Rut- 
ledges,  the  Pinckneys,  the  Sumpters,  the  Marions 
— Americans  all — ^whose  fame  is  no  more  to  be 
hemmed  in  by  state  lines,  than  their  talents  and 
patriotism  were  capable  of  being  circumscribed 
within  the  same  narrow  limits.  In  their  day  and 
generation  they  served  and  honoured  the  country, 
and  the  whole  country,  and  their  renown  is  of  the 
treasures  of  the  whole  country.  Him,  whose  ho- 
noured name  the  gentleman  bears  himself — does 
he  suppose  me  less  capable  of  gratitude  for  his 
patriotism,  or  sympathy  for  his  sufferings,  than  if 
his  eyes  had  first  opened  upon  the  light  in  Massa^ 
chusetts,  instead  of  South  Carolina?  Sir,  does 
he  suppose  it  in  his  power  to  exhibit  a  Carolina 
name  so  bright  as  to  produce  envy  in  my  bosom  1 
No,  sir,-^ncrea8ed  gratification  and  delight,  rather. 
Sir,  I  thank  God  that,  if  I  am  gifted  with  little  of 
the  spirit  which  is  said  to  be  able  to  raise  mortals 
(o  the  dues,  I  have  yet  none,  as  I  trust,  of  that 
other  spirit  which  would  drag  angels  down. 

When  I  shall  be  found,  sir,  in  my  place  here  in 
the  Senate,  or  elsewhere,  to  sneer  at  public  merit, 
because  it  happened  to  spring  up  beyond  the  little 
limits  of  my  owu  state  and  neighbourhood ;  when 
I  refuse,  for  any  such  cause,  or  for  any  cause,  the 
homage  due  to  American  talent,  to  elevated  patri- 
otism, to  sincere  devotion  to  Uberty  and  the  coun- 
try ;  or  if  I  see  an  unconunon  endowment  of  hea- 
ven— if  I  see  extraordinary  capacity  and  virtue  in 
any  son  of  the  south — and  if  moved  by  local  pre- 
judice, or  gangrened  by  state  jealousy,  I  get  up 
here  to  abate  the  tithe  of  a  hair  from  his  just  cha- 
racter and  just  fame,  may  my  tongue  cleave  to  the 
roof  of  my  mouth ! 

Sir,  let  me^rocur  to  pleasing  recollections— let 
me  indulge  in  refreshing  remembrances  of  the  psst 
— let  me  remind  you  that  in  early  times  no  states 
cherished  greater  harmony,  both  of  principle  and 
of  feeling,  than  Massachusetts  and  South  Carolina. 
Would  to  God  that  harmony  might  again  return. 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  they  went  through  the  devo- 
lution— ^hand  in  hand  they  stood  round  the  admi- 
nistration of  Washington,  and  felt  his  own  great 
arm  lean  on  them  for  support.  Unkind  feeling,  if 
it  exist,  alienation  and  distrust  are  the  growth,  un- 
natural to  such  soils,  of  false  principles  since  sown. 
They  are  weeds,  the  seeds  of  which  that  same 
great  arm  never  scattered. 

Mr.  President,  I  shall  enter  on  no  encomium 
upon  Massachusetts— she  needs  none.  There  she 
is — ^behold  her  and  judge  for  yourselves.    There 


is  her  history — the  world  knOws  it  by  heart.  The 
past,  at  least,  is  secure.  There  is  Boston,  and 
Concord,  and  Lexington,  and  Bunker's  Hill ;  and 
there  they  will  remain  for  ever.  Tlie  bones  of 
her  sons,  fiillen  in  the  great  struggle  for  indepen- 
dence, now  lie  mingled  with  the  soil  of  every  state, 
from  New  England  to  Creorgia;  and  there  they 
will  lie  for  ever.  And,  sir,  where  American  liberty 
raised  its  first  voice,  and  where  its  youth  was  nur- 
tured and  sustained,  there  it  still  lives  in  the 
strength  of  its  manhood,  and  full  of  its  original 
spirit  If  discord  and  disunion  shall  wound  it — if 
party  strife  and  blind  ambition  shall  hawk  at  and 
tear  it:  if  folly  and  madness,  if  uneasiness,  under 
salutary  and  necessary  restraint,  shall  succeed  to 
separate  it  from  that  union,  by  which  alone  its 
existence  is  made  sure,  it  will  stand  in  the  end  by 
the  side  of  that  cradle  in  which  its  infancy  was 
rocked ;  it  will  stretch  forth  its  arm  witli  whatever 
of  vigour  it  may  still  retain  over  the  friends  who 
gather  round  it :  and  it  will  faU  at  last,  if  (all  it 
must,  amidst  the  proudest  monuments  of  its  own 
glory,  and  on  the  very  spot  of  its  origin. 


DUTY  OF  THE  REPRESENTATIVE. 

FBOM  A  SrSBCH  OK  THS  PKRSIOSirr'S  PBOTSBT. 


We  have  been  taught  to  regard  a  representative 
of  the  people  as  a  sentinel  on  the  watch-tower  of 
liberty.  Is  he  to  bo  blind,  though  visible  danger 
approaches  ?  Is  he  to  be  deaf,  though  sounds  of 
peril  fill  the  air  ?  Is  he  to  be  dumb,  while  a  thou- 
sand duties  impel  him  to  raise  the  cry  of  alarm  ? 
Is  he  not  rather  to  catch  the  lowest  whisper  which 
breathes  intention  or  purpose  of  encroachment  on 
the  public  liberties,  and  to  give  his  voice  breath 
and  utterance  at  the  first  appearance  of  danger  1 
Is  not  his  eye  to  traverse  the  whole  horizon  with 
the  keen  and  eager  vision  of  an  unhooded  hawk, 
detecting,  through  all  disguises,  every  enemy  ad- 
vancing in  any  form  toward  (he  citadel  whidi  he 
guards  ?  Sir,  this  watchfulness  for  publfc  libcr^ ; 
this  duty  of  foreseeing  danger  and  proclaiming  it ; 
this  promptitude  and  boldness  in  resisting  attacks 
on  the  Constitution  from  any  quarter;  this  de- 
fence of  established  landmarks ;  this  fearless  resist- 
ance of  whatever  would  transcend  or  remove  tliem, 
— ^all  belong  to  the  representative  character,  are 
interwoven  with  its  very  nature. 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  LIBERTY. 


raOM  THS  SAJCX. 


The  spirit  of  Uberty  is  indeed  a  bold  and  fear- 
less spirit ;  but  it  is  also  a  sharp^ghted  spirit ;  it 
is  a  cautious,  sagacious,  discriminating,  far-seeing 
intelligence ;  it  is  jealous  of  encroachment,  jealous 
of  power,  jealous  of  man.  It  demands  checks ;  it 
seeks  for  guards;  it  insists  on  securities;  it  en- 
trenches itself  behind  strong  defences,  and  fortifies 
with  all  possible  care  against  the  assaults  of  ambi- 
tion and  passion. 
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LIBERTY  AND  PREROGATIVE. 


TBCm  THK  8AMJC. 


I 


Thi  contest  for  age*  has  been  to  rescue  liberty 
from  the  grasp^f  executive  power^  Whoever  has 
engaged  in  her  sacred  cause,  from  the  days  of  the 
downfall  of  those  great  aristocracies  which  had 
stood  between  the  king  and  the  people  to  the  time 
of  our  own  independence,  has  struggled  for  the 
KKompUshment   of  that  single  object     On  the 
long  list  of  the  champions  of  human  freedom, 
there  is  not  one  name  dimmed  by  the  reproach  of 
advocating  the  extension  of  executive  authority; 
on  the  contrary,  the  uniform  and  steady  purpose 
of  all  such  champions  has  bcen'toHmit  and  restrain 
it    To  this  end  the  spirit  of  liberty,  growing  more 
and  more  enlightened,  and  more  and  more  vigorous 
from  age  to  age,  has  been  battering  for  centuries 
against  the  solid  butmente  of  the  feudal  system. 
To  this  end,  all  that  could  be  gained  from  the  im- 
prudence, snatched  from  the  weakness,  or  wrung 
from  the  necessities  of  crowned  heads,  has  been 
carefully  gathered  up,  secured,  and  hoarded  as  the 
rich  treasures,  the  very  jewels  of  Uberty.     To  this 
end,  popular  and  representative  right  has  kept  up 
its  warfere  against  prerogative  with  various  suc- 
cess; sometimes  writing  the  history  of  a  whole 
age  in  blood;  sometimes  vdtnessing  the  martyrr 
dom  of  Sidneys  and  Russells,  often  baffled  and 
repulsed,  but  still  gaming,  on  the  whole,  and  hold- 
ing what  it  gained  with  a  grasp  which  nothing 
but  the  complete  extuiction  of  its  ovim  being  could 
compel  it  to  relinquish.     At  length  the  great  con- 
quest over  executive  power,  in  the  leading  western 
sutes  of  Europe,  has  been  accomplished.    The 
feudal  system,  like  other  stupendous  fabrics  of  past 
ages,  is  known  only  by  the  rubbish  which  it  has 
left  behind  it     Crowned  heads  have  been  com- 
pelled to  submit  to  the  restraints  of  law,  and  the 
PKOPLX,  with  that  inteUigence  and  that  spirit  which 
make  their  voice  reaistlcas,  have  been  able  to  say 
to  prerogative,  "  Thus  far  shsdt  thou  come,  and  no 
fcrther."     I  need  hardly  say,  sir,  that,  into  the  full 
enjovmenf  of  all  which  Europe  has  reached  only 
through  such  slow  and  painfiil  steps,  we  sprang  at 
once  by  the  declaration  of  independence  and  by 
the  establishment  of  free  representative  govern- 
ments; government  borrowing  more  or  less  from 
the  models  of  other  free  states,  but  strengthened, 
secured,  improved  in  their  synmietry,  and  deep- 
ened in  their  foundation  by  those  great  men  of  our 
own  country,  whose  names  will  be  as  famiUar  to 
future  times  as  if  they  were  written  on  the  arch  of 
the  sky. 


INFLUENCE  OF  WOMAN. 

nOM  A  SPSBCH  AT  BXCHMOWD. 


It  is  by  the  promulgation  of  sound  morals  in 
the  community,  and  more  especially  by  the  train- 
ing and  instruction  of  the  young,  that  woman  per- 
forms her  part  toward  the  preservation  of  a  free 
govemmwit  It  is  generally  admitted  that  public 
liberty,  the  perpetuity  of  a  free  constitution,  rests 
OQ  the  virtue  and  intelligence  of  the  community 
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which  enjoys  it  How  is  that  virtue  to  be  inspired, 
and  how  is  that  intelligence  to  be  conununicatcd  1 
Bonaparte  once  asked  Madame  de  Stael  in  what 
manner  he  could  most  promote  the  happinesffof 
France.  Her  reply  is  full  of  political  wisdom,  ^e 
said,  « Instruct  the  mothers  of  the  French  ^Mjople." 
Mothers  are,  indeed,  the  afiectionate  and  effective 
teachers  of  the  human  race.  The  mother  begins 
her  process  of  training  with  the  infant  in  her  arniK 
It  is  she  who  directs,  so  to  speak,  its  first  mental 
and  spiritual  pulsations.  She  conducts  it  along 
the  impressible  years  of  childhood  and  youth,  and 
hopes  to  deliver  it  to  the  rough  conteste  and  tu- 
multuous scenes  of  life,  armed  by  those  good  prin- 
ciples which  her  child  has  received  from  maternal 
care  and  love. 

If  we  draw  within  the  circle  of  our  contempla- 
tion the  mothers  of  a  civilized  nation,  what  do  we 
see  1     We  behold  so  many  artificers  working,  not 
on  fifail  and  perishable  matter,  but  on  the  immortal 
mind,  moulding  and  fashioning  beings  who  are  to 
exist  for  ever.     We  applaud  the  artist  whose  skill 
and  genius  present  the  mimic  man  upon  the  can- 
vas; we  admire  and  celebrate  the  sculptor  who 
woi^s  out  that  same  image  in  enduring  marble ; 
but  how    insignificant  are   these   achievements, 
though  the  highest  and  the  fairest  in  all  the  de- 
partments of  art,  in  comparison  with  the  great  vo- 
cation of  human  mothers !     They  work,  not  upon 
the  canvas  that  shall  fail,  or  the  marble  that  shall 
crumble  into  dust,  but  upon  mind,  upon  spirit, 
which  is  to  last  for  ever,  and  .which  is  to  bear,  for 
good  or  evil,  throughout  iu  duration,  the  impress 
of  a  mother's  plastic  hand. 

I  have  already  expressed  the  opinion,  which  all 
allow  to  be  correct,  that  our  security  for  the  dura- 
tion of  the  free  institutions  which  bless  our  coun- 
try depends  upon  the  habits  of  virtue  and  the 
prevalence  of  knowledge  and  of  education.     Know- 
ledge does  not  comprise  all  which  is  contained  in 
the  larger  term  of  education.     The  feelings  are  to 
be  disciplined ;  the  passions  are  to  be  restrained ; 
true  and  worthy  motives  are  to  be  inspired ;  a  pro- 
found religious  feeling  is  to  be  instilled,  and  pure 
morality  inculcated  under  all  circumstances.     All 
this  is  comprised  in  education.    Mothers  who  are 
fidthfiil  to  this  great  duty,  will  tell  their  children 
that  neither  in  political  nor  in  any  other  concerns 
of  life  can  man  ever  withdraw  himself  from  the 
perpetual  obligations  of  conscience  and  of  duty ; 
that  in  every  act,  whether  public  or  private,  he  in- 
curs a  just  responsibility;  and  that  in  no  condition 
is  he  warranted  in  trifling  with  important  rights 
and  obligations.    They  ymUX  impress  upon  their 
children  the  truth,  that  the  exercise  of  the  elective 
franchise  is  a  social  duty,  of  as  solemn  a  nature 
as  man  can  be  called  to  perform;  that  a  man  may 
not  innocentiy  trifle  with  his  vote;  that  every 
free  elector  is  a  trustee,  as  well  for  others  as  him- 
self; and  that  every  man  and  every  measure  hf 
supports  has  an  important  hearing  on  the  interwto 
of  others  as  well  as  on  his  own.    It  is  in  the  in- 
culcation of  high  and  pure  morals,  such  as  these 
that,  in  a  free  republic,  woman  performs  her  sacrec 
duty,  and  fulfils  her  destiny. 
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LIBERTY  AND  THE  CONSTITUTION. 

FBOM  ▲  SmCH  DBUVXSSO  XR  ITSW  TOU  IH  1837. 


tfDSR  the  pment  Conetitution,  wisely  and 
ientiously  administered,  all  are  safe,  happy, 
and  renpwned.  The  measure  of  oar  countiy*s 
fame  may  fill  all  our  breasts.  It  is  fiime  enough 
for  us  ail  to  partake  in  her  glory,  if  we  will  carry 
her  character  onward  to  its  true  destiny.  But  if 
the  system  is  broken,  its  fragments  must  fall  alike 
on  alL  Not  only  the  cause  of  American  liberty, 
but  the  great  cause  of  liberty  throughout  the  whole 
earth  depends,  in  a  great  measure,  on  upholding 
the  Constitution  and  union  of  these  states.  If 
shattered  and  destroyed,  no  matter  by  what  cause, 
the  peculiar  and  cherished  idea  of  United  Ameri- 
can Liberty  will  be  no  more  for  ever.  There  may 
be  free  states,  it  is  possible,  when  there  shall  be 
separate  states.  There  may  be  many  loose,  and 
feeble,  and  hostile  confederacies,  where  there  is 
now  one  great  and  united  confederacy.  But  the 
noble  idea  of  United  American  Liberty,  of  our 
liberty,  such  as  our  fathers  established  it,  will  be 
extinguished  for  ever.  Fragments  and  severed 
columns  of  the  edifice  may  be  found  remaining ; 
and  melancholy  and  mournful  ruins  will  they  be ; 
the  august  temple  itself  will  be  prostrate  in  the 
dust  Grentlemen,  the  citizens  of  this  republic 
cannot  sever  their  fortunes.  A  common  fate 
awaits  us.  In  the  honour  of  upholding,  or  in  the 
disgrace  of  undermining  the  Constitution,  we  shall 
all  necessarily  partake.  Let  us  then  stand  by  the 
Constitution  as  it  is,  and  by  our  countiy  as  it  is, 
one,  united,  and  entire ;  let  it  be  a  truth  engraven 
on  our  hearts ;  let  it  be  borne  on  the  flag  under 
which  we  rally,  in  every  exigency,  that  we  have 

ON S  COUVTRT,  OSX  COKSTITUTIOV,  O^K  DKSTIlf  T. 


ARCHITECTS  OF  RUIN. 

mOM  ▲  SPEKCH  OJ>  THX  COLLICCTIO!!  OF  DUTIES  QIC  DfPOBTS. 


Ip  the  friends  of  nullification  should  be  able  to 
propagate  their  opinions,  and  give  them  practical 
eflect,  they  would,  in  my  judgment,  prove  them- 
selves the  most  skilful  "architects  of  ruin,"  the 
most  effectual  extinguishers  of  high-raised  expecta- 
tion, the  greatest  blasters  of  human  hopes,  which 
any  a^  has  produced.  They  would  stand  up  to 
proclaim,  in  tones  which  would  pierce  the  ears  of 
half  the  human  race,  that  the  last  great  experi- 
ment of  representative  government  had  failed. 
They  would  send  forth  sounds,  at  the  hearing  of 
which  the  doctrine  of  the  divine  right  of  kings 
would  feel,  even  in  its  grave,  a  returning  sensation 
of  vitality  and  resuscitation.  Millions  of  eyes,  of 
those  who  now  feed  their  inherent  love  of  liberty 
on  the  success  of  the  American  example,  would 
turn  away  from  beholding  our  dismemberment, 
and  find  no  place  on  earth  whereon  to  rest  their 
gratified  sight  Amidst  the  incantations  and  orgies 
of  nullification,  secession,  disunion,  and  revolution, 
would  be  celebrated  the  fiineral  rites  of  oonstitu- 


ILLEGAL  INTERFERENCE  WITH  THE 
PUBLIC  TREASURE. 

ntOK  A  SPEECH  OH  THX  PaBn>K!fT%  FBOTEST. 


The  Senate  l^garded  this  interposition  as  an 
encroachment  by  the  Executive  on  other  branches 
of  the  government;  as  an  interference  with  the 
legislative  disposition  of  the  public  treasure.  It 
was  strongly  and  forcibly  urged,  yesterday,  by  the 
honourable  member  firom  South  Carolina,  that  the 
true  and  only  mode  of  preserving  any  balance  of 
power,  in  mixed  governments,  is  to  keep  an  exact 
balance.  This  is  very  true,  and  to  this  end  en- 
croachment must  be  resisted  at  the  first  step.  The 
question  is,  therefore,  whetherTiipon  the  true  prin- 
ciples of  the  Constitution,  this  exercise  of  power 
by  the  President  can  be  justified.  Whether  the 
consequences  be  prejudicial  or  not,  if  there  be  an 
illegal  exercise  of  power,  it  is  to  be  resisted  in  the 
proper  manner.  Even  if  no  harm  or  inconvenieace 
result  from  transgressing  the  boundary,  the  intru- 
sion is  not  to  be  suffered  to  pass  unnoticed.  Every 
encroachment,  great  or  small,  is  important  enough 
to  awaken  the  attention  of  those  who  are  intrusted 
with  the  preservation  of  a  constitutional  govern- 
ment We  are  not  to  wait  till  great  public  mis- 
chiefs come,  till  the  government  is  overthrown,  or 
^erty  itself  put  in  extreme  jeopardy.  We  should 
not  be  worthy  sons  of  our  fathers,  were  we  so  to 
regard  great  questions  afiecting  the  general  free- 
dom. Those  fathers  accomplished  the  Revolution 
on  a  strict  question  of  principle.  The  Parliament 
of  Great  Britain  asserted  a  right  to  tax  the  colonies 
in  all  cases  whatsoever ;  and  it  was  precisely  on 
this  question  that  they  made  the  Revolution  turn. 
The  amount  of  taxation  was  trifling,  hut  the  claim 
itself  was  inconsistent  with  liberty ;  and  that  was, 
in  their  eyes,  enough.  It  was  against  the  recital 
of  an  act  of  Parliament,  rather  than  against  any 
suffering  under  its  enactments,  that  they  took  up 
arms.  They  went  to  war  against  a  preamble. 
They  fought  seven  years  against  a  declaration. 
They  poured  out  their  treasures  and  t|^ir  blood 
like  water  in  a  contest  in  opposition  to  an  asser- 
tion which  those  less  sagacious,  and  not  so  well 
schooled  in  the  principles  of  civil  liberty,  would 
have  regarded  as  banen  phraseology,  or  mere  pa- 
rade of  words.  They  saw  in  the  claim  of  the 
British  Parliament  a  seminal  principle  of  mischief, 
the  germ  of  unjust  power ;  they  detected  it,  dragged 
it  forth  from  underneath  its  plausible  disguises, 
struck  at  it ;  nor  did  it  elude  either  their  steady 
eye,  or  their  well-directed  blow,  till  they  had  extir- 
5pated  and  destroyed  it  to  the  smallest  fibre.  On 
this  question  of  principle,  while  actual  sufikring 
was  yet  afar  off,'^they  raise  their  flag  against  a 
power  to  which,  for  purposes  of  foreign  conquest 
and  subjugation,  Rome,  in  the  height  of  her  glory, 
is  not  to  be  compared — a  power  which  has  dotted 
over  the  surface  of  the  whole  globe  with  her  pos- 
sessions and  military  posts,  whose  morning  drum- 
beat, following  the  sun,  and  keeping  company  with 
the  hours,  circles  the  earth  daily  with  one  con- 
tinuous and  unbroken  strain  of  the  impartial  airs  of 
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"  FoRMiRLT,"  said  Baron  Cuvier,  in  a  re- 
port to  the  Royal  Aeademy  of  Sciences  in 
Paris,  **Ehvopean  naturalists  had  to  make 
known  her  own  treasures  to  America;  but 
now  her  Mitchells,  Harlans,  and  Charles  Bo- 
napartes,  have  repaid  with  interest  the  debt 
which  she  owed  to  Europe.    The  history  of 
the  American  birds  by  Wilson  already  equals 
in  elegance  our  most  beautiful  works  in  orni- 
thology, and  if  ever  that  of  Audubon  be  com- 
pleted, it  will  have  to  be  confessed  that  in 
magnificence  of  execution  the  Old  World  is 
Burpassed  by  the  New."    The  work  of  the 
"  American  backwoodsman"  thus  alluded  to 
has  long  been  completed;  the  great  Cuvier 
subsequently   acknowledged   it  to   be   **the 
most  splendid  monument  which  art  has  erect- 
ed in  honour  of  ornithology;"  and  the  judg- 
ment of  mankind  has  placed  the  name  of  our 
'    ntryman  first  in  the  list^f  authors  and  ar- 
who  have  illustrated  the  beautiful  branch 
latural  history  ta  which  he  has  devoted  so 
e  a  portion  of  his  long  and  heroic  life. 
)HN  James  Audubon  was  born  in  Louisi- 
about  the  year  1782.     He  is  of  French 
— lent,  and  his  parents  perceiving  early  the 
bent  of  his  genius  sent  him  to  Paris  to  pur- 
sue his  education.     While  there  he  attended 
schools  of  natural  history  and  the  arts,  and  in 
drawing  took  lessons  from  the  celebrated  Da- 
▼!d.    He  returned  in  his  eighteenth  year,  and 
his  father  soon  after  gave  him  a  farm  near  Phi- 
ladelphia, where  the  Perkioming  creek  fells 
the  Schuylkill.     Its  fine  woods  offered 
numerous   subjects  for  his   pencil,  and 
lere  commenced  that  series  of  drawings 
;h  ultimately  swelled  into  the  magnificent 
ection  of  The  Birds  of  America.     Here 
too  he  was  married,  and  here  was  bom  his 
eldest  son.     He  engaged  in  commercial  a|fe- 
calations,  but  was  not  successful.     His  love 
for  the  fields  and  flowers,  the  forests  and  their 
winged  inhabitants,  we  readily  suppose  un- 
1  him  for  trade.    At  the  end  of  ten  years 
mSved  to  the  west    There  were  then  no 
boats  on  the  Ohio,  and  few  villages  and 


no  cities  on  its  shores.  Reaching  that  no- 
ble river  in  the  warm  days  of  autumn,  he 
purchased  a  small  boat  in  which  with  his 
wife  and  child  and  two  rowers  he  leisure- 
ly pursued  his  way  down  to  Henderson  in 
Kentucky,  where  his  family  resided  several 
years.  He  appears  at  first  to  have  engaged 
in  commerce,  for  her  mentions  his  meeting 
with  Wilson,  of  whom  till  then  he  had'  never 
heard,'  as  having  occurred  in  his  counting- 
room  in  Louisville  in  the  spring  of  1810. 
His  great  predecessor  was  procuring  subscrip- 
tions for  his  work.  He  called  on  Audubon, 
explained  the  nature  of  his  occupations,  and 
requested  his  patronage.  The  merchant  was 
surprised  and  gratified  at  the  sight  of  his  vo- 
lumes, and  had  taken  a  pen  to  add  his  name 
to  the  list  of  subscribers,  '^Vhen  his  partner 
abruptly  said  to  him  in  French,  '*My  dear 
Audubon,  what  induces  you  to  do  so  ?  your 
own  drawings  are  certainly  far  better,  and 
you  must  know  as  much  of  the  habits  of  Ame- 
rican birds  as  this  gentleman."  Wilson  pro- 
bably underetood  the  remark,  for  he  appeared 
not  to  be  pleased,  and  inquired  whether  Audu- 
bon had  any  drawings  of  birds.  A  large  port- 
folio was  placed  upon  the  table,  and  all  its 
contents  exhibited  by  the  amateur  ornitholo- 
gist Wilson  was  surprised;  he  had  sup- 
posed he  was  himself  the  only  person  engaged 
in  forming  such  a  collection ;  and  asked  if  it 
was  intended  to  publish  them.  Audubon  re- 
plied in  the  negative  :  he  had  never  thought 
of  presenting  the  fruits  of  his  labours  to  the 
world.  Wilson  was  still  more  surprised  ;  he 
lost  his  cheerfulness ;  and  though  before  he 
left  Louisville  Audubon  explored  with  him 
the  neighbouring  woods,  loaned  him  his  draw- 
ings, and  in  other  ways  essayed  to  promote 
his  interests  and  happiness,  he  shook  the  dust 
from  his  feet  when  he  departed,  and  wrote  in 
his  diary  that  'Miterature  or  art  had  not  a 
friend  in  the  place."  Far  be  it  from  me  to 
write  a  word  in  dispraise  of  Alexander  Wilson. 
He  was  a  man  of  genius,  enthusiasm,  and  pa- 
tient endurance ;  an  honour  to  the  country  of 
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his  birth,  ^nd  a  glory  4o  that  of  his  adoption ; 
but  he  evidently  could  not  bear  the  thought  of 
beings  excelled.  With  all  his  merits  he  was 
^en  tlAn  gi^atly  inferior  to  Audubon,  and  his 
heart  failed  him  when  he  contrasted  the  per- 
formances which  had  won  fame  for  him  with 
thl^  of  the  unknown  Id^er  of  the  same  mis- 
tres  ,  Nature,  whom  he  thus  encountered. 

Audubon  must  soon  hare  abandoned  or  neg- 
lected his  day-books  and  ledgers,  for  in  1811 
we  find  "him  with  his  rifle  and  drawing  paper 
among  the  bayous  of  Florida,  and  in  the  fol- 
lowing years  making  long  and  tedious  jour- 
neys, searching  the  forests  and  prairies,  the 
shores  of  rivers,  lakes,  gulfs  and  seas,  for  .the 
subjects  of  his  immortal  work,  of  the  publica- 
tion of  which,  however,  he  had  never  yet  had 
a  thought 

On  the  fifth  of  April,  1824,  he  visited  Phi- 
ladelphiarVhere  the  late  Dr.  Mease,  whom  he 
had  known  on  his  first  arrival  in  Pennsylva- 
nia, presented  him  to  Charles  Lucien  Bona- 
parte, who  in  his  turn  introduced  him  to  the 
Lyceum  of  Natural  History.     He  perceised 
that  he  could  look  for  no  patronage  in  this 
city,  and  so  proceeded  to  New  York,  where 
ha  was  received  with  a  kindness  well  suited 
to  elevate  his  depressed  spirits,  and  afterwards 
ascendi)ig  the  Hudson  went  westward  to  the 
great  lakes,  and  in  the  wildest  solitudes  of  the 
pathless  forests  renewed  his  labours.    He  now 
began  to  think  of  visiting  Europe ;  the  number 
of  his  drawings  had  greatly  increased  notwith- 
standing a  misfortune  by  which  two  hundred  of 
them,  representing  nearly  a  thousand  birds,  had 
been  destroyed  ^  and  he  fancied  his  work  un- 
der the  hands  of  the  engraver.     **  Happy  days 
and  nights  of  pleasing  dreams"  followed,  as 
he  retired  farther  from  the  haunts  of  men,  de- 
termined to  leave  nothing  undone  which  could 
be  a<teomplished  by  time  or  toil.    Another 
year  and  a  half  passed  by ;  he  returned  to  his 
family,  then  in  Louisiana ;  and  having  ex- 
plored the  woods  of  that  state,  at  last  sailed 
for  England,  where  he  arrived  in  1826.    In 
Liverpool  and  Manchester  his  works  procured 
him  a  grenerous  reception  from  the  most  dis- 
tinguished men  of  science  and  letters ;  and 
when  he  proceeded  to  Edinburgh  and"  exhi- 
bited there  his  four  hundred  paintings,  *^  the 
hearts  of  all  warmed  toward  Audubon,"  says 
Professor  Wilson,  **  who  were  capable  of  con- 
ceiving the  difficulties,  dangers  and  sacrifices 
that  must  have  been  encountered,  endured  and 
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oVercome  before  gtnius  could  hav< 
these,  the  glory  of  its  innumerable  triumph 
'^The  man  himself,"  at  fhis  period  writei 
same  eloquent  author  in  another  work, 
jU^  what  you  would  expect  from  his  produL 
tions ;  full  of  fine,  enthusiasm  and  intelligence, 
most  interesting  in  his  looks  and  manners,  a 
perfect  gentle/nan,  and  esteemed  by  all  who 
know  him  for  the  simplicity  and  frankness  of 
hisnature."f  , 

His  reception  encouraged  him  >  to  proceed 
inimediately  with  his   plans   of  publication. 
It  was  a  vast  undertaking  which  it  wouldtfake 
probably  sixteen  ye^rs   to  accomplish,   and 
when  his  first  drawings  were  delivered  to  the 
engraver  he  had  not  a  single  subscriber.     Hift 
friends  pointed  out  the  rashness  of  the  pro- 
ject and  urged  him  to  abandon  it    '^  But  my 
heart  was  nerved,"  he  exclaims,  "  and  my  re- 
liance on  that  Power  on  whom  all  must  d»> 
pend  brought  bright  anticipations  of  success/' 
Leaving  his  work  in  the  care  of  his  engravers 
and  agents,  in  the  summer  of  1828  he  visited 
Paris,  and  received  the  homage  of  the  most 
distinguished  men  of  science  in  that  capital. 
The  ensuing  winter  was  passed  in  London, 
and  in  April,  1829,  he  returned  to  America  to 
explore  anew  thf  woods  of  the  middle  and 
southern  states.    Accompanied  by  his  wife  he 
left  New  Orleans  on  the  eighth  of  Januai^, 
1830,  for  New  York,  and  on  the  twenty-fifth 
of  April,  just  a  year  from  the  time  of  his  de- 
partuxe,  he  was  again  in  the  Great  Metropolis. 
Before  the  close  of  1830  he  had  issued  his  first 
volume,  containing  one  hundred  plates,  repre- 
senting ninety-nine  species  of  birds,  every 
figure  of  the  size  and  colours  of  life.     The 
applause  with  which  it  was  received  was  en- 
thusiastic and  universal.    The  kings  of  En|f- 
land  and  France  had  placed  their  names  at  the 
head  of  his  subscription  list ;  he  was  made  a 
fellow  of  the  Royal  Societies  of  London  and 
Edinburgh ;  a  member  of  the  Natural  History 
Society  of  Paris,  and  other  celebrated  institu- 
tions ;  and  Cuvier,  Swainson,  and  indeed  the 
great  ornithologists  of  every  country,  exhaust- 
ed the  words  of  panegyric  in  his  praise. 

On  the  first  of  Au^rust,  1831,  Audubon  ar- 
rived  once  more  in  New  York,  and  having 
passed  a  few  days  with  his  friends  there 
and  in  Philadelphia  proceeded  to  Washington, 
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o  luo  president  and  T)ther  principal  oflS- 

it  the  ^yemment  gave  him  letters  of 

mce  and  protection  to  be  used  all  along 

coasts  and  inland  frontiers  where  there 

..ite  collectors  of  reyenve  or   military*  or 

navid  forces.     He  had   previously  received 

similar  letters  from  the  king's  ministers  to 

the  authorities  ^f  the  British  colonies. 

The  ensuing  winter  and  spring  were  passed 
in  the  Floridas  apd  i»  Charleston;  and  early 
in  the  summer,  bending  his  course  northward 
to  keep  pace  with  the  birds  in  their  migrations, 
he  irnved  in<  Philadelphia,   where   he  was 
joined  by  his  family.    The  cholera  was  then 
spreading  death  and  terror  through  the  coun- 
try, and  on  reaching  Boston  he  was  himself 
arrested  by  sickness  and  detained  until   the 
middle  of  August.    *'  Although  I  have  been 
happy  in  forming  many  valuable  friendships  in 
tlrions  ]5arts  of  the  world,  all  dearly  cherished 
by  irie,"  he  says,  "  the  outpouring  of  kind- 
ness which  I  experienced  in  Boston  far  ex- 
ceeded all  that  I  have  ever  met  with  ;"*  and  he 
tells  us,  with  characteristic  enthusiasm,  of  his 
gratitude  to4he  Appletons,  Everetts,  Quincys^ 
Pickerings,  Parkroans,  and  other  eminent  gen-' 
tiemen  and  scholdrs  of  that  beautiful  and  hos- 
pitable city.  m 
yProceeding  at  leikgth  upon  his  mission,  he 
explored  the  forests  of  Maine  and  New  Bruns- 
wick and  the  shores  of  the  Bay  of  Fundy,  and 
chartering  a  vessel  at  Eastport,  sailed  for  the 
golf  of  St.  Lawrence,  the  Magdalen  Islands 
and  the  coast  of  Labrador.     Returning  as  the 
cold  season  approached,  he  visited  Newfound- 
land and  Nova  Scotia,  and  rejoining  his  family 
proceeded  to  Charleston,  where  he  spent  the 
winter,  and  in  the  spring,  af^r  nearly  three 
jt&rs'  travel  and  research,  sailed  a  third  time 
for  Enghind. 

The  second  volume  of  The  Birds  of  Ame- 
rica was  finished  in  1834,  and  in  December 
of  that  year  he  publfshed  in  Edinburgh  the  se- 
cond volume  of  the  Ornithological  Biography. 
Soon  after,  while  he  was  in  London,  a  noble- 
man called  upon  him,  with  his  family,  and  on 
examining  Some  of  his  original  drawingj^,  and 
being  told  that  it  would  still  require  eight  ye»s 
to  complete  the  work,  subscribed  for  it,  saying, 
^I  may  not  see  it  finished,  but  my  children 
will."    The  words  made  a  deep  impression 
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on  Audubon.    **  The  solenmity  of  his  man- 
ner I  could  not  forget  for  several  days,"  he 
writes  in  the  introduction  to  his  third  vokime ; 
**  I  often  thought  that  neither  might  Usee  tbi 
work  completed,  but  at  length  exclaimed,  *  My 
sons  may;*    and  now  that  another  volume, 
both  of  my  illustrailbns  and  of  my  biogili- 
phies,  is  firiished,  my  trust  in  Providence  is 
augmented,  and  I  cannot  but  hope  that  myself 
and  my  family  together  may  be  permitted  to 
see  the  completion  of  my  labours."*   When 
this  wad  written,  ten  yeare  had  elapsed  since 
the  publication  of  his  first  plate.    In  the  next 
three  yeare,  among  other  excureions  he  made, 
ons  to  the  western  coast  of  the  Floridas  and  to 
Texas,  in  a  vessel  pla<9ed  at  his  disposal  by  our 
government ;  and  at  the  end  of  this  tiile  ap- 
peared the  fourth  and  concluding  volume  of  his 
engravings,  and  the  fifth  of  his  descriptions. 
The  whole  comprised  fourhundred%nd  thirty- 
five  plates,  containing  one  thousand  and  sixty- 
five  figures,  from  the  Bird  ot  Washington  to 
the  Humming  Bird  of  the  size  of  life,  and  a 
gr«it  variety  of  land  and  marine  views,  and  flo- 
ral «nd  other  productions,  of  different  climates 
and  seasons,  all  carefully  drawn  and  coloured 
after  nature.    Well  might  the  great  natural- 
ist felicitate  himself  upon  the  completion  of 
his  gigantic  task.    He  had  spent  nearly  half 
a  century  '*amid  the  tall  grass  of  the  far- 
extended  prairies  of  the  west,  in  the  solemn 
forests  of  the  north,  on  the  heights  of  the  mid- 
land mountains,  by  the  shores  of  the  boundless, 
ocean,  and  on  the  bosoms  of  our  vast  ba^s, 
lakes  and  rivers,  searching  for  things  hidden 
since  the  creation  of  this  wondrous  world 
from  all  but  the  Indian  who  has  roamed  in  the 
gorgeous  but  melanchojy  wilderness."    And 
speaking  from  the  depth  of  his  heart  he  says, 
**  Once  more  surrounded  by  all  the  membere 
o.f  my  dear  fitmily*  enjoying  the  cifunteiance 
of  numerous  friends  who  have  never  deserted 
me,  and  possessing  a  competent  share  of  all 
that  can  render  life  agreeable,  I  look  up  with 
gratitude  to  the  Supreme  Being,  and  feel  that 
I  am  happy." 

ni  1839,  having  returned  for  the  last  time 
to  his  native  country  and  established  himself 
with  his  family  near  the  city  of  New  York, 
Audubon  commeficed  the  publication  of  The 
Birds  of  America  in  imperial  octavo  volumes, 
of  which  the  seventh  and  last  was  issued  in 
the  summer  of  1844.  The  plates  In  this  edi- 
tion, reduced  from   his   larger  illustrations. 
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were  engraved  and  eoloared  in  the  most  admi- 
rable manner  by  Mr.  Bowen  of  Philadelphia, 
under  the  direction  of  the  author,  and  except- 
ing Tbfi  Birds  of  America  in  folio,  there  has 
nev^r  been  published  so  magnificent  a  work 
on  ornithology. 

M.udubon  was  too  sincere  a  worshipper  of 
nature  to  be  content  with  inglorious  repose, 
even  after  having  accomplished  in  action 
more  than  was  ever  dreamed  of  by  any  other 
naturalist;  and  while  the  ** edition  for  the 
people"  of  his  Birds  of  America  was  in 
course  of  publication,  he  was  busy  amid  the 
forests  and  prairies,  the  reedy  swamps  of  our 
southern  shores,  the  cliffs  that  protect  our 
eastern  coasts,  by  the  currents  of  the  Mexican 
gulf  and  the  tide  streams  of  the  Bay  of  Fundy, 
with  his  sons,  Victor  Gifibrd  and  John  Wood- 
house,  making  the  drawings  and  writing  the 
biographi^ii  of  the  Quadrupeds  of  JtmericOf  a 
work  in  no  respect  inferior  to  that  on  our  birds, 
which  he  is  now  publishing  and  will  probably 
complete  in  1849.  The  plates,  on  double  im- 
perial folio  paper,  engraved  and  coloured*  by 
Mr.  Bowen  after  the  original  drawings  made 
from  nature  by  Audubon  and  his  sons,  are 
even  more  magnificent  than  those  of  the  Birds 
of  America,  which  twenty  years  ago  delight- 
ed and  astonished  the  naturalists  of  £urope. 
The  first  volume  of  the  Biographies  of  Ame- 
rican Quadrupeds  has  appeared  while  this 
survey  of  our  literature  is  passing  through 
the  press. 

Audubon's  highest  claim  to  admiration  is 
founded  upon  liis  drawings  in  natural  history, 
in  which  he  has  exhibited  a  perfection  never 
before  attempted.  In  all  our  climates — ^in  the 
clear  atmosphere,  by  the  dashing  waters,  amid 
the  grand  old  forests  with  their  peculiar  and 
many-tinted  foliage,  by  him  first  made  known 
to  art^he  has  represented  our  feathered  tribes, 
building  their  nests  and  fostering  their  young, 
poised  on  the  tip  of  the  spray  and  hovering 
over  the  sedgy  margin  of  the  lake,  flying  in 
the  clouds  in  quest  of  prey  or  from  pursuit,  in 
loYe,  enraged,  indeed  in  all  the  varieties  of 
their  motion  and  repose  and  modes  of  lif^,  so 
perfectly  that  all  other  works  of  the  kind  are 
to  his  as  stuffed  skins  to  the  living  birds. 

But  he  has  also  indisputable  claims  to  a  re- 
spectable rank  as  a  man  of  letters.  Some  of  his 
written  pictures  of  birds,  so  graceful,  clearly 
defined,  and  brilliantly  coloured,  are  scarcely 
inferior  to  the  productions  of  his  pencil.    His 


powers  of  general  description  are  also  rem^^i^- 
able.    The  veaters  seem  to  dance  to  his  v 
as  to  music,  and  the  lights  and  shades  < 
landscapes   show  the   practised    hand   > 
master.    The  evanescent  shade&jpf  manners, 
also,  upon  the  extreme  frontiers,  where  the 
footprints  of  civilization  have  hardly  crushed 
the   gnreen  leaves,   have  been  sketched  with 
graphic  fidelity  in  his  journals. 

No  author  has  more  individuality.  The 
enthusiastic,  trustful  and  loving  spirit  which 
bceathes  through  his  works  distinguishes  the 
man.  From  the  beginning  he  surrendered -him- 
self entirely  to  his  favourite  "pursuit,  and  has 
been  intent  to  learn  every  thing  from  the  prime 
teacher.  Nature.  His  style  as  well  as  his 
knowledge  is  a  fruit  of  his  experiences.  He 
had  never  written  for  the  press  until  after  tlie 
ave  at  which  most  authors  have  established  ^ 
their  reputation ;  and  when  he  did  write  hts 
page  glowed  like  the  rich  wild  landscape  in 
the  spring,  when  Nature,  then  most  beautiful, 
"  bathes  herself  in  her  own  dewy  waters."  We 
seem  to  hear  his  expressions  of  w^ondering  ad- 
miration, as  unknown  mountains,  valleys  and 
lakes  burst  upon  his  view,  as  the  deer  at  his 
approach  leaps  from  his  ambush  into  the  deeper 
solitudes,  as  th%  startled  bird  with  rushing 
wings  darts  from  his  feet  into  the  sky ;  or  his 
pious  thanksgiving  as  at  the  end  of  a  we»'y 
day  the  song  of  the  sparrow  or  the  robin  re- 
lieves his  mind  from  the  heavy  melancholy 
that  bears  it  down. 

When  the  celebrated  Bufibn  had  completed 
the  ornithological  portion  of  his  great  work 
on  natural  history,  he  announced  with  unhesi- 
tating assurance  that  he  had  ^*  finished  the 
history  of  the  birds  of  the  world."  Twenty 
centuries  had  served  for  the  discovery  of  oiAy 
eight  hundred  species,  but  this  number  seemed 
immense,  and  the  short-sighted  naturalist  de- 
clared that  the  list  would  admit  of  *'  no  mate- 
rial augmentation"  which  embraced  hardly  a 
sixteenth  of  those  now  known  to  exist.  To 
this  astonishing  advance  of  the  science  of 
ornithology  no  one  has  contributed  more  than 
Au  ubon,  by  his  magnificent  painting  and  fas- 
cinating history. 

It  has  been  stated  that  he  has  written  an 
extended  account  of  his  life,  to  be  published 
after  his  death.  It  will  doubtless  be  one  of 
the  most  charming  specimens  of  biography  in 
our  literature ;  but  may  the  time  of  its  appear-^ 
ance  still  be  very  distant. 
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THE  HURRICANE. 

FROM  OSKITHOLOGICAL  BI06RAPHT. 

.0U8  portions  o^  our  country  have  at  dif- 
periods  Bu^red  severely  from  the  influcfnce 
of  violent  st^uiS  of  iivind,  some  of  which  have 
been  known  To  traverse  nearly  the  whole  extent 
of  the  United  States,  and  to  leave  such  deep  im« 
pmssions'in  their  wake  as  will  not  easily  he  for- 
gotten. Having^witnessed  one  of  these  awful 
phenomena,  in  all  its  grandeur,  I  will  attempt  to 
describe  it  The  recollection  of  that  astonishing 
revolution  of.Ihe  ethereal  element  even  now  brings 
with  it  so  difiigreeable  a  sensation,  that  I  fe|l  as  if 
aLtout  to  be  atfectcd  by  a  sudden  stoppage  of  the 
circulation  of  my  blood. 

I  had  left  the  Ullage  of  Shawaney^  situated  on 
the  banks  of  the  Ohio,  on  my  return  from  Hen- 
derson, which  is  also  situated  on  the  banks  of  the 
lame  beautiful  stream.  The  weather  was  plea- 
sant, and  I  thought  not  warmer  than  usual  at  that 
season.  My  horse  was  jogging  quietly  along,  and 
^  my  thoughts  were,  for  once  at  least  in  the  course 
dt  mj  Ufe,  entirely  engaged  in  commercial  specu- 
lations. I  had  forded  Highland  Creek,  and  was 
on  the  eve  of  entering  a  tract  of  bottom  land  or 
valley  that  lay  between  it  and  Canoe  Creek,  when 
on  a  sudden  I  remarked  a  great  difference  in  the 
aspect  of  the  heavens.  A  hazy  thickness  had 
overspread  the  country,  and  I  for  some  time  ex- 
pected an  earthquake,  but  my  horse  exhibited  no 
propensity  to  stop  and  prepare  for  such  cm  occur- 
rence. I  had  nearly  arrived  at  the  verge  of  the 
Talley,  when  I  thought 'fit  to  atop  near  a  brook, 
and  dismounted  to  quench  the  thirst  which  had 
come  upon  me. 

I  was  leaning  on  my  knees,  with  my  lips  about 
to  touch  the  water,  when,  from  my  proximity  to 
the  earth,  I  heard  a  distant  murmuring  sound  of 
an  extraordinary  nature.     I  drank,  however,  and 
as  I  rose  on  ray  feet,  looked  toward  the  south-west, 
where  I  observed  a  yellowish,  oval  spot,  the  ap- 
pearance of  which  was  quite  new  to  me.     Little 
time  was  left  to  me  for  consideration,  as  the  next 
moment  a  smart  breeze  began  to  agitate  the  taller 
txees.    It  increased  to  an  unexpected  height,  and  al- 
ready the  smaller  branches  and*tw!gs  were  seen 
£^ing  in  a  slanting  direction  towards  the  ground. 
Two  minutes  had  scarcely  elapsed,  when  the  whole 
forest  before  me  was  in  fearful  motion.     Here  and 
&ere,  where  one  tree  pressed  against  another,  a 
creaking  noise  was  produced,  similar  to  that  occa- 
iioned  by  the  violent  gusts  which  sometimes  sweep 
^cr  the  country.     Turning  instinctively  toward 
Hie  direction  from  which  the  wind  blew,  I  saw,  to 
^y  great  astonishment,  that  the  ifoblest  trees  of 
the  forest  bent  their  lofty  heads  for  a  while,  and 
anable  to  stand  against  the  blast,  were  falling  into 
pieces.    First,  the  branches  were  broken  off  with 
a  crackling  noise  ;  then  went  the  upper  part  of  the 
massy  trunks;  and  in  many  places  whole  trees  of 
gigantic  size  were  falUng  entire  to  the  ground.     So 
I  rapad  was  the  progress  of  the  storm,  that  before  I 
■nuld  think  of  taking  measures  to  insure  my  safety, 
rtte  hurricane  was  passing  opposite  the  place  where  I 


stood.  Never  can  I  forget  the  scene  which  at  that 
moment  pre»Bnted  itself.  The  tops  of  the  trees 
were  seen  moving  in  tihe  strangest  manner,  in  the 
central  current  of  the  tempest,  which  carried  along 
with  it  a  mingled  mass  of  twigs  and  foliage,  that 
completely  obscured  the  view.  Some  of  the  lai'gest 
trees  were  seen  bending  and  writhing  under  the 
gale ;  others  suddenly  snapped  across ;  and  many, 
after  a  momentary  resistance,  fell  uprooted  to  the 
earth.  The  mass  of  branches,  twigs,  foliage  and 
dust  that  jnoved  through  the  air,  was  whirled  on- 
wards like  a  cloud  of  feathers,  and  on  passing, 
disclosed  a  wide  space  filled  with  fallen  trees,  naked 
stumps;  and  heaps  of  shapeless  ruins,  which  marked 
the  path  of  the  tempest.  This  space  was  about  a 
fourth  of  a  mile  in  breadth,  and  to  my  imagina- 
tion resembled  the  dried-up  bed  of  the  Mississippi, 
with  its  thousands  of  planters  and  sawyers,  strewed 
in  the  sand,  and  inclioed  in  various  degrees.  The 
horrible  noise  resembled  that  of  the  great  cataracts 
of  Niagara,  and  as  it  howled  along  in  the  track 
of  the  desolating  tempest,  produced  a  feeling  in 
my  mind  which  it  is  impossible  to  describe. 

The  principal  force  of  the  hurricane  was  now 
over,  although  millions  of  twigs  and  small  branches, 
that  had  been  brought  from  a  great  distance,  were 
seen  following  the  blast,  as  if  drawn  onwards  by 
some  mysterious  power.  They  even  floated  in  the 
air  for  some  hours  after,  as  if  supported  by  the 
thick  mass  of  dust  that  rose  high  above  the  ground. 
l*he  sky  had  now  a  greenish  lurid  hue,  and  an  ex- 
tremely disagreeable  sulphureous  odour  Was  dif- 
fused in  the  atmosphere.  I  waited  in  amaze- 
ment, having  sustained  no  material  injury,  until 
nature  at  length  resumed  her  wonted  aspect 
For  some  moments,  I  felt  undetermined  whether  I 
should  return  to  Morgantown,  or  attempt  to  force 
my  way  through  the  vjrrecks  of  the  tempest.  My 
business,  however,  being  of  an  urgent  nature,  I 
ventured  into  the  path  of  the  stonn,  and  after  en- 
countering innumerable  difliculties,  succeeded  in 
crossing  it.  I  was  obliged  to  lead  my  horse  by  the 
bridle  to  enable  him  to  leap  over  the  fallen  trees, 
whilst  I  scrambled  over  or  under  them  in  the  best 
way  I  could,  at  times  so  hemmed  in  by  the  broken 
tops  and  tangled  branches,  as  atmost  to  become 
desperate.  'On  arriving  at  my  house,  I  gave  an 
account  of  what  I  had  seen,  when,  to  my  surprise, 
I  was  told  that  there  had  been  very  little  wind  in 
the  neighbourhood,  although  in  the  streets  and 
gardens  many  branches  and  twigs  had  fallen  in  a 
manner  which  excited  great  surprise. 

Many  wondrous  accounts  of  the  devastating  effect 
oftliis  hurricane  were  circulated  in  the  country,  after 
its  occurrence.  Some  log  houses,  we  were  told,  had 
been  overturned,  and  their  inmates  destroyed.  One 
person  informed  me  that  a  wire-sifter  had  been 
conveyed  by  the  gust  to  a  distance  of  many  miles. 
Another  had  found  a  cow  lodged  in  the  fork  of  a 
large  half-broken  tree.  But,  as  I  am  disposed  to 
relate  only  what  I  have  myself  seen,  I  will  not 
load  you  into  the  region  of  romance,  but  abftU  con- 
tent myself  by  saying  that  much  damage  was  done 
by  this  awful  visitation.  The  valley  is  yet  a  deao- 
late  place,  overgrown  with  briars  and  bufhea,  thick- 
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ly  entangled  amid#  th^  tops  a'rti  trunks  of  the 
&Ilen  trees,  and  is  the  resort  o£^  ravenous  animals, 
to  which  they  beUdce  thematf  vcs  when  pursued  by 
man,  or  after  they  have  committed  their  depreda- 
tions on  the  fiu'ms  of  the  surrounding  district  I 
have  crossed  the  path  of  the  storm,  at  a  distance 
of  a  hundred  miles  from  the  spot  where  I  witnessed 
its  fury,  an^,  again,  four  hundred  miles  farther  dS,  in 
the  state  of  Ohio.  Lastly*,  I  observed  traces  of  its 
ravages  on  the  summits  of  the  mountains  connected 
with  the  Great  Pine  Forest  of  Pennsylvania,  three 
hundred  miles  beyond  the  place  last  mentioned. 
In  all  these  different  parts,  it  appeared  to  me  not 
to  have  exceeded  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  braadth. 


DESCENT  OF  THE  0H;0  IN  1809. 

FROM  THB  S^MB. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  October.  The  autum- 
nal tints  already  decorated  th^  shores  of  that  qii^n 
of  rivere,  the  Ohio.  Eveiy  tree  was  hung  with 
long  and  flowing  festoons  of  different  species  of 
vines,  many  loaded  with  clustered  fruits  of  varied 
brilliancy,  their  rich  bronzed  carmiiic  mingling 
beautifully  with  the  yellow  foliage,  \ihich  now 
predominated  over  the  yet  green  leaves,  rejflccting 
more  lively  tints  from  the  clear  stream  than  ever 
landscape  painter  portrayed  or  poet  imagined. 

The  days  were  yet  warm.  The  sun  had  as- 
sumed the  rich  and  glowing  hue,  which  at  that 
season  produces  the  singular  phenomenon  called 
there  tlie  <«  Indian  Summer."  The  moon  had 
rather  passed  the  meridian  of  her  grandeur.  We 
glided  down  the  river,  meeting  no  other  ripple  of 
the  water  than  that  formed  by  the  propulsion  of 
our  boat  Leisurely  we  moved  along,  gazing  all 
day  on  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  the  wild  scenery 
around  us. 

Now  and  then,  a  large  cat-fish  rose  to  the  sur- 
face of  the  water  in  pursuit  of  a  shoal  of  fry,  which 
starting  simultaneously  from  the  liqi^id  element, 
like  so  many  silvery  arrows,  produced  a  shower  of 
Ught,  while  the  pursuer  with  open  jaws  seized  the 
stragglers,  and,  with  a  splash  of  his  tail,  disap- 
peared from  our  view.  Other  fishes  we  heard  ut- 
tering beneath  our  bark  a  rumbling  noise,  the 
strange  sounds  of  which  we  discovered  to  proceed 
from  the  white  perch,  for  on  casting  our  net  from 
the  bow  we  caught  several  of  that  species,  when 
the  noise  ceased  for  a  time. 

Nature,  in  her  varied  arrangements,  seen^  to 
have  felt  a  partiality  toward  this  portion  of  our 
country.  As  the  traveller  ascends  or  descends  the 
Ohio,  he  cannot  help  remarking  that  alternately, 
nearly  the  whole  length  of  the  river,  the  margin, 
on  one  side,  is  bounded  by  lofly  hills  and  a  rolling 
sur&ce,  while  on  the  other,  extensive  plains  of  the 
richest  alluvial  land  are  seen  as  far  as  the  eye  can 
command  the  view.  Islands  of  varied  size  and 
forn^  rise  here  and  there  from  the  bosom  of  the 
water,  >fiid  the  winding  course  of  the  stream  fre- 
quently brings  you  to  places,  where  the  idea  of 
being  on  a  river  of  great  length  changes  to  that  of 
floating  on  a  lake  of  moderate  extent    Some  of 


t}iese  islands  are  of  considerable  size  : 

while  otheni,  small  and  insignificant,  seem 
fn  tended  for  contrast,  and  as  serving  to  enl 
the  general  interest  ef  the  scene^     These 

islands   are   frequently   olferflowcd   during   g 

freshets  or  floods,  and  raceive  at  Ibeir  heads  prodi- 
gious heaps  of  drifted  timber.  Weiibresaw  with 
great  concern  the  alteration  that  cultivation  would 
soon  produce  along  those  delighlful  banl^ 

As  night  came,  sinking  in  dai^ness  the  broai)cr 
portions  of  the  river,  our  minc^  became  ^flecttd 
by  strong  emotions,  and  wandered  far  beyond  the 
present  moments.  The  tinkling  of  bells  told  us 
that  the  cattle  which  bore  them  weie  gently  rov- 
ing fi9cn  valley  to  valley  in  search  of  food,  or  re- 
turning to  their  distant  homes.  The  hooting  of 
the  (frcat  Owl,  or  the  muffled  q^ise  of  its  wings 
as  it  sailed  teoothly  over  the  stream,  were  matters 
of  interest  to  us ;  so  was  the  souncF  of  the^boat- 
iAan*s  llbm,  as  it  came  winding  more  and  more 
softly  from  afar.  When  daylight  returned,  many 
songsters  burst  forth  with  echoing  notes,  more  and 
more  mellow  to  tlie  listening  car.  Here  and  there 
the  lonely  cabin  of  a  squatter  struck  the  eye,  giv- 
ing note  of  commencing  civilization.  The  cross- 
ing of  the  stream  by  a  deer  foretold  how  soon  the 
hills  would  be  covered  with  snow. 
.  Many  sluggish  flat-boats  we  overtook  and  passed : 
some  laden  with  produce  from  the  dif&rent  head- 
waters of  the  small  riveni  that  pour  their  tributary 
streams  into  the  Ohio ;  others,  of  less  dimensions, 
crowded  with  emigrants  from  distant  parts,  in  aearrh 
of  a  new  home.  Purer  pleasures  I  never  felt ;  nor 
have  you,^  reader,  I  ween/^^inless  indeed  you  have 
felt  the  like,  and  in  such  company 

When  I  think  of  the  times,  and  call  Iteck  to  ^y 
mind  the  grandeur  and  beauty  of  those  almost  uli- 
inhabited  shores;  when  I  picture  to  myself  the 
dense  and  lofty  summits  of  the  forest,  that  every- 
where spread  along  the  hills,  and  overhung  the 
margins  of  the  stream,  unmolested  by  the  axe  of  the 
settler;  when  I  know  how  dearly  purchased  the 
safe  navigation  of  tliat  river  has  b^n  by  the  blood 
of  many  worthy  Virginians ;  when  I  see  that  no 
longer  any  Aborigines  are  to  be  found  there,  and 
tliat  the  vast  herds  of  elks,  deer,  and  bufliiloes  which 
once  pastured <»n  these  hilUand  in  these  valleys,  mak- 
ing for  themselves  great  roads  to  the  several  salt- 
springs,  have  ceased  to  exist ;  when  I  reflect  that  all 
this  grand  portion  of  oiir  Union,  instead  of  being  in 
a  state  of  nature,  is  now  more  or  less  covered  with 
villages,  farms,  and  towns,  where  the  din  of  han>- 
mers  and  macliincry  is  constantly  heard ;  that  the 
woods  are  fast  disappearing  under  the  axe  by  day, 
and  the  fire  by  night;  that  hundreds  of  steain- 
boats  are  glidimg  to  and  fro,  over  the  whole  length 
of  the  majestic  river,  forcing  commerce  to  take  root 
and  to  prosper  at  every  spot ;  when  I  see  the  sur- 
plus population  of  Europe iximing  to  assist  in  the 
destruction  of  the  forest,  and  transplanting  civili- 
zation into  its  darkest  recesses ; — when  I  ^member 
that  these  extraordinary  changes  have  all  taken 
place  in  the  short  period  of  twenty  years,  I  pause, 
wonder,  and,  although  I  know  all  to  be  fart,  «<-»•* 
scarcely  believe  its  reality. 
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these  change!  are  for  the  better  or  for 
rone,  I  shall  not  pretend  to  aaj ;  but  4n 
er^r  way  my  concIiisi9nfl  may  incline,  I  feel 
regret  ttrnt  ther4ltre  on  record  no  aatisfiictOTy 
o(X>aiita  of  th%fttate  of  ^btt  portion  of  the  coun- 
ty, from  tl\^  time  when  our  people  first  settled  in 
iL    This  has  not  been  because  no  one  in  America 
is  able  to  accomplish  such  an  undertaking.     Our 
IatikA  and  our  Coopxas  hav6  prowd  themselves 
^lly  competei^br  the  task.    It  has  more  proba- 
bly been  because  the  changes  have  succeeded  each 
other  with  such  rapidity,  as  almost  to  rival  the 
moTementjt^of  their  pen.     However,  it  is  not  too 
late  yet;  and  I  lyicerely  hope  that  either^  both 
of  them  will  ere  long  fumidi  the  generations  to 
come  with  tho^jdelightful  descriptions  which  they 
are  w  well  qoanned  to  give,  of  the  «origin<il  state 
of  m  coimtrjr  Uiat  has  been  so  rapidly  forfied  to 
change.her  form  and  attire  underlie  ii^uencQ.of 
increasing  population.     Yes ;  I  hope  to  read,  ere 
I  close  my  earthly  career,  accounts  from  those  de- 
lightful writers  of  the  progress  of  civilization  in 
our  western  country.     They  will  speak  of  the 
CiiaKs,  the  CaooHAifs,  the  Boohs,  and  many 
other  men  of  great  and  daring  enterprise.    They 
will  analyze,  as  it  were,  into  each  component  part, 
the  country  as  it  once  existed,  and  will  render  the 
picture,  aa  it  ought  to  be,  immortaL 
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Now  it  glows  with  a  fiefy  nue,  and  again  it  is 
changed  to  the  deepest  velvet/  black.  The  upper 
parts  of  its  delicate  body  are  of  resplendent  chang- 
ing green;  and  it  ^rows  itself  through  the  air 
with  a  swiftness  and  vivaci^  hardly  conceivable. 
It  tnoves  from  one  flower  to  another  like  a  gleam 
of  light,  upwards^  downwards,  to  the  right,  and  to 
the  left.  In  this  m^iner  it  searches  the  extreme 
northern  portions  of  our  country,  following  with 
great  precaution  the  advances  of  the  season,  and 
retreats  •ith  equal  care  at  the  approach  of  autumn. 


'  ^  THE  MOCKING  BIRD. 

raOM  THX  SAMS. 


Whku  is  the  person,  who,  on  observing  this 
jittering  fragment  of  the  rainbow,  would  not 
pause,  admire,  and  instantly  turn  his  mind  with 
reverence  toward  the  Almighty  Creator,  the  won- 
<lerB  of  whose  hand  we  at  every  step  discover,  and 
of  whose  sublime  conceptions  we  everywhere  ob- 
serve the  manifestations  in  his  admirable  system 
of  creation  ?— »rhcre  breathes  not  such  a  person ; 
so  kindly  have  we  all  been  blessed  with  that  intui- 
tive and  noble  feeling — admiration ! 

No  sooner  has  the  returning  sun  again  intro- 
daoed  the  vernal  seas^,  and  caused  millions  of 
plants  to  expand  their  leaves  and  Blossoms  to  his 
grnial  beams,  than  the  little  Humming  Bird  is  seen 
advancing  on  friiry  wings,  carefully  visiting  every 
opening  flower-cup,  and,  like  a  curious  florist,  re- 
moving from  each  the  injurious  insets  that  other- 
wise would  ere  long  cause  their  beauteous  petals 
to  droop  and  decay.  Poised  in  the  air,  it  is  ob- 
served peeping  cautiously,  and  with  sparkling  eye,  < 
into  their  innermost  recesses,  whilst  the  ethereal 
motions  of  its  pinions,  so  rapid  alid  so  light,  ap- 
pev  to  Ian  and  cool  the  flower,  without  injuring 
its  fragile  texture,  and  produce  a  delightful  mur- 
moring  sound,  well  adapted  for  lulling  the  insects 
to  repopBw. .. . 

The  prairies,  the  fields,  the  orchards  and  gardens, 
itty,  the  deepest  shades  of  the  forests,  are  all  visited 
in  their  turn,  and  everywhere  the  little  bird  meets 
with  pleasure  and  with  food.  Its  gorgeous  throat 
/n  bnuty  ami  brilliancy  bafllea  all  competition. 

25 


It  is  where  *the  Great  Magnolia  shoots  up  its 
majestic  trunk,  crowned  with  evergreen  leaves, 
and  decorated  with  m  thousand  beautiful  flowers, 
that  perfrime  the  air  around ;  where  tbe  forests  and 
fictds  are  adorned  \yth  blossoms  of  every  hue ; 
where  the  Golden  Orange  ornaments  the  gardens 
and  groves ;  where  Bignonias  of  various  kinds  in- 
terlace their  climbing  stems  around  the  White- 
fldwered  ^tuartia,  and  mounting  still  higher,  cover 
the  summits  of  the  lofty  trees  around,  accompanied 
with  innumerable  vines,  that  here  and  there  fes- 
toon the  dense  foliage  of  the  magnificent  woods, 
lending  to  the*  vernal  breeze  a  slight  portion  of  the 
^perfume  of  their  clustered  flowers;  where  a  genial 
warmth  seldom  forsakes  the  atmosphere ;  where 
berries  and  fruits  of  all  descriptions  are  met  with 
at  every  step;— in  a  word,  it  is  where  Nature 
seems  to  have  paused,  as  she  passed  over  the 
earth,  and  opening  her  stores  to  have  strewed 
with  unsparing  hand  the  diversified  seeds  from 
which  have  sprung  all  the  beautiful  and  splendid 
forms  which  I  should  in  vain  attempt  to  describe, 
that  the  Mocking  Bird  should  have  fixed  its  abode, 
there  only  that  its  wondrous  sofig  should  be  heard. 

But  where  is  tliat  favoured  land  1 — It  is  in  that 
great  continent  to  whose  distant  shores  Europe 
has  sent  forth  her  adventurous  sons,  to  wrest  for 
themselves  a  habitation  from  the  wild  inhabitants 
of  the  forest,  and  to  convert  the  neglected  soil  into 
fields  of  exuberant  fertility.  It  is,  reader,  in  Lou- 
isiana that  these  bounties  of  nature  are  in  the 
greatest  perfection.  It  is  there  that  you  should 
listen  to  the  love-song  of  the  Mocking  Bird)  as  I 
at  this  moment  do.  See  how  he  flics  round  his 
mate,  with  motions  as  light  as  those  of  the  butter- 
fly4  His  tail  is  widely  expanded,  he  mounts  in 
the  air  to  a  small  distance,  describes  a  circle,  and, 
again  alighting,  approaches  his  beloved  one,  his 
eyes  gleaming  with  delight,  for  she  has  already  pro- 
mised to  be  his  and  his  only.  His  beautiful  wings 
are  gently  raised,  he  bows  to  his  love,  and  again 
bouncing  upwards,  opens  his  bill,  and  pours  forth 
his  melody,  frill  of  exultation  at  the  conquest 
which  he  haii  made. 

They  are  not  the  soft  sounds  of  the  flute  §r  the 
hautboy  that  I  hear,  but  the  sweeter  notes  of  Na- 
ture's own  music.  The  mellowness  of  the  song, 
the  varied  modulations  and  gradations,  the  extent 
of  its  compass,  the  great  brilliancy  of  execution,  are 
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unrivalled.     There  is  probably  no  bird  in  the 

world  that  poBaewda  all  the  musical  qualifications 
of  this  king  of  song,  who  has  derived  all  from  Na- 
ture's self!     Yes,  reader,  all ! 

No  sooner  has  he  again  alighted,  and  the  con- 
jugal  contract  has  been  sealed,  than,  as  if  his 
breast  was  about  to  be  rent  with  delight,  he  again 
pours  forth  his  notes  with  more  softness  and  rich- 
ness than  before.  He  now  soars  higher,  glancing 
around  with  a  vigilant  eye,  to  assure  himsel}*  that 
none  has  witnessed  his  bliss.  When  diese  love 
scenes  are  over,  he  dances  through  the  air,  full  of 
animation  and  delight,  and,  as  if  to  convince  his 
lovely  mate  that  to  enrich  her  hopes  he  ^as  much 
more  love  in  store,  he  that  moment  begins  anew, 
and  imitates  all  the  notes  which  nature  has  im- 
parted to  the  other  songsters  of  the  grove 

The  musical  powers  of  this  bird  have  often  been 
taken  notice  of  by  European  naturalists,  and  persons 
who  find  pleasure  in  listening  to  the  song  of  difierent 
birds  whilst  in  confinement  ^r  at  large.  Some  of 
these  persons  have  described  the  notes  of  the 
Nightingale  as  occasionally  fully  equal  to  those 
of  our  bird.  I  have  frequently  heard  both  species 
in  confinement,  and  in  the  wild  state,  and  without 
prejudice,  have  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing  the 
notes  of  the  European  Philomel  equal  to  those  of 
a  sovUtrettt  of  taste,  which,  could  she  study  under 
a  Mozart,  might  perhaps  in  time  become  very  in- 
teresting in  her  way.  But  to  compare  her  essays 
to  the  finished  talent  of  the  Mocking  Bird,  is,  in 
my  opinion,  quite  absurd. 


II 


THE  WOOD  THRUSH. 

FROM  THIS  8AMB. 


This  bird  is  my  greatest  favourite  of  the  feathered 
tribes  of  our  woods.  To  it  I  owe  much.  How 
often  has  it  revived  my  drooping  spirits,  when  I 
have  listened  to  its  wild  notes  in  the  forest,  after 
passing  a  restless  night  in  my  slender  shed,  so 
feebly  secured  against  the  violence  of  the  storm, 
as  to  show  me  the  futility  of  m^'  best  efforts  to  re- 
kindle my  little  fire,  whose  uncertain  and  vacillat- 
ing light  had  grailually  died  away  under  the  de- 
structive weight  of  the  dense  torrents  of  rain  that 
seemed  to  involve  the  heavens  and  the  earth  in  one 
raasa^  of  fearful  murkiness,  save  when  the  red 
streaks  of  the  flashing  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  daz- 
zled eye,  and,  glancing  along  the  huge  trunk  of  the 
stateliest  and  noblest  tree  in  my  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood, were  instantly  followed  by  an  uprodr  of 
crackling,  crashing,  and  deafening  sounds,  rolling 
their  volumes  in  tumultuous  eddies  far  and  near, 
as  if  to  silence  the  very  breathings  of  the  un- 
formed thought !  How  often,  after  such  a  night, 
when  fax  from  my  dear  homo,  and  deprived  of  the 
presence  of  those  nearest  to  my  heart,  wearied, 
hungry,  drenched,  and  so  lonely  and  desolate  as 
alm^t  to  question  myself  why  I  was  thus  situated, 
when  I  have  seen  the  fruits  of  my  labours  on  the 
eve  of  being  destroyed,  as  the  water,  collected  into 
a  stream,  rushed  through  my  little  camp,  and  forced 
me  to  stand  erect,  shivering  in  a  cold  fit  like  that 
of  a  severe  ague,  when  I  have  been  obliged  to  wait 


with  Uie  patience  of  a  martyr  for  the  retar 
day,  silently  counting  over  the  years  of  my  yo. 
doubting  perhaps  if  ^er  again  I  should  retan 
my  home,  and  embrace  rttf  familyl — how  ofl 
as  the  first  glimpses* of  morning  gleamed  dou.^ 
fully  amongst  the  dusky  masses  of  the  forest-trees, 
has  there  come  upon  my  ear,  thrilling  along  the 
sensitive  cords  which  connect  that  organ  with  the 
heart,  the  delightful  music  of  this  harbingef  of  day ! 
— and  how  fervently,  on  such  iceaaions,  have^ 
blessed  the  Being  who  formed  the  Wood  Thrush,  and 
placed  it  in  those  solitary  forests,  as  if  to  console  me 
amidst  my  privations,  to  cheer  my  dejfjEessed  mind, 
and  tojnake  me  feel,  as  I  did,  thatrmah  never  should 
despair,  whatever  may  be  his  situation,  as  he  can  ne- 
ver be  certain  that  aid  and  deliverance  are  not  atliand. 
l^e  Wood  Thrush  seldom  c<mimits  a  mistake 
after  such  a  storm  as  I  have  attempted  to  describe ; 
foir  no  s^ner  are  its  sweet  notes  heard  than  the 
heavens  gradually  clear,  the  bright  refracted  tight 
rises  in  gladdening  rays  from  ben^ith  the  distant 
horizon,  the  effulgent  beams  increase  in  their  in- 
tensity, and  the  great  orb  of  day  at  length  bursts 
on  the  sight     The  gray  yapour  that  floats  along 
the  ground  is  quickly  dissipated,  the  worid  smiles 
at  the  h^ppy  chan^,  and  the  woods  are  soon  heard 
to  echo  the  joyous  thanks  of  their  many  songsters. 
At  that  moment  all  fears  vanish,  giving  place  to 
an  inspiriting  hope.     The  hunter  prepares  to  leave 
his  camp.     He  listens  to  the  Wood  llirush,  while 
he  thinks  of  the  course  which  he  ought  to  pursue, 
and  as  the  bird  approaches  to  peep  at  him,  and 
learn  somewhat  his  intentions,  he  raises  his  mind 
toward  the  Supreme  Disposer  of  events.     Seldom, 
indeed,  have  I  heard  the   song  of  thi^  Thruab« 
without  feeling  all  that  tianquiUity  of  mind,  to 
which  the  secluded  situation  in  which  it  delights 
is  so  favourable.     The  thickest  and  darkest  woods 
always  appear  to  please  it  best     The  borders  of 
murmuring  streandets,  overshadowed  by  the  dense 
foliage  of  the  lofty  trees  growing  on  the  gentle  de- 
clivities, amidst  which  the  sunbeams  seldom  pene« 
trate,  are  its  favourite  resorts.     There  it  is,  that 
the  musical  powers  of  this  hermit  of  the  woods 
must  be  heard,  to  be  fully  appreciated  and  enjoyed. 


FLIGHT  OF  THE  GREAT  HORNED  OWL. 

PaOM  THB  SAME. 


It  is  during  the  placid  serenity  of  a  heautifol 
summer  nigHt,  when  the  current  of  the  watf^rs 
moves  silently  along,  reflecting  from  its  smooth 
surface  the  silver  radiance  of  the  moon,  and  when 
all  else  of  animated  nature  seems  sunk  in  repose, 
that  the  Great  Homed  Owl,  one  of  the  Niinrods  of 
the  feathered  tribes  of  our  forests,  may  be  seen  sail- 
ing along  silently  3'et  rapidly,  intent  on  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  objects  destined  to  form  his  food.  "Fhe 
lone  steersman  of  the  descending  boat  observes  the 
nocturnal  hunter,  gliding  on  extended  pinions  across 
the  river,  sailing  over  one  hill  and  then  another,  or 
suddenly  sweeping  downwards,  and  again  rising  in 
the  air  like  a  moving  shadow,  now  distinctly  seer 
and  again  mingling  with  the  sombre  shades  r" 
surrounding  woods,  fiiding  into  obscurity. 
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NIAGARA. 

ntOM  TOX  KAMI. 


ArrsR  wandering  on  some  of  our  great  lak^ 
for  many  months,  I  bent  my  course  toward  the 
celebrated  falls  of  Nia^ra,  being  desirous  of  taking 
a  sketch  of  them.  This  vuta  not  my  first  visit  to 
them,  and  I  hoped  it  would  not  be  tiic  last. . . . . 

Returning  a^  then  was  from  a  tedious  journey, 
and  possessing  liltle  more  than  some  drawings  of 
rare  birds  and  plants,  I  reached  the  tavern  at  Niagara 
FaUn  in  sueh  plight  as  might  have  deterred  many 
an  individual  from  obtruding  himself  upon  a  circle 
of  well-clad  and  perhaps  well-bred  society.  Months 
had  passed  since  the  last  of  my  linen  had  been 
taken  from  my  t)ody,  and  used  to  clean  that  useful 
companion,  my  gun.  I  was  in  fact  covered  just 
tike  one  of  the  poorer  class  of  Indians,  and  was 
rendered  eveh  more  disagreeable  to  the  eye  of 
civilized  man,  by  not  having,  like  them,  plucked 
my  beard,  or  trimmed  my  hair  in  any  way.  Had 
Hogarth  been  living,  and  there  when  I  arrived, 
he  could  not  have  found  a  fitter  subject  for  a  Ro- 
BissoH  Crusoe.  My  beard  covered  my  neck 
in  front,  my  hair  fell  much  lower  at  my  back,  the 
leather  dress  which  I  wore  had  for  months  stood 
in  need  of  repair,  a  large  knife  hung  at  my  side, 
a  maty  tin-box  containing  my  drawings  and  co- 
Imiis,  and  wrapped  up  in  a  worn  out  blanket  that 
had  served  me  for  a  bed,  was  buckled  to  my  shoul- 
ders. To  every  one  I  must  have  seemed  immersed 
in  the  depths  of  poverty,  perhaps  of  despair.  Ne- 
vertheless, as  I  cared  little  about  my  appearance 
during  those  happy  rambles,  I  push<^  into  the  sit- 
ting-room, unstrapped  ray  little  burden,  and  asked 
how  soon  breakfast  would  be  ready. 

In  America  no  person  is  ever  refuftcd  entrance 
to  the  inns,  at  least  far  from  cities.  We  know  too 
well  how  many  poor  creatures  are  forced  to  make 
their  way  from  other  countries  in  search  of  em- 
ployment, or  to  seek  uncultivated  land,  and  we  are 
ever  ready  to  let  th^m  have  what  they  may  call 
for.  No  one  knew  who  I  was,  and  the  landlord 
looking  at  me  with  an  eye  of  close  scrutiny,  an- 
swered that  breakfast  would  be  on  t|»e  table  as  soon 
as  the  company  should  come  down  from  their  rooms. 
I  approached  this  important  personage,  told  him  of 
my  avocations,  and  convinced  him  that  he  might 
foci  safe  as  to  remuneration.  From  this  moment 
I  waa,  with  him  at  least,  on  equal  footing  with 
every  other  person  in  his  house.  He  talked  a  good 
deal  of  the  many  artists  who  had  visited  the  Falls 
that  season,  from  different  parts,  and  offered  to  assist 
me,  b^  giving  such  accommodations  as  I  might  re- 
quire to  finish  the  drawings  I  had  in  contemplation. 
He  left  me,  and  as  I  looked  about  the  room,  I  saw 
several  views  of  the  Falls,  by  which  I  was  so  dis- 
gusted, that  I  suddenly  came  to  my  better  senses. 
"  What !"  thought  I,  «  have  I  come  here  to  mimic 
nature  in  her  grandest  enterprise,  and  add  my  cari- 
:atore  of  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world  to  those 
vhich  I  here  see  1  No. — I  give  up  the  vain  at- 
t  I  will  look  on  these  mighty  cataracts  and 
it  them  where  they  alone  can  be  represented, 
ny  mind !" 


THE  DEER  HUNT. 

rSOM  THX  BAHC 


Wx  will  suppose  that  we  arc  now  about  to  fol- 
low the  true  hun/er,  as  the  Still  Hunter  is  also 
called,  through  the  interior  of  the  tangled  woods, 
across  morasses,  ravines,  ana  such  places,  where 
the  game  may  prove  more  or  less  plentiful,  even 
should  none  be  found  there  in  the  first  instance. 
W^e  will  allow  our  hunter  all  the  agility,  pa- 
tience, and  care,  which  his  occupation  requires, 
and  will  march  in  his  rear,  as  if  we  were  spies, 
watching  all  his  motions.  His  dress,  you  ob- 
serve, consists  of  a  leather  hunting  shirt,  and  fl. 
pair  of  trowscrs  of  the  same  material.  His  feet 
are  well  moccasined ;  he  wears  a  belt  round  his 
waist;  his  heavy  rifle  is  resting  on  his  brawny 
shoulder ;  on  one  side  hangs  his  ball-pouch,  sur- 
mounted by  the  horn  of  an  ancient  buffalo,  once 
the  terror  of  the  herd,  but  now  containing  a  pound 
of  the  best  gunpowder ;  his  knife  is  scabbarded  in 
the  same  strap,  and  behind  is  a  tomahawk,  the 
handle  of  which  has  been  thrust  through  his  girdle. 
He  walks  with  so  rapid  a  step,  that  probably  few 
men  coidd  follow  him,  unless  for  a  short  distance, 
in  their  anxiety  to  witness  his  ruthless  deeds.  Ho 
stops,  looks  at  the  flint  of  his  gun,  its  priming,  and 
the  leather  cover  of  the  lock,  then  glances  his  eye 
towards  the  sky,  to  judge  of  the  course  most  likely 
to  lead  him  to  the  game. 

The  heavens  are  clear,  the  red  glare  of  the 
morniug  sun  gleams  through  the  lower  branches 
of  the  loffy  trees,  the  dew  hangs  in  pearly  drops 
at  the  top  of  every  leaf.  Already  has  the  emerald 
hue  of  the  foliage  been  converted  into  the  more 
glowing  tints  of  our  autumnal  months.  A  slight 
front  appears  on  the  fence-rails  of  his  little  corn- 
field. As  he  proceeds,  he  looks  to  the  dead  foliage 
under  his  feet,  in  search  of  the  well-known  traces 
of  a  buck's  hoof.  Now  he  bends  toward  the 
ground,  on  which  something  has  attracted  his  at- 
tention. See !  he  alters  his  course,  increases  his 
speed,  and  will  s^on  reach  the  opposite  hill.  Now, 
he  moves  with  caution,  stops  at  almost  every  tree, 
and  peeps  forward,  as  if  already  within  shooting 
distance  of  the  game<  He  advances  again,  but 
how  very  slowly  !  He  has  reached  the  declivity, 
upon  which  the  sun  shines  in  all  its  glowin^iplen- 
dour ;  but  mark  him !  he  takes  t^e  gun  from  his 
shoulder,  has  already  thrown  aside  the  leathern 
cover  of  the  lock,  and  is  wiping  the  edge  of  his 
flint  with  his  tongue.  Now  he  stands  like  a  monu- 
mental figure,  perhaps  measuring  the  distance  that 
lies  between  him  and  the  game,  which  he  has  in 
view.  His  rifle  is  slowly  raised,  the  report  fol- 
lows, and  he  runs.  Let  us  run  also.  Shall  I 
speak  to  him,  and  ask  him  the  result  of  this  first 
essay  7     Assuredly,  for  I  know  him  well. 

"  Pray,  friend,  what  have  you  killed  V  (for  to 
say,  «what  have  you  shot  atl"  might  imply  the 
possibility  of  his  having  missed,  and  so  loight  hurt 
his  feelings.)  "Nothing  but  a  buck;'*  «And 
where  is  it  V*  «  Oh,  it  has  taken  a  jump  or  so, 
but  I  settled  it,  and  will  soon  be  with  it.  My 
ball  struck,  and  must  have  gone  through  his  heart" 
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THE  LAUREL. 

ntOM  THX  8AJUC. 

What  a  beautiful  object,  in  tbe  delightful  sea- 
son of  spring,  is  our  Ghreat  Laurel,  covered  with  its 
tufts  of  richly,  yet  delicately,  coloured  flowers !  In 
imagination  I  am  at  this  moment  rambling  along  the 
banks  of  some  murmuring  streamlet,  overshadowed 
by  the  thick  foliage  of  this  gorgeous  ornament  of 
our  mountainous  districts.  Methinks  I  see  the 
timid  trout  eyeing  my  movements  from  beneath 
his  rocky  covert,  while  the  warblers  and  other  syl- 
van choristers,  equally  fond  of  their  wild  retreats, 
are  skipping  in  all  the  freedom  of  nature  around 
me.  Delightful  moments  have  been  to  me  those 
when,  seated  in  such  a  place,  with  senses  all  in- 
tent, I  gazed  on  the  rosy  tints  of  the  flowers  that 
seemed  to  acquire  additional  colouring  from  the 
golden  rays  of  the  sun,  as  he  rode  proudly  over 
the  towering  mountains,  drawing  aside  as  it  were 
the  sable  curtain  that  tiQ  now  hung  over  the  land- 
scape, and  drying  up,  with  the  gentleness  of  a 
parent  toward  his  cherished  oflspring,  the  dewy 
tears  that  glittered  on  each  drooping  plant. 


GUILLEMOTS  IN  A  STORM. 

FROM  THS  SANK. 


Stat  on  the  deck  of  the  Ripley  by  my  side  this 
clear  and  cold  morning.  See  how  swifUy  scuds 
our  gallant  bark,  as  she  cuts  her  waj  through  the 
foaming  billows,  now  inclining  to  the  right  and 
again  to  the  left  Far  in  the  east,  dark  banks  of 
low  clouds  indicate  foul  weather  to  the  wary  ma- 
riner, who  watches  the  approach  of  a  northern 
storm  with  anxiety.  Suddenly  the  wind  changes ; 
but  for  this  he  has  prepared ;  the  topmils  are 
snugged  to  their  yards,  and  the  rest  are  securely 
reefed.  A  thick  fog  obscures  all  around  us.  The 
waters,  suddenly  checked  in  their  former  course, 
furiously  war  against  those  wfiich  now  strike 
them  in  front  The  uproar  increaiiea,  the  bark  is 
tossed  on  every  side ;  now  a  sweeping  wave  rushes 
against  the  bows,  the  vessel  quivers,  while  down 
along  her  deck  violently  poor  the  waters,  rolling 
from  side  to  side,  seeking  for  a  place  by  which 
they  may  escape.  At  this  moment  all  about  you 
are  in  dismay  save  the  Guillemots.  The  sea  is 
covered  with  these  intrepid  navigators  of  the  deep. 
Over  each  tumultuous  billow  they  swim  uncon- 
cerned on  the  very  spray  at  the  bow  of  the  vessel, 
and  plunging  as  if  with  pleasure,  up  they  come 
next  moment  at  the  rudder.  Others  fly  around  in 
larore  circles,  while  thousands  contend  with  the 
breeze,  moving  directly  against  it  in  long  lines,  to- 
ward regions  unknown  to  all,  save  themselves  and 
some  other  species  of  sea  birds. 


THE  LIFE  OF  A  NATURALIST. 

FROM  THS  SAMK. 

Ths  adventures  and  vicissitudes  which  have  &I- 
len  to  my  lot,  instead  of  tending  to  diminish  the 
fervid  enthusiasm  of  my  nature,  have  imparted  a 
toughness  to  my  bodily  constitution,  naturally 
strong,  and  to  my  mmd,  naturally  buoyant,  an 
elasticity  such  as  to  assure  me  that  though  aome- 
what  old,  and  considerably  denuded  in  the  frontal 
region,  I  could  yet  perform  on  foot  a  journey  of 
any  length,  were  I  sure  that  I  should  thereby  add 
materially  to  our  knowledge  of  the  e vet  interesting 
creatures  which  have  for  so  long  a  time  occupied 
my  thoughts  by  day,  and  filled  my  dreams  with 
pleasant  images.  Nay,  reader,  had  I  a  new  lease 
of  life  presented  to  me,  I  should  choose  for  it  the 
very  occupations  in  which  I  have  been  engaged. 

And,  reader,  the  life  which  I  have  led  has  been 
in  some  respects  a  singular  one.  Think  of  a  per- 
son, intent  on  such  pursuits  as  mine  have  been, 
aroused  at  early  dawn  from  his  rude  couch  on  the 
alder-fringed  brook  of  some  northern  valley,  or  in 
the  midst  of  some  yet  unexplored  forest  of  the 
west,  or  perhaps  on  the  soft  and  warm  mnds  of  the 
Florida  shores,  and  listening  to  the  pleasing  melo- 
dies of  songsters  innumerable  saluting  the  magni- 
ficent orb,  from  whose  radiant  influence  the  crea- 
tures of  many  worlds  receive  life  and  light.  Re- 
freshed and  reinvigorated  by  healthful  rest,  he  starts 
upon  his  feet,  gathers  up  his  store  of  curiosities, 
buckles  on  his  knapsack,  shoulders  his  trusty  fire- 
lock, says  a  kind  word  to  his  faithful  dog,  and 
re-commences  his  pursuit  of  zoological  knowledge. 
Now  the  morning  is  spent,  and  a  squirrel  or  a  trout 
afTord  him  a  repast  Should  the  day  be  warm,  he 
rep)oses  for  a  time  under  the  shade  of  some  tree.  The 
woodland  choristers  again  burst  forth  into  song,  anid 
he  starts  anew  to  winder  wherever  his  fancy  may  di- 
rect him,  or  the  objects  of  his  search  may  lead  bim  in 
pursuit  When  evening  approaches,  and  the  birds 
are  seen  betaking  themselves  to  the  retreats,  he 
looks  for  some  place  of  safety,  erects  his  shed  of 
green  boughs,  kindles  his  fire,  prepares  his  meal, 
and  as  the  widgeon  or  blue-winged  teal,  or  per- 
haps the  breast  of  a  turkey  or  a  steak  of  venison, 
sends  its  delicious  perfumes  abroad,  he  enters  into 
his  parchment-bound  journal  the  remarkable  inci- 
dents and  facU  that  have  occurred  in  the  course  of 
the  day.  Darkness  has  now  drawn  her  sable  cnr- 
tain  over  the  scene;  his  repast  is  finished,  and 
kneeling  on  the  earth,  he  raises  his  soul  to 
Heaven,  grateful  for  the  protection  that  has  been 
granted  to  him,  and  the  sense  of  the  divine  pre- 
sence in  this  solitary  place.  Then  wishing  a  cor- 
dial good  night  to  all  the  dear  friends  at  home,  the 
American  woodsman  wraps  himself  up  in  his 
blanket,  and  closing  his  eyes  soon  falls  into  that 
comfortable  sleep  which  never  fails  him  on  such 
occasions. 


ROBERT  WALSH. 


[Bom  abovt  ITtt.] 


I 


Mr.  Walsh  is  of  Irish  Catholic  descent, 
and  was  born  about  the  year  1782,  in  Balti- 
more, where  his  fether  was  a  merchant.  He 
receiTed  ^.liberal  education,  and  aAer  passings 
seTeral  years  in  Great  Britain,  France,  and 
other  parts  of  Europe,  for  the  improvement 
of  his  mind,  at  twenty-six  years  of  age  he 
returned  to  the  United  States,  selected  Phila- 
delphia as  his  place  of  residence,  was  admit- 
ted to  the  bar,  and  married.  The  infirmity  of 
partial  deafness,  or  it  may  be  a  predominant 
lore  of  letters,  soon  induced  the  abandonment 
of  the  profession  of  law  for  that  of  literature. 
His  first  essays  were  in  The  Port  Folio,  a 
monthly  miscellany  which  has  been  before 
mentioned  in  these  pages,  and  which  was  then 
in  the  zenith  of  its  reputation.  In  December, 
1809,  he  published  his  first  book,  under  the 
title  of  A  Letter  on  the  Genius  and  Disposi- 
tions of  the  French  Government,  including  a 
View  of  the  Taxation  of  the  French  Empire. 
It  is  stated  in  the  advertisement  that  it  *^  was 
%'ritten  amid  a  variety  of  pursuits  in  the  course 
of  two  months,'*  and  hastily  published,  from 
an  impression  that  it  was  called  for,  if  at  all, 
at  the  moment.  It  secured  ibr  him  at  once  a 
wide  popularity.  Perhaps  nothing  from  the 
American  press  had  ever  produced  a  greater 
sensation.  It  furnished  a  subject  for  the  lead- 
ing article  in  the  next  number  of  the  Edin- 
burgh Review :  **  Here  is  a  stout  republican," 
exclaims  the  critic,  ^*  who  praises  England  and 
declaims  against  France,  with  more  zeal  and 
intelligence  than  any  of  our  own  politicians ; 
who  writes  better  and  shows  more  learning 
than  most  of  our  men  of  letters ;  displays  the 
characteristic  keenness  of  his  countrymen, 
without  any  of  their  coarseness,  and  has  all 
their^patriotic  prejudices,  without  their  illibe- 
rality.''  Mr.  Walsh  had  made  good  use  of 
his  time  while  in  France,  and  the  fulness  of 
his  information  respecting  that  country,  and 
contemporaneous  events  generally,  the  bold- 
ness and  apparent  ssigacity  of  his  views,  and 
the  afiiuence  of  his  clear  and  forcible  style,  na- 
turally won  for  him  the  most  favourable  con- 
sideration; but  perhaps  Mr.  Jefirey  might  not 


have  discovered  so  much  literary  merit  in  his 
Letter,  if  it  had  been  informed  with  a  mora 
gallican  spirit.  Mr.  Walsh's  hatred  of  France 
indeed  was  so  strong  as  even  with  the  British 
reviewer  to  cause  an  instinctive  distrust  of  his 
accuracy,  though  it  is  admitted  that  the  ope- 
ration of  his  prejudice  was  in  a  great  measure 
corrected  by  an  uprightness  of  principle  and 
a  habit  of  careful  reasoning. 

On  the  firet  of  January,  1811,  Mr.  Walsh 
published  the  initial  number  of  The  American 
Review  of  History  and  Politics.  This  was 
the  firat  American  quarterly,  and  was  too  far 
in  advance  of  the  popular  taste  to  be  success- 
ful. Mr.  Walsh  himself  wrote  nearly  all  the 
contents  of  the  firot  and  second  numbers, 
among  which  were  two  able  articles  on  the 
life  and  genius  of  Alexander  Hamilton,  and 
severaj  on  his  more  favourite  subject  of  France 
and  her  foreign  relations.  Altogether  the  Re- 
view was  eminently  creditable  to  him,  and  its 
discontinuance  at  the  close  of  the  second  year 
of  its  publication  was  with  good  reason  la- 
mented by  the  friends  of  literature  throughout 
the  country. 

In  1813  he  published  his  Correspondence 
with  General  Harper  respecting  Russia,  and 
his  Essay  on  the  Future  State  of  Europe : 
works  in  style  and  spirit  agreeing  very  close- 
ly with  his  Letter  on  the  French  Government. 
It  was  about  this  period,  I  believe,  that  he 
wrote  the  biographical  and  critical  notices  of 
the  British  Poets,  contained  in  the  part  print- 
ed under  his  supervision,  of  the  fifty-vjpklume 
edition  of  their  works,  commenced  by  Mr. 
Sanford. 

In  1817  he  undertook  the  management  of 
the  American  Register,  a  periodical  devoted 
to  politics,  history,  statistics,  etc.,  upon  which 
his  labours  were  arduous  and  of  much  tem- 
porary importance.  Indeed  the  work  is  still 
interesting  and  valuable,  and  it  proves  that  the 
editor  must  have  possessed  great  industry  as 
well  as  various  intellectual  resources. 

In  1819  appeared  Mr.  Walsh's  Appeal  from 
the  Judgments  of  Great  Britain  respecting 
the  United  States  of  America,  containing  an 
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Historical  Outline  of  their  Merits  and  Wrongs 
as  Colonies,  and  Strictures  upon  the  Calum- 
nies of  the  British  Writers.  It  is  an  octavo 
▼olume  of  more  than  five  hundred  pages,  and 
was  the  offspring  of  a  more  extended  and  sys- 
tematic design,  **  a  survey  of  the  institutions 
and  resources  of  the  American  republic,  and 
of  the  real  character  of  the  American  people ;" 
and  was  published  as  an  introduction  to  a 
work  of  this  nature.  The  appearance  in  the 
Quarterly  Review  of  an  article  on  the  United 
States,  in  the  form  of  a  review  of  Inchiquin's 
Letters,  distinguished  alike  for  malignity,  ig- 
norance, and  coarse  buffoonery,  had  somewhat 
exasperated  the  feelings  of  many  here  who 
had  observed  the  almost  uniform  injustice  of 
English  writere  and  orators  toward  our  coun- 
try. They  cared  very  little  for  the  attacks 
themselves,  which  evidently  for  the  most  part 
were  by  vulgar  hirelings,  but  it  was  thought 
with  good  reason  that  there  must  be  a  pervad- 
ing and  deeply  rooted  prejudice  against  us  in 
a  community  which  could  make  such  things 
profitable  to  their  authors.  The  Rev.  Dr. 
D  wight,  Mr.  James  K.  Paulding,  and  one  or 
two  others,  had  replied  to  the  Quarteriy  in 
volumes  marked  by  trenchant  wit  as  well  as 
by  research  and  solid  argument.  Mr.  Walsh's 
Appeal  was  a  more  extended  and  comprehen- 
sive work  of  the  same  sort,  and  was  in  the 
main  judiciously  and  forcibly  executed.  But 
his  subjection  to  unworthy  prejudices  prevent- 
ed him  from  making,  in  an  elaborate  vindica- 
tion of  our  intellectual  character  which  it  con- 
tained, even  the  slightest  allusion  to  Jonathan 
Edwards.  One  might  as  well  not  mention 
Homer  in  a  history  of  Greek  poetry. 

In  1821,  Mr.  Walsh  and  Mr.  William  Pry 
established  in  Philadelphia  the  National  Ga- 
zette, a  small  evening  newspaper,  the  editorial 
control  of  which  was  confided  to  Mr.  Walsh. 
It  was  at  first  published  but  three  times  a 
week;  but  in  a  short  time  it  was  enlarged 
and  issued  daily.  Under  the  example  of  the 
National  Gazette,  journalism  in  this  country 
assumed  by  degrees  some  new  characteristics. 
Hitherto  the  daily  press  had  been  chiefly  de- 
voted to  politics,  in  the  treatment  of  which 
the  temperance  of  gentlemanly  breeding  with 
the  taste  of  classical  training  were  not  often 
exhibited.  Mr.  Walsh's  system  of  editing 
was  an  innovation.  His  columns  were  devot- 
ed to  literature,  science  and  art,  as  well  as  to 
general  intelligence  and  public  affairs.    His 


reviews  of  books,  though  lacking  the  genial 
sympathy  of  the  best  critics,  exhibited  much 
knowledge,  reflection,  and  good  sense.  The 
same  may  be  said  of  his  notices  of  the  stage. 
The  Gazette  rose  rapidly  in  the  popular  esti- 
mation and  soon  had  an  unprecedented  influ- 
ence, and  its  success  led  in  all  parts  of  the 
country  to  more  attention  to  mattera  of  taste 
in  the  journals. 

Since  the  failure  of  Mr.  Walsh's  quarterly, 
the  North  American  Review  had  proved  a 
more  successful  experiment  in  Boston,  and 
in  1822,  resigning  the  management  of  the 
American  Magazine  of  Foreign  Literature,  he 
revived  the  American  Quarterly  Review,  or 
rather  established  a  new  periodical  under  that 
title.  It  was  published  for  ten  years,  during 
which  time  he  wrote  for  it  numerous  articles, 
some  of  which  were  on  subjects  requiring  very 
careful  and  extensive  investigations,  besides 
attending  assiduously  to  the  National  Gazette, 
writing  the  valuable  papera  in  American  bio- 
graphy in  the  Encyclopedia  Americana,  and 
performing  other  literary  labours. 

For  fifteen  years  the  prosperity  of  the  Na- 
tional Gazette  was  unabated ;  but  with  changes 
of  times  and  opinions,  and  the  rise  of  rival 
journals  with  new  attractions,  it  began  to  lose 
ground,  and  in  1837  Mr.  Walsh  withdrew  from 
it,  and  quitted  the  country.  Before  his  depart^ 
ure,  he  printed  two  volumes  of  miscellaneous 
selections  from  his  manuscripts,  newspaper 
articles,  and  other  ephemera,  under  the  title  of 
Didactics,  Social,  Literary  and  Political.  He 
has  since  resided  in  Paris,  where  he  is  the 
consul  of  the  United  States,  and  has  been  for 
several  yeara  the  French  correspondent  of  the 
National  Intelligencer. 

When  Mr.  Walsh  commenced  his  career,  he 
was  in  taste,  learning  and  general  information 
among  the  firet  of  our  writere  ;  and  though  of 
all  that  he  has  written  there  is  but  little  that 
promises  to  survive  him,  our  literature  has  un- 
doubtedly been  much  benefited  by  his  industri- 
ous and  long  continued  labours.  His  reading, 
in  various  lang^nages,  has  been  extensivte,  and 
his  memory  is  remarkably  retentive,  as  is  evi- 
dent from  the  copiousness  of  his  quotations  and 
allusions,  which  are  generally  applied  with 
much  felicity.  There  is  something  artificial, 
a  pedantic  and  stately  mannerism,  in  his  style, 
in  which  he  once  seemed  to  imitate  Burke,  b«t 
which  is  now  a  compound  of  the  peeuliaritiee 
of  worae  writere,  both  French  and  English. 
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THE  GARONNE,  THE  WYE.  AND  THE 

HUDSON. 
FBOM  unrns  on  rmA!«cs  and  vsavAm. 


No  imprewioni  can  be  more  lively,  no  lensa- 
tions  more  rapid  and  cheerful,  than  thoae  of  a 
young  Ankerican,  wbo}  leaving  hia  country  for  the 
firat  time,  arrives  in  the  river  Garonne  on  a  fine 
day  of  the  month  of  June,  after  a  sea- voyage  of 
two  months  accompanied  by  one  unbroken  train 
**  of  vapoura  and  clouds  and  storms."  Such  was 
exactly  ray  case,  and  my  imagination  was  never 
io  powerfully  affected  as  by  the  aoenery  which  I 
then  witnessed,  and  of  which  nothing  of  the  same 
description  over  meets  the  eye  of  a  traveller  in  this 
country.  Vineyards  spread  over  lofty  hilts,— -cha- 
teaux of  white  stone,  built  in  a  style  of  magnifi- 
oenoe,  and  surrounded  by  a  display  of  cultivation 
altogether  unknown  to  us  at  home, — a  multitude 
of  countrjr  mansions  and  of  villages  delightfully 
situated  either  near  the  edge  of  the  Water  or  along 
the  declivities  of  the  hills ;  a  numerous  population 
of  peasantry  of  an  appearance  equally  novel,  and 
in  an  attire  singularly  grotesque ;  all  these  present 
themselves  Co  the  view  in  continuous  succession 
for  twenty-one  leagues, — the  distance  from  the  en- 
trance of  the  river  to  the  city  of  Bordeaux.  This 
perspective,  so  strikingly  contrasted  with  **  the  sul- 
len and  monotonous  ocean,*'  appeared  at  the  time 
suflicient  to  indemnify  me  for  all  the  cabin  fatigues 
which  I  had  encountered,  and  gave  me  a  most  de- 
licious foretaste  of  the  satiifactions  which  I  was  to 
derive  from  the  bounties  so  profusely  scattered  over 
this  fine  region  by  the  hand  of  nature.  I  under- 
stood then  for  the  first  time  the  force  of  the  exela- 
mstion,  ia  btUt  France,  which  I  had  so  often  heard 
in  the  mouth  of  her  sons,  and  began  to  form  some 
idea  of  the  nature  of  that  charm  which  operates 
upon  them  like  the  fascination  of  magic,  after  any 
Imgth  of  absence,  and  at  any  distance  of  space 
from  their  native  soil. 

We  frequently  sailed  within  a  hundred  feet  of 
the  shore,  so  as  to  be  enabled  to  converse  with  the 
proprietors  of  the  country-seats  whom  we  occasion- 
ally observed  sitting  under  the  shade  of  their  trees, 
some  of  which  overhung  the  banks  of  the  river. 
The  clusten  of  small  islands  which  we  encoun- 
tered, particularly  near  the  confluence  of  the  Dor- 
dogne  with  the  Garonne,  and  which  were  covered 
with  the  most  luxuriant  vegetation,  heightened  the 
enchantment  of  the  scene. — Nothing  is  wanting 
to  the  Graronne  but  a  translucent  wave  to  supply 
it  with  an  assemblage  of  features  more  smiling, 
variegated,  aod  picturesque  than  those  which  be- 
loni;,  perhaps,  to  any  other  river  in  the  world. 
The  waters  were  turbid  at  the  time  we  passed  up, 
and  I  was  informed  that  this  was  the  case  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  year.  I  have  contemplated 
since,  but  with  emotions  of  pleasure  not  by  any 
means  so  vivid,  the  banks  of  the  Hudson  in  this 
country,  and  those  of  the  Wye  in  England,  both 
so  justly  celebrated  for  the  magnificence  and  beauty 
cf  the  views  which  they  afTord.  The  character  of 
the  soenesry  is  indeed  totally  distinct  in  these  rivera, 
and,  perhaps,  the  preference  which  I  give  to  tho 


fint  arises  from  the  influence  of  a  particular 
dation  of  ideas  and  drcumstances.  Who  is  it 
that  has  ever  experienced  the  sufferings  of  a  long 
illness  without  being,  on  his  convaleaoenoe,  dis- 
posed (0  repeat  with  Akenside, 

"  Fair  is  nature's  aspect 
When  rural  songs  and  odours  wake  the  morn 
To  every  eye ;  but  how  much  more  to  his 
Round  whom  the  bed  of  sickness  long  diffused 
Its  melancholy  gloom!  how  doubly  fair 
When  firnt  with  fresh-born  vigour  ne  inhales 
The  balmy  breeze,  and  feels  the  blessed  sun 
Warm  at  his  ttosom,  from  the  springs  of  life 
Chasing  oppressive  damps  and  languid  pain.** 

If  I  could  well  daim  permission  to  digress  so 
soon  from  my  immediate  subject,  it  would  be  to 
talk  of  the  navigation  of  another  stream — the  Wye, 
which  I  have  mentioned  above.  The  English 
have  within  their  own  island  much  of  the  finest 
imagery  of  nature,  embellished  by  the  moat  perfect 
labours  of  art,  and  by  all  the  luxury  of  taste.  But 
if  I  were  to  be  called  upon  to  select  any  one  portion 
of  their  scenery  upon  which  I  could  now  dwell, 
and  upon  which  I  have  dwelt  with  most  delight, 
it  would  be  that  of  the  Wye  fi^m  Ross  to  Chep- 
stow. For  «*  a  picturesque  tourist**  it  is  a  aort  of 
bonne  bouche,  an  exquisite  morceau,  with  which, 
moreover,  the  appetite  could  scarcely  ever  be 
doyed.  The  Wye  is  our  Hudson  in  miniature, 
but  with  features  of  a  much  softer  character,  and 
with  Gothic  appendsges  which  give  to  it  all  the 
additional  and  powerful  influence  over  the  fancy 
that  belong  to  *<  wizard  time  and  antique  story.** 
The  proportions  of  nature  on  the  Hudson,  for  a 
course  of  two  hundred  miles,  are  of  the  most  gigan- 
tic magnificence,  and  the  historical  recollections 
connected  with  this  river  are  to  an  American  of  the 
most  endearing  and  ennobling  kind.  The  pro- 
gress of  civilisation,  moreover,  as  you  trace  it  on 
its  banks  so  fiir  in  the  interior  of  this  continent,  in 
the  flourishing  dties  of  Hudson,  of  Athens,  and  of 
Albany,  swells  the  mind,  and  refreshes  the  spirit 
of  patriotism  by  the  prospect  of  actual  and  future 
improvements  almost  as  stupendous  to  the  imagi- 
nation as  the  rocks  and  mountains  in  their  vid- 
nity  are  to  the  eye. 

The  beauties  of  the  English  river  are  comprised 
within  a  space  of  fifty  miles ;  it  winds  itself  like 
the  Hudson  almost  into  labjrrinths,  and  in  a  very 
narrow  channel,  presents  rocks  and  hills  of  equal 
ruggedness,  although  of  dimensions  mach  less 
colossal.  There  is,  however,  about  the  Wye  an 
indescribable  and  unrivalled  charm;  a  peculiar 
**  witchery**  arising  firom  an  admixture  of  the  soft 
with  the  savage  features  of  the  landscape ;  and  from 
the  Gothic  ruins  which  decorate  its  banks  at  inters 
vals ;  among  the  rest  those  of  Tintcm  Abbey,  by 
far  the  most  majeatie  and  imposing  of  all  the  de- 
cayed edifices  of  England.  In  the  navigation  of 
this  river  you  can  descend  firom  your  boat  to  the 
banks  whenever  you  please,  and  you  then  rarely 
fail  to  find  the  whole  poetical  assemblage 

"Of  lofty  trees  wiih  sacred  shades 
And  perspectives  of  pleasant  glades; 
The  ruins  loo  of  some  majestic  niece 
Boasting  the  power  of  anceni  Rome  or  Greece, 
Who^e  statues,  friezes,  columns,  broken  lie, 
And  though  defaced,  the  wonder  of  the  eye.^ 
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ENGLAND  IN  1808. 

IBOM  ▲  LRTBB  Oil  TKS  fmmCH  OOTOinUDrT. 


Whatstsb  may  be  the  repreaentations  of  tfaoae 
who,  with  little  knowledge  of  (acta,  and  atiJl  leaa 
aoundneaa  or  impartiality  of  judgment,  aflbct  to 
deplore  the  condition  of  England,  it  is  neverthe- 
le«  true,  that  there  does  not  exiat,  and  never  haa 
existed  elsewhere,  so  beautiful  and  perfect  a  mo- 
del of  public  and  private  prosperity, — so  magnifi- 
cent,  and  at  the  same  time  so  solid  a  fabric  of  social 
happineaa  and  national  grandeur.  I  pay  this  just 
tribute  of  admiration  with  the  more  pleasure,  as  it 
is  to  me  in  the  light  of  an  atonement  for  the  errors 
and  prejudicea  under  which  I  laboured  on  this  sub- 
ject, before  I  enjoyed  the  advantage  of  a  personal 
experience.  A  residence  of  nearly  two  years  in 
that  country, — daring  which  period  I  visited  and 
studied  almost  every  part  of  it, — with  no  other 
view  or  pursuit  than  that  of  obtaining  correct  in- 
formation, and,  I  may  add,  with  previous  studies 
well-fitted  to  promote  my  object,  convinced  me 
that  I  had  been  egiegiously  deceived. 

I  saw  no  instances  of  individual  oppression,  and 
scarcely  any  individual  misery  but  that  which  be- 
longs, under  any  circumstances  of  our  being,  to  the 
infinftity  of  all  human  institutions.  I  witnessed 
no  symptom  of  declining  trade  or  of  general  dis- 
content. On  the  contrary,  I  found  there  every 
indication  of  a  state  engaged  in  a  rapid  career  of 
advancement.  I  found  the  art  and  apirit  of  com- 
mercisd  industry  at  their  acm^ — a  metropolis  opu- 
lent and  liberal  beyond  example : — a  cheerful  pea- 
aantry,  well  fed  and  commodiously  lodged, — an 
anient  attachment  to  the  constitution  in  all  classes, 
and  a  full  reliance  on  the  national  resources.  I 
found  the  utmost  activity  in  agricultural  and  ma- 
nufacturing labours ; — in  the  construction  of  works 
of  embellishment  and  utility ; — in  enlarging  and 
beautifying  the  provincial  cities.  I  heard  but  few 
well-founded  complaints  of  the  amount,  and  none 
concerning  the  collection  of  the  taxes.  The  de- 
mands of  the  state  create  no  impediment  to  con- 
sumption or  discouragement  to  industry.  I  could 
discover  no  instance  in  which  they  have  operated 
to  the  serious  distress  or  ruin  of  individuals. . . . 

The  agriculture  of  England  is  oonfes^ly  supe- 
rior to  that  of  any  other  part  of  the  world,  and  the 
condition  of  those  who  are  engaged  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  soil  incontestably  preferable  to  that  of 
the  same  class  in  any  other  section  of  Europe. 
An  inexhaustible  source  of  admiration  and  delight 
is  found  in  the  unrivalled  beauty,  as  well  as  rich- 
ness and  fruitfulness  of  their  husbandry ;  the  eflects 
of  which  are  heightened  by  the  magnificent  parks 
and  noble  mansions  of  the  opulent  proprietors :  by 
picturesque  gardens  upon  the  largest  scale,  and 
disposed  with  the  most  exquisite  taste:  and  by 
Gothic  remaina  no  less  admirable  in  their  structure 
than  venerable  for  their  antiquity.  The  neat  cot- 
tage, the  substantial  farm-house,  the  splendid  villa, 
are  constantly  rising  to  the  sight,  siurounded  by 
the  most  choice  and  poetical  attributes  of  the  land- 
scape. The  painter  is  there  but  a  mere  coj^ist 
A  picture  of  as  much  neatness,  softness,  and  ele- 


gance is  exposed  tp  the  eye,  as  can  be  given  to 
the  imagination,  by  the  finest  etchuig,  or  the  most 
mellowed  drawing.  The  vinon  is  not  more  de- 
lightfully recreated  by  the  rural  scenery,  than  the 
moral  sense  is  gratified,  and  the  understanding 
elevated  by  the  institutionsgof  this  great  country. 
The  first  and  continued  exoamation  of  an  Ameri- 
can who  contemplatea  them  with  an  unbiassed 
judgment  is — 

Salve  magna  Parens,  frogam  satomia  tellos 
Magna  virum. 

It  appears  something  not  less  than  impioos  to 
desire  the  ruin  of  diis  people,  when  you  view  the 
height  to  which  they  have  carried  the  comforts, 
the  knowledge,  and  virtue  of  our  species :  the  ex- 
tent and  number  of  their  foundationa  of  charity ; 
their  akill  in  the  mechanic  arts,  by  the  improve- 
ment of  which  alone  they  have  conferred  inesti- 
mable benefits  on  mankind ;  the  masculine  moral- 
ity, the  lofty  sense  of  independence,  the  Sober  and 
rational  piety  which  are  found  in  all  classes;  their 
impartial,  dec<>rous,  and  able  adminiitration  of  a 
code  of  laws,  than  which  none  more  just  and  per- 
fect has  ever  been  in  operation : — their  seminaries 
of  education  yielding  more  solid  and  profitable  in- 
struction than  any  other  whatever :  their  eminence 
in  literature  and  science — the  urbanity  and  learn- 
ing of  theb  privileged  orders, — their  deliberative 
assemblies,  illustrated  by  so  many  profound  states- 
men and  brilliant  orators.  It  is  worse  than  ingra- 
titude in  us  not  to  sympathize  with  them  in  their 
present  struggle,  when  we  recollect  that  it  is  from 
them  we  derive  the  principal  merit  of  our  own 
character — the  best  of  our  own  institutions— the 
sources  of  our  highest  enjoyments — and  tkt  light 
of  freedom  itself,  which,  if  they  should  be  destroyed, 
will  not  long  thed  it»  radiance  over  (hit  coun/ry. 


SLANDER. 

VBOM    DIDACTICS. 


It  has  been  often  said  that  true  honour  is  not 
touchy f  but  generally  indifferent  about  slander ;  nei- 
ther the  common  sense  nor  common  experience  of 
mankind  warrants  thb  theory,  supposing  tCfuhy  to 
moan  sensitive.  The  most  pure  and  delicate,  those 
who  have  laboured  most  earnestly  to  deserve  the  best 
reputation — are  apt  to  be  tremulously  alive  to  every 
kind  of  obloquy  and  injurious  suspicion.  Honour 
may  be  thoroughly  sound  and  incorruptible,  but  not 
rolmet  so  as  to  be  unaffected  by  opinion ;  falsehood 
alone  can  annoy  it,  and  docs  severely  in  the  plu- 
rality of  cases.  There  are,  indeed,  public  pursuits 
and  situations,  so  particulariy  and  constantly  liable 
to  obloquy,  that  the  natural  susceptibility  of  true 
honour  is  gradually  lessened ;  yet,  eminent  men  of 
the  noblest  virtue,  public  and  private,  have  even  pe- 
rished, in  advanced  stages,  from  tenderness,  or  inita- 
bility  with  regard  to  their  fame.  Few  are  content 
or  able  to  live  down  merely  <<  the  judgments  of  igno- 
rance and  the  inventiona  of  malice.*'  Querulous- 
ness, indeed, is  never  manly, and  rarely  serviceable; 
but  sensitiveness  is  common  where  firm,  conscious 
honour  and  high  moral  courage  are  united. 


WASHINGTON  IRVING. 


[Bomiyti.] 


This  charming  author,  who  has  delighted 
the  readers  of  the  English  language  for  almost 
half  a  centoiy,  was  bom  in  a  house  which  is 
still  standing,*  near  the  old  Dutch  church,  in 
William  street,  in  the  city  of  New  York,  on 
the  third  of  April,  1783.  His  &ther,  a  respect- 
able merchant,  originally  from  Scotland,  died 
while  he  was  quite  young,  and  his  education 
was  superintended  by  his  elder  brothers,  some 
of  whom  f  had  gained  considerable  reputation 
for  acquirements  and  library  taste.  In  his 
jonth  he  is  said  to  have  been  of  a  meditative 
and  almost  melancholy  disposition,  though  at 
times  to  have  evinced  something  of  that  rich 
and  peculiar  humour  for  which  he  has  since 
been  fomous;  and  as  his  health  did  not  ad- 
.mit  of  a  very  close  application  to  business 
or  study,  he  rambled  about  the  picturesque 
island  of  Manhattan,  which  had  fiien  a  more 
distinctive  population  than  now,  gathering  up 
those  traditions  and  receiving  those  impres- 
sions which  Mr.  Seth  Handaside*s  erudite  and 
conscientious  lodger  has  made  immortal. 

Mr.  Irving's  first  essays  in  literature  were 
a  series  of  letters  under  the  signature  of  Jona- 
than Oldstyle,  Grent.,  published  in  the  Morning 
Chronicle,  of  which  one  of  his  brothers  was 
editor,  in  1802.  In  consequence  of  symptoms 
of  pulmonary  disease,  it  was  decided  in  the  fol- 

*  It  was  pointed  out  to  me  not  long  ago  by  Dr.  John 
W.  Fraaeis,  to  whom  I  am  happy  to  acknowledge  my 
indebtedncM  for  much  information  contained  in  this 
volume;  nor  can  I  forbear  to  improve  the  occasion  to 
express  the  regret  I  feel,  in  common  with  all  his  friends, 
that  the  absorbing  duties  of  professional  life  debar  so 
enthusiastic  and  intelligent  a  lover  of  literature  and  sci- 
ence from  any  but  an  occasional  demonstration  of  his 
talents  in  a  field  they  are  so  fitted  to  adorn.  Dr.  Francis 
U  one  of  the  few  whose  ardent  sympathy  with  men  de- 
voted to  these  pursuits,  and  truly  national  spirit,  enable 
him  to  recognise  what  has  been  and  what  is  likely  yet 
to  be  accomplished  by  the  gpenius  of  our  country. 

tTlie  elder,  William,  a  merchant  of  high  standing, 
and  distinguished  for  his  love  of  literature,  wrote  several 
of  the  papers  in  Salmagundi,  and  was  many  years  a 
representative  of  the  city  of  New  York,  in  Congress. 
The  second,  Dr.  Peter  Irving,— the  author  of  the  first 
five  chapters  of  Knickerbocker's  History,— aAer  a  resi- 
dence of  twenty-five  ye&ra  abroad,  returned  to  bis 
native  city  in  1837;  and  the  third,  the  late  Judge  Irving, 
s  roan  of  large  abilities  and  honorable  character,  died 

in  New  York  about  the  year  1841. 
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lowing  year  that  he  should  visit  the  south  of 
Europe,  and  embarking  in  a  ship  bound  for  the 
Mediterranean,  he  was  landed  on  the  southern 
coast  of  Sicily,  whence  he  proceeded  by  way 
of  Palermo  and  Naples  to  Rome,  and  through 
France  to  England.  Illis  unpublished  journal 
of  this  tour  I  have  heard  described  as  one  of 
the  most  interesting  of  his  works. 

He  returned  in  1806,  and  soon  afler  joined 
Mr.  Paulding,  who  was  a  few  years  his  senior, 
in  writing  Salmagundi.  The  sensation  pro- 
duced by  this  whimsical  miscellany  is  do- 
scribed  by  the  ^*  old  inhabitants"  as  exceed- 
ing anything  of  the  kind  ever  known  in  New 
York.  Its  amusing  ridicule  of  the  ignorance 
and  vulgarity  of  British  tourists,  and  of  all 
sorts  of  foreign  adventurers  and  home  pretend- 
ers, with  its  occasional  dashes  of  graceful 
sentiment,  captivated  the  town  and  decided 
the  fortunes  of  its  authors.  Mr.  Irving  had 
commenced  the  study  of  the  layv*  with  tlie 
late  Judge  Josiah  Ogden  Hoffman,  but,  with 
prospects  which  forbade  the  expectation  of 
haviAg  to  rely  upon  a  piofession  for  support, 
he  gave  little  heed  tq  the  masters  of  the  great 
science.  He  wrote  a  few  magazine  papers, 
and  an  elegant  sketch  of  Campbell,  which 
was  prefixed  to  an  American  edition  of  Ger- 
trude of  Wyoming;  and  the  establishment 
of  the  New  York  Historical  Society,  with  the 
announcement  that  one  of  its  membera  con- 
templated the  preparation  from  its  collections 
of  a  history  of  the  early  days  of  the  colony, 
suggesting  to  him  the  idea  of  The  History 
of  New  York  by  Diedrich  Knickerbocker,  he 
yielded  to  its  inspiration,  and  produced  this 
finest  monument  of  his  genius,  the  most  ori- 
ginal and  humorous  work  of  the  age.  By 
paragraphs  in  the  gazettes  the  public  curiosity 
respecting  it  was  excited;  when  it  appeared  it 
was  bought  as  a  veracious  chronicle ;  and  in 
his  character  of  a  descendant  of  one  of  the  ori- 
ginal settlers  of  Niew  Nederlandts  the  author 
wore  so  gravely  and  naturally  the  prejudices 
which  such  pereons  might  be  supposed  to  in- 
herit, that  many  read  whole  chaptere  before 
they  were  undeceived  by  its  inimitable  wit 
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and  drollery.  Some  of  the  real  Dutchmen  are 
said  to  have  been  little  pleased  with  the  bur- 
lesque history,  and  one  of  them,  the  learned 
and  excellent  Verplanck,  in  his  Discourse  be- 
fore the  Historical  Society,  could  not  forbear, 
^  though  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,"  to 
allude  to  it  among  instances  of  national  injus- 
tice. '*It  is  painful  to  see  a  mind,"  he  says, 
^'  as  admirable  for  its  exquisite  perception  of 
the  beautifal,  as  for  its  quick  sense  of  the 
ridiculous,  wasting  the  riches  of  its  fancy  on 
an  ungrateful  theme." 

Mr.  Irving  seems  to  have  thought  yery  little 
of  his  success,  and  for  several  years  after  the 
publication  of  Knickerbocker's  History  never 
to  have  dreamed  of  literature  as  a  profession. 
His  only  writings  for  the  press 'in  this  pe- 
riod, I  believe,  were  the  biographies,  chiefly  of 
officers  in  the  navy,  which  he  contributed  to 
the  Analectic  Magazine.  His  brothers,  who 
were  largely  and  successfully  engaged  in  fo- 
reign commerce,  admitted  him  to  a  partner- 
ship, and  his  attention  was  principally  devoted 
to  trade,  until  the  beginning  of  the  war  with 
Great  Britain,  when  he  tendered  his  services 
to  Governor  Tompkins,  and  was  received  into 
his  staff  as  an  aid-de-camp.  He  was  frequently 
employed  by  the  commander  in  chief  on  spe- 
cial duties,  and  .was  regarded  as  a  very  discreet 
and  eflSeient  officer.  The  peace  however  put 
an  end  to  the  military4ife  of*'  Colonel  Irvfng," 
and  in  1815  he  went  to  England,  to  assist  in 
conducting  the  business  of  his  firm,  in  Liver- 
pool. Buoyant  with  hope,  with  *'  enough  of 
the  world's  geer"  for  all  his  wants,  he  had  a 
prospect  of  returning  home,  in  a  couple  of  years, 
with  a  mind  stored  with  pleasant  recollections ; 
but  he  had  hardly  landed  in  England,  he  tells 
us  in  the  preface  to  one  of  his  later  works, 
befoiie  a  reverse  of  fortune*  cast  him  down  in 
spirit,  and  altered  the  whole  tenor  of  his  life. 
Literature,  which  had  hitherto  been  his  amuse- 
ment, was  now  resorted  to  for  **  solace  and 
support."  It  is  sad  to  think  our  pleasures 
are  a  consequence  of  any  man's  misfortunes. 
But  whatever  were  the  **  baffled  plans  and  de- 
ferred hopes"  which  beguiled  him,  from  year 
to  year,  in  a  path  that  was  too  oflen  beset  with 
thorns,  we  may  be  sure  that  he  now  regrets 
no  more  than  the  world  of  his  admirers  those 
circumstances  which  made  him  once  more  an 
author. 

*The  house  of  Irving  &,  Brothers  was  swept  away  with 
many  others  in  the  disastrous  revulsion  aAer  the  peace. 


The  first  fruit  of  Mr.  Irving's  devotion  to 
letters,  afler  he  went  to  England,  was  The 
Sketch  Book,  which  was  published  in  New 
York  and  London  in  1819  and  1820.  It  *'  par- 
takes of  the  fluctuation&^of  his  thoughts  and 
feelings,  sometimes  treating  of  scenes  before 
him,  sometimes  of  others  purely  imaginary, 
and  sometimes  wandering  back  with  his  recol- 
lections to  his  native  country."  No  book  of 
unconnected  tales  and  essays  had  ever  been  so 
well  received,  but  there  was  an  evident  supe- 
riority in  the  fresh  and  striking  passages  that 
related  to  American  scenery,  manners,  and 
superstitions,  that  gave  aseiurance  of  an  inspir- 
ing love  of  home.  Nothing  in  their  vray  can 
be  more  beautiful  than  The  Wife,  The  Broken 
Heart,  and  The  Pride  of  the  Village ;  but  the 
vitality  of  the  work  was  in  Rip  Van  Winkle, 
and  the  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow.  The 
Sketch  Book  was  followed,  in  1822,  by  Brace- 
bridge  Hall,  a  medley,  chiefly  descriptive  of 
rural  life  in  England,  which  he  painted  with 
an  exactness  of  detail,  a  variety  of  light  and 
shade,  and  a  delicacy  of  finish,  that  surprised  . 
and  delighted  his  English  critics ;  while  its  nice 
apprehension,  genial  humour,  occasional  ten^ 
demess,  and  exquisite  refinement  and  melody, 
made  it  no  less  popular  in  America.  About  one 
fourth  of  the  volumes  is  occupied  with  legends 
of  the  Hudson,  by  the  amiable  and  unfatiguing 
historian  of  the  Dutch  dynasty,  and  these  were 
readily  recognised  as  most  characteristic  of  the 
author's  imagination  and  humour.  In  1824 
appeared  his  Tales  of  a  Traveller ;  and  the 
beautiful  novel  of  Buckthorne,  which  is  among 
them,  and  is  the  last  of  his  writings  that  have 
reference  to  English  life,  is  quite  equal  to  atiy 
thing  of  the  same  sort  that  he  had  published, 
and  has  touches  of  pathos  that  he  has  never  sur- 
passed. The  Money  Diggers,  a  story  of  New 
York,  sustained  his  reputation  in  the  field  he 
had  first  chosen. 

While  Mr.  Irving  was  at  Bordeaux,  in  the 
winter  after  the  publication  of  the  Tales  of  a 
Traveller,  he  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Alex^ 
ander  H.  Everett,  then  Minister  of  the  United 
States  to  Spain,  informing  him  of  the  re- 
searches respecting  Columbus  by  Navarrete, 
and  inviting  him  to  Madrid,  to  consider  the 
propriety  of  translating  his  collection  of  docu- 
ments into  English.  He  accepted  the  invita- 
tion, and  his  residence  in  the  Spanish  capital 
gave  a  new  direction  to  his  literary  labours. 
He  soon  perceived   that  the  publication  of 
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NaTarrete  presented  not  so  much  a  history  as 
the  materials  for  such  a  work,  and  with  little 
hesitation  soon  undertook  from  this  aad  yari- 
ous  other  printed  and  manuscript  collections 
respecting  the  grea^navigator,  to  prepare  a 
work  which  should  be  an  acceptable  gift  to 
his  countrymen,  and  that  the  world  '*  would 
not  willingly  let  die.**  His  own  reputation, 
and  the  friendship  of  the  Americans  resident  in 
Spain,  secured  to  him  every  possible  facility, 
and  in  1828  he  supplied  a  desideratum  which 
had  existed  in  the  literature  of  every  nation, — 
a  History  of  the  Life  and  Voyages  of  Chris- 
topher Columbus,  that  was  worthy  of  its  sub- 
ject. It  18  not  indeed  of  the  first  order  of  his- 
torical compositions ;  it  offers  no  pretensions 
to  philosophical  inquiry  and  generalization; 
but  it  is  hardly  excelled  in  picturesque  descrip- 
tion, lively  narrative,  or  scrupulous  fidelity. 
It  was  greeted  with  a  warm  and  general  ap- 
proval in  America  and  Europe,  and  in  1831 
was  followed  by  its  pendant,  the  Voyages  and 
Discoveries  of  the  Companions  of  Columbus, 
which  gave  the  same  nnmingled  satisfaction. 

In  his  researches  connected  wi^  the  life 
of  the  Great  Admiral,  Mr.  Irving  nad  caught 
glimpses  of  the  romantic  grandeur  of  the  Moor- 
ish dominion,  and  of  strange  adventure  in  those 
wars,  that  ended  with  the  expulsion  of  the 
Mohammedans  from  Spain,  in  which  his  hero 
was^metime  an  actor;  and  before  the  appear- 
ance of  the  work  last  mentioned,  he  published 
his  Chronicle  of  the  Conquest  of  Grenada,  in 
which,  under  the  guise  of  an  imaginary  con- 
temporary author,  Fray  Antonio  Agapida,  he 
has  presented  a  view  of  the  knightly  emprise 
and  splendid  pageantry  of  the  infidel  ascend- 
ency in  Andalusia,  which  combines  the  poeti- 
cal enthusiasm  of  the  old  Castilian  with  the 
charming  simplicity  and  vivacity  of  Froissart. 
In  the  spring  of  1829,  after  visiting  the  ruins 
of  the  towns  and  castles,  and  the  wild  passes 
and  defiles,  which  had  been  the  scenes  of  the 
most  remarkable  events  in  the  crusade  against 
the  Moors,  by  a  very  courteous  offer  of  the  king 
of  Spain,  he  remained  several  months  in  the 
Alhambra,  where  the  Moslem  heroes  passed  the 
intervals  of  war  in  dalliance  with  their  Zaidas 
and  Zalindas,and  here  wrote  the  series  of  tales 
and  sketches  which  was  subsequently  publish- 
ed under  the  name  of  that  enchanted  palace. 

At  length,  in  1832,  after  an  absence  of  seven- 
teen years,  Mr.  Irving  returned  to  the  United 
States.    Aa  he  saw  the  ^  blue  line  of  his.na- 


tive  land'*  rising  like  a  cloud  in  that  horizon 
where,  so  many  years  before,  he  had  seen  it 
fade  away,  a  doubt  whether  he  would  be  re- 
ceived as  a  favourite  child  or  as  a  stranger, 
passed  like  a  shadow  over  his  spirit ;  but  it 
was  banished  by  the  enthusiastic  greeting 
which  awaited  him  in  the  city  of  his  birth, — 
one  of  the  fairest  triumphs  that  has  been  ac- 
corded to  literary  merit  in  this  age. 

After  passing  a  few  weeks  in  the  city  of 
New  York,  Mr.  Irving,  for  the  satisfaction  of 
his  curiosity,  set  out  upon  a  tour  through  the 
country,  and  early  in  September  arrived  at 
St.  Louis,  where  he  joined  a  party  consisting  of 
an  Indian  commissions  of  tlie  government, 
Mr.  Latrobe,  (the  author  of  Rambles  in  North 
America,)  and  several  others,  to  visit  the  re- 
gions beyond  the  outposts  of  civilization  in 
the  Far  West.  He  returned  in  the  couree  of 
the  winter  to  the  Atlantic  states,  and  for  some 
two  years  seems  to  have  withdrawn  his  atten- 
tion from  literature,  and  to  have  given  him- 
self up*  to  the  society  of  the  troops  of  friends 
who  loved  him  for  his  amiable  and  honourable 
character,  and  were  proud  of  him  for  the  cre- 
dit his  genius  reflected  upon  his  native  city 
and  the  republic.  He  purchased  the  old  man- 
sion of  the  Van  Tassels,  on  the  Hudson,— close 
by  the  margin  of  the  Tappaan  J^ee,  and  in  the 
vicinity  of  Sleepy  Hollow, — "as  quiet  and 
sheltered  a  nook  as  the  heart  of  man  could 
desire,  in  which  to  take  refuge  from  the  cares 
and  troubles  of  the  world," — which  he  called 
Wolfert*s  Roost,  and  *' repaired  and  renovated 
with  religious  care,  in  the  genuine  Dutch  style, 
and  adorned  and  illustrated  with  sundry  relics 
of  the  glorious  days  of  the  New  Netherlands.** 
Here  he  passed  his  summers ;  and  his  winters 
he  spent  in  New  York,  in  the  streets  of  which 
Knickerbocker  omnibuses  rattled  by  Knicker- 
bocker Halls  where  Knickerbocker  clubs  held 
festivals,  and  at  whose  wharves  magnificent 
ships  and  steamers,  coming  and  going  every 
day,  also  bore  that  immortal  name, — in  pleas- 
ing testimony  of  the  universality  of  his  &me, 
and  of  the  popular  apprehension  of  intellectual 
merit,  and  respect  for  its  possessor. 

In  1835  Mr.  Irving  reappeared  as  an  author, 
in  A  Tour  of  the  Prairies,  in  which  he  gives 
an  account  of  his  wanderings  in  the  Indian 
country  in  the  autumn  of  1832.  In  descrip- 
tion it  has  the  freshness  and  truth  of  one  of 
Catlin*s  sketches,  and  it  charms  still  more  by 
its  agreeable  personal  nanrative.    It  was  fol- 
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lowed  in  tiie  same  year  by  Abbotsfoid  and 
Newstead  Abbey,  containing  notices  of  his 
▼isits  to  these  places,— sacred  to  all  fntnre 
ages  as  the  homes  of  the  g^reatest  geniuses  of 
many  generations,— and  by  Legends  of  the 
Conqoest  of  Spain,  which  he  had  written 
while  a  dweller  in  the  Alhambra,  bat  had  not 
before  offered  to  the  public. 

In  1836  he  published  Astoria,  or  Anecdotes 
of  an  Enterprise  beyond  the  Rocky  Mountains. 
Many  years  before,  during  occasional  visits  to 
Canada,  he  had  become  acquainted  with  some 
of  the  partners  of  the  great  North- West  Fur 
Company,  who  at  that  time  lived  in  genial 
style  at  Montreal,  and  at  their  hospitable 
boards  had  met  '^Sinbads  of  the  Wilderness^" 
whose  wanderings  and  perilous  adventures 
among  the  Indians  had  made  the  lives  of  trap- 
pers and  fur  traders  perfect  romance  to  him ; 
so  that  afterward,  when  the  friendship  of  Mr. 
John  Jacob  Astor  afforded  him  materials  for  a 
history  of  the  enterprise  undertaken  by  tliat 
gentleman  to  establish  the  fur  trade  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Columbia  river,  he  engaged  in 
its  preparation  with  enthusiasm,  and  produced 
a  work  admirably  fitted  to  gratify  curiosity  on 
the  subject. 

At  the  table  of  Mr.  Astor  Mr.  Irving  was 
accustomed  to  meet  yarious  persons  of  adven- 
turous character,  who  had  been  connected  with 
expeditions  to  the  centre  of  the  continent  and 
to  the  Pacific,  and  with  them  one  that  *^  pecu- 
liarly took  his  fancy,*'  Captain  Bonneville,  of 
the  United  States  Army,  who,  engrafting  the 
trapper  and  hunter  on  the  soldier,  had  led  an 
enterprise  which  occupied  several  years,  into 
the  heart  of  the  fur  cou  ntry .  From  the  j  oumal 
which  had  been  kept  by  Captain  Bonneville, 
and  various  other  sources,  he  digrested  the 
volumes  entitled,  The  Rocky  Mountains,  or 
Scenes,  Incidents,  and  Adventures  in  the  Far 
West,  which  appeared  in  1837. 

The  most  recent  publications  of  Mr.  Irving 
are  a  series  of  sketches  of  manners,  traditions, 
and  travels,  which  appeared  in  the  Knicker- 
bocker Magazine  for  1839  and  1840.  They 
would  make  some  three  duodecimo  volumes, 
two  of  which  might  appropriately  be  called 
A  Continuation  of  the  Sketch  Book. 

In  1841,  soon  after  the  whig  national  ad- 
ministration came  into  power,  Mr.  Irving 
was  appointed  Minister  Plenipotentiary  to  the 
court  of  Spain.  In  London  and  Paris,  as  he 
passed  through  those  cities,  he  vras  warmly 


greeted  by  his  old  friends  andassociatae,  and 
in  Madrid,  where  he  resided  four  years,  he  re> 
newed  Us  acquaintance  with  the  distinguished 
Spanish  scholars  and  men  of  letters  whom  he 
had  known  while  writing  in  that  capital  his 
History  of  Columbus  and  Conquest  of  Gre- 
nada. On  the  election  of  Mr.  Polk  to  the  pre- 
sidency, he  was  relieved,  at  his  own  request, 
having  been  absent  a  year  and  a  half  beyond 
the  period  contemplated  when  he  accepted  the 
appointment ;  and  in  the  autumn  of  1846  he 
returned  to  New  York,  and  retired  to  ^*  Wol- 
fert's  Roost,"  to  spend  there  the  remainder  of 
his  days.  Although  never  married,  he  has  for 
several  years  had  about  him  a  household,  the 
daughters  of  a  brother,  who  have  been  to  him 
as  his  own  children,  and  who  bear  to  him  all 
the  love  that  a  father  could  engage. 

It  is  understood  that  Mr.  Irving  finished 
many  years  ago  an  elaborate  and  important  his- 
torical work  on  the  Life  and  Influence  of  Mo- 
hammed, founded  on  materials  that  he  dis- 
covered in  the  library  of  the  Escurial,  which 
had  never  been  used,  and  which  have  since 
by  some  accident  been  destroyed.  The  piracy 
against  authors,  which  is  sanctioned  by  the 
present  iniquitous  laws  regarding  copyright, 
render  it  unsafe  to  give  to  the  press  any  work 
of  great  value,  and  Mr.  Irving  has  retained  his 
manuscript,  it  is  said,  in  the  hope  that  the  go- 
vernment will  at  length  adopt  the  wiser  policy 
of  justice.  He  at  one  time  contemplated  a 
history  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico,  a  subject 
that  naturally  suggested  itself  to  him  while 
writing  of  the  discovery  of  this  continent;  but 
on  learning  that  the  eloquent  historian  of  Fer- 
dinand and  Isabella  was  engaged  upon  such 
a  work  he  relinquished  his  design.*  And 
when  he  was  called  into  the  public  service. 


•  In  the  Preface  lo  the  "  History  of  Frrdinand  and  Ii 
bella,"  I  lamented,  that,  while  occupied  with  that  •ubject, 
two  of  its  most  attractive  parts  had  engaged  the  attention 
of  the  most  popular  of  Anierican  anthora.  Washington 
IrTing.  By  a  singular  chance,  something  like  the  re- 
verse of  this  has  taken  place  in  the  composition  of  the 
present  history,  and  I  hare  found  myself  unconsciously 
tnkiug  up  ground  which  he  was  preparing  lo  occupy. 
It  was  not  till  I  had  become  master  of  my  rich  coileetion 
of  materials,  that  I  was  acquainted  with  this  circunn 
stance  ;  and,  had  he  persevered  in  his  design,  I  abould 
unliesitatinglv  have  abandoned  my  own,  if  not  from 
courtesy,  at  least  from  policy :  for,  though  armed  with 
the  weapons  of  Achilles,  this  could  give  roe  no  hope  of 
success  in  a  competition  with  Achilles  himself.  But  no 
sooner  was  that  distinguished  writer  informed  of  the  pre* 
parations  I  had  made,  than,  with  the  ceutlemanly  spirit 
which  will  surprise  no  one  who  has  tne  pleasure  oi  his 
acquaintance,  he  instantly  announced  to  roe  his  inten- 
tion of  leaving  the  subject  (^>en  to  me.  While  I  do  but 
justice  to  Mr.  Irving  by  this  statement,  I  feel  the  preju- 
dice it  does  to  myself  in  the  unavailing  regret  I  am  ex- 
citing in  the  bosom  of  the  rcHdtT.—Pre/aet  to  PnteoU's 
HiUory  ^  thi  Conqumt  (ffMeaeQ. 
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he  was  occupied  with  a  Life  of  Washington, 
which  was  to  have  heen  illustrated  in  a 
costly  manner  hy  Mr.  Chapman.  Whether 
these  works,  or  any  others  by  him,  will  be 
pablished  daring  his  lifetime,  is  uncertain. 
It  is  to  be  hoped  however  that  he  will  super- 
intend the  republication  of  his  complete  writ- 
ings, including  those  which  he  has  scattered 
in  half  a  century  through  periodicals  and  other 
ephemera,  so  that  the  country  may  be  advised 
under  his  own  seal  of  the  true  extent  of  its 
indebtedness  to  him. 

It  has  been  the  custom  to  speak  of  Mr.  Ir- 
ving as  an  author  in  his  sympathies,  tastes, 
and  execution,  much  more  English  than  Ame- 
rican, but  no  such  judgment  has  been  formed 
from  an  intelligent  and  candid  study  of  his 
works.  His  subjects  are  as  three  American 
and  two  Spanish  to  one  English ;  the  periods 
of  his  residence  in  America,  Spain,  and  Eng- 
land, in  the  years  of  his  literary  activity,  bear 
to  each  other  about  the  same  proportion ;  and 
the  productions  which  have  won  for  him  the 
most  reputation,  even  in  Europe,  are  not  only 
such  as  had  no  models  in  the  liter|ture8  of  the 
world,  but  such  as  could  have  been  written 
only  by  one  intimately  acquainted  with  the 
peculiar  life  and  manners  by  which  they  were 
suggested.  The  History  of  New  York,  to  the 
end  of  the  Dutch  Dynasty,  by  Diedrich  Knick- 
erbocker, and  the  various  tales  and  sketches 
written  in  the  character  of  that  imaginary  au- 
thor, are  the  foundations  of  Mr.  Irving's  fame, 
and  are  broad  and  deep  enough  always  to  sus- 
tain it.  As  to  the  Sketch  Book,  there  is  no 
intimation  in  many  of  the  most  admirable 
pieces  which  it  contains  that  they  are  designed 
to  illnstxate  English  life,  and  certainly  The 
Wife,  and  many  others,  are  quite  as  American 
as  English,  to  say  the  least  The  truth  is, 
^t  a  certain  sort  of  persons  who  attempt  cri- 
ticism in  Great  Britain,  seem  to  regard  us  as 
a  species  of  outside  barbarians,  and  demand 
of  us  a  literature  corresponding  with  our  sup- 
posed character,  and  whenever  one  of  our  au- 
thors produces  a  book  in  which  is  evinced  a 
mastery  of  our  mother  tongue,  and  which  has 
in  it  unquestionable  signs  of  vitality,  they  de- 
clare it  to  be  thoroughly  English ;  and  the  key 
note  of  cant  which  they  strike  is  sounded  by  all 
those  persons  at  home  who  are  but  too  happy 
to  impute  the  public's  neglect  of  themselves 
to  their  *'  uncompromising  Americanism."  It 
is  not  intended  in  what  is  here  written  to  as- 


sert that  Mr.  Irving's  works  are  preeminently 
distinguished  for  the  highest  sort  of  nation- 
ality;  but  merely  to  deny  the  justice  and  rea- 
sonableness of  a  common  opinion  in  respect 
to  his  English  affinities.  It  is  not  in  any  de- 
gree improbable  that  if  Addison,  Goldsmith, 
or  Mackenzie  had  never  lived,  he  would  have 
written  exactly  as  he  has  written,  and  upon 
every  subject,  except  the  life  of  Goldsmith, 
which  has  ever  occupied  his  attention. 

Mr.  Irving  has  a  genuine  poetical  tempera- 
ment, and  unites  to  a  peculiar  sensibility  to 
beauty,  in  all  its  manifestations,  a  quick  obser- 
vation of  the  follies  of  society,  which  he  has 
the  art  of  setting  in  the  most  comic  and  whim- 
sical point  of  view,  without  ever  sacrificing 
his  refinement  or  delicacy.  His  humour  is 
bold,  original,  and  indigenous,  but  never  of- 
fends the  most  fastidious  by  unchasteness  or 
vulgarity.  He  has  a  great  deal  of  common 
sense,  and  the  most  perfect  candour ;  and  as 
the  true  course  is  usually  the  middle  one,  and 
calls  for  no  special  subserviency  or  acrimony, 
his  tone,  which  is  manly,  though  gentle,  con- 
ciliates all,  while  it  shuts  him  from  the  sym- 
pathies of  none.  He  has  a  very  great  variety 
of  scenes  and  characters,  to  all  of  which  his 
manner  is  adapted  with  singular  skill  and 
felicity.  It  would  scarcely  be  supposed  that 
the  Spanish  history,  the  English  essay,  and 
the  American  legend,  were  by  one  author,  or 
that  Fray  Antonio  Agapida,  Geoffrey  Crayon, 
and  Diedrich  Knickerbocker,  had  ever  even 
read  each  other's  works. 

His  style  has  the  ease  and  purity  and  more 
than  the  grace  and  polish  of  Franklin ;  with- 
out the  intensity  of  Brown,  the  compactness 
of  Calhoun,  or  the  strength  and  splendour  of 
Webster, — American  authors  who  preceded 
him,  or  were  in  the  strictest  sense  his  con- 
temporaries. His  words  are  selected  with 
the  most  careful  taste,  and  so  arranged  as  to 
produce  the  effect  of  finished  versification. 
He  is  not  always  correct :  such  unauthorized 
forms  as  ^^frorn  thence,"  and  others,  occur 
frequently,  and  evince  more  regard  for  a  nice 
modulation  than  for  perfect  grammatical  accu- 
racy ;  but  his  variously  constructed  periods,  his 
remarkable  elegance,  sustained  sweetness,  and 
distinct  and  delicate  painting,  place  him  in  th# 
very  front  rank  of  the  masters  of  our  language. 
It  may  be  said  of  him,  that  in  whatever  he  has 
proposed  to  himself  to  do,  he  has  been  among 

the  most  successful  of  all  authors. 
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THE  VISION  OF  OLOFFE  VAN  KORT- 

LANDT. 

FBOM  SnCDnCH  KKICESRBOCm'S  H1ROBT  OF  RKW  TOEK. 


Thk  sage  Olofie  dreamed  a  dreano — and  lo,  the 
good  St  Nicholas  came  riding  over  the  tops  of  the 
trees  in  that  selfHULme  wagon  wherein  he  brings 
his  yearly  presents  to  children,  and  he  came  and 
descended  hard  by  where  the  heroes  of  Commu- 
nipaw  had  made  their  late  repast  And  the  shrewd 
Van  Kortlandt  knew  him  by  his  broad  hat,  his 
long  pipe,  and  the  resemblance  which  he  bore  to 
the  figure  on  the  bow  of  the  Goede  Vrouw.  And 
he  lit  his  pipe  by  the  fire  and  sat  himself  down 
and  smoked;  and  as  he  smoked, 'the  smoke  from 
his  pipe  ascended  into  the  air  and  spread  like  a 
cloud  over  head.  And  OlofTe  bethought  him,  and 
he  hastened  and  climbed  up  to  the  top  of  one  of 
the  tallest  trees  and  saw  that  the  smoke  spread 
over  a  great  extent  of  country — and  as  he  con- 
sidered it  more  attentively,  he  fancied  that  the 
great  volume  of  smoke  assumed  a  variety  of  mar- 
vellous forms,  where  in  dim  obscurity  he  saw  sha- 
dowed out  palaces  and  domes  and  lofty  spires,  all 
of  which  lasted  but  a  moment,  and  then  faded 
away,  until  the  whole  rolled  ofi^  and  nothing  but 
the  green  woods  were  left.  And  when  8t  Nicho- 
las had  smoked  his  pipe,  he  twisted  it  in  his  hat- 
band, and  laying  his  finger  beside  his  nose,  gave 
the  astonished  Van  Kortlandt  a  very  significant 
wink,  then  mounting  his  wagon,  he  returned  over 
the  tree-tops  and  disappeared. 

And  Van  Kortlandt  awoke  from  his  sleep  greatly 
instructed,  and  he  aroused  his  companions  and  re- 
lated to  them  his  dream,  and  interpreted  it  that  it 
was  the  will  of  8t  Nicholas  that  they  should  set- 
tle down  and  build  the  city  here.  And  that  the 
smoke  of  the  pipe  was  a  type  how  vast  should  be 
the  extent  of  the  city ;  inasmuch  as  the  volumes 
of  its  smoke  should  spread  over  a  wide  extent  of 
country.  And  they  all  with  one  voice  assented 
to  this  interpretation  excepting  Mynheer  Ten 
Broeck,  who  declared  the  meaning  to  be  that  it 
diould  be  a  city  wherein  a  little  fire  should  occa- 
sion a  great  smoke,  or  in  other  words,  a  veiy  va- 
pouring little  city-— both  which  interpretations 
have  strangely  come  to  pass ! 


THE  FATNESS  OF  ALDERMEN. 

FmOH  THK  SAMS. 


The  ancient  magistrates  of  this  city  corresponded 
with  those  of  the  present  time  no  less  in  form, 
magnitude,  and  intellect,  than  in  prerogative  and 
privilege.  The  burgomasters,  like  our  aldermen, 
were  generally  chosen  by  weight — and  not  only 
the  weight  of  the  body,  but  likewise  the  weight  of 
the  head.  It  b  a  maxim  practically  observed  in 
all  honest,  plain-thinking,  regular  cities,  that  an 
alderman  should  be  fat — and  the  wisdom  of  this 
can  be  proved  to  a  certainty.  That  the  body  is  in 
some  measure  an  image  of  the  mind,  or  rather  that 
the  mind  is  moulded  to  the  body,  like  melted  lead 


to  the  clay  in  which  it  is  cast,  has  been 
on  by  many  philosophers  who  have  made  human 
nature  their  peculiar  study — for  as  a  learned  gen- 
tleman of  our  own  city  obaerve^  **  there  is  a  con- 
stant relation  between  the  moral  character  of  all 
intelligent  creatures  and  their  physical  constitu- 
tion— between  their  habits  and  the  structure  of 
their  bodies.*'  Thus  we  see  that  a  lean,  spare, 
diminutive  body  b  generally  accompanied  by  a 
petulant,  restless,  meddling  mind — either  the  mind 
wears  down  the  body  by  its  continual  motion ;  or 
else  the  body,  not  affording  the  mind  sufficient 
house  room,  keeps  it  continually  in  a  state  of  fret- 
fulness,  tossing  and  worrying  about  from  the  un- 
easiness of  its  situation.  Whereas  your  round, 
sleek,  fat,  unwieldy  periphery  is  ever  attended  by  j 
a  mind  like  itself,  tranquil,  torpid,  and  at  ease ; 
and  we  may  always  observe,  that  your  well-fed 
robustious  burghers  are  in  general  very  tenacious 
of  their  ease  and  comfort ;  being  great  enemies  to 
noise,  discord,  and  disturbance — and  surely  none 
are  more  likely  to  study  the  public  tranquillity 
than  those  who  are  so  careful  of  their  own.  Who- 
ever hears  of  fat  men  heading  a  riot,  or  herding 
together  in  turbulent  mobs  t — no— no— it  is  your 
lean,  hungry  men  who  are  continually  worrying 
society,  and  setting  the  whole  community  by  the 
ears. 


THE  DISMISSAL  OF  GENERAL  YON 
POFFENBURGH. 


FBOM  THE  SAME. 


The  vigilant  Peter  the  Headstrong  was  not  to  be 
deceived. — Sending  privately  for  the  commander- 
in-chief  of  all  the  armies,  and  having  heard  all  his 
story,  garnished  with  the  customary  pious  oaths, 
protestations,  and  ejaculations — *♦  Harkee,  com- 
rade," cried  he,  <*  though  by  your  own  account 
you  are  the  most  brave,  upright,  and  honourable 
man  in  the  whole  prcfvince,  yet  do  you  lie  under 
the  mii^fortune  of  being  damnal>ly  traduced,  and 
immeasurably  despised.  Now,  though  it  is  cer- 
tainly hard  to  punish  a  man  for  his  misfortunes, 
and  though  it  is  very  possible  you  are  totally  inno- 
cent of  the  crimes  laid  to  your  charge,  yet  as  Hea- 
ven, at  present,  doubtless  for  some  wise  pdrpose, 
sees  fit  to  withhold  all  proofs  of  your  innocence, 
fsur  be  it  firom  me  to  counteract  its  sovereign  will. 
Besides,  I  cannot  consent  to  venture  my  armies 
with  a  commander  whom  they  despise,  or  to  trust 
the  welfare  of  my  people  to  a  champion  whom 
they  distrust  Retire,  therefore,  my  friend,  from 
the  irksome  toils  and  cares  of  public  life  with  this 
comforting  reflection — that  if  guilty,  you  are  but 
enjoying  your  just  reward — and  if  innocent,  you 
are  not  the  first  great  and  good  man  who  has  mort 
wrongfully  been  slandered  and  maltreated  in  this 
wicked  world— doubtless  to  be  better  treated  in  a 
better  world,  where  there  shall  be  neither  error, 
calunmy,  nor  persecution.  In  the  mean  time  let 
me  never  see  your  face  again,  for  I  have  a  hor- 
rible antipathy  to  the  countenances  of  unfortunate 
great  men  like  yourself." 
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PRIMITIVE  HABITS  IN  NEW  AMSTER- 

DAM. 

.FBOM  THK  SAMS. 


Iv  thooe  liappy  days  a  well-regulated  family 
always  rose  with  the  dawn,  dined  at  eleven,  and 
'went  to  hed  at  san-down.  Dinner  was  invariably 
a  private  meal,  and  the  fat  old  burghers  showed 
incontestable  symptoms  of  disapprobation  and  un- 
easiness at  being  surprised  by  a  visit  from  a  neigh- 
bour on  such  occasions.  But  though  our  worthy 
ancestors  were  thus  singularly  averse  to  givine 
dinners,  yet  they  kept  up  the  social  bands  of  inti- 
macy by  occasional  banquctings,  called  tea-parties. 

These  fashionable  parties  were  generally  con- 
fined to  the  higher  classes,  or  noblesse,  that  is  to 
say,  such  as  kept  their  own  cows,  and  drove  their 
own  wagons.  The  company  commonly  assembled 
at  three  o^clock,  and  went  away  about  six,  unless 
it  was  in  winter  time,  when  the  fashionable  hours 
were  a  little  earlier,  that  the  ladies  might  get  home 
before  dark.  The  tea-table  was  crowned  with  a 
huge  earthen  dish  weU  stored  with  slices  of  fat 
pork,  fried  Ih'owu,  cut  up  into  morsels,  and  swim- 
ming in  gravy,  llie  company  being  seated  around 
the  genial  board,  and  each  furnished  with  a  fork, 
evinced  their  dexterity  in  lanching  at  the  fattest 
pieces  in  this  mighty  dish — in  much  the  same 
manner  as  sailors  harpoon  porpoises  at  sea,  or  our 
Indians  spear  salmon  in  the  lakes.  Sometimes 
the  tiBie  was  g^ced  with  immense  apple-pies,  or 
sauces  full  of  preserved  peaches  and  pears ;  but  it 
was  always  sure  to  boast  an  enormous  dish  of  balls 
of  sweetened  dough,  fried  in  hog's  fat,  and  called 
doughnuts,  or  olykoeks — a  delicious  kind  of  cake, 
at  present  scarce  known  in  this  city,  excepting  in 
genuine  Dutch  families. 

The  tea  was  served  out  of  a  majestic  delft  tea- 
pot, ornamented  with  paintings  of  fat  little  Dutch 
shepherds  and  shepherdesses  tending  pigs — with 
boats  sailing  in  the  air,  and  houses  built  in  the 
clouds,  and  sundry  other  ingenious  Dutch  fantasies. 
The  beaux  distinguished  themselves  by  their  adroit- 
ness in  replenishing  this  pot  from  a  huge  copper 
tea-kettle,  which  would  have  made  the  pigmy  ma- 
caronies of  these  degenerate  days  sweat  merely  to 
look  at  it  To  sweeten  the  beverage,  a  lump  of 
sugar  was  laid  beside  each  cup— -and  the  company 
alternately  nibbled  and  sipped  with  great  decorum, 
until  an  improvement  was  introduced  by  a  shrewd 
and  economic  old  lady,  which  was  to  suspend  a 
large  lump  directly  over  the  tea-table  by  a  string 
from  the  ceiling,  so  that  it  could  be  swung  from 
mouth  to  mouth — an  ingenious  expedient  which 
is  still  kept  up  by  some  families  in  Albany ;  but 
which  prevails  without  exception  in  Communi- 
paw,  Bergen,  Flatbush,  and  all  our  uncontaminated 
Dutch  villages. 

At  these  primitive  tea-parties  the  utmost  pro- 
priety and  dignity  of  deportment  prevailed.  No 
flirting  nor  coqueting — no  gambling  of  old  ladies, 
nor  hoyden  chattering  and  romping  of  young  ones 
— no  self-satisfied  struttings  of  wealthy  gentlemen, 
with  their  brains  in  their  pockets — nor  amusing 
conceittf  and  monkey  divertiaements  of  smart  young 


gentlemen  with  no  brains  at  all.  On  the  contrary, 
the  young  ladies  seated  themselves  demurely  in 
their  rush-bottomed  chairs,  and  knit  their  own 
woollen  stockings;  nor  ever  opened  their  lips,  ex- 
cepting to  say  yaw  Mynher,  or  yah  yah  Vrouw,  to 
any  question  that  was  asked  them ;  behaving  in 
all  things  like  decent,  well-educated  damsels.  As 
to  the  gentlemen,  each  of  them  tranquilly  smoked 
his  pipe,  and  seemed  lost  in  contemplation  of  the 
blue  and  white  tiles  with  which  the  fire-places 
were  decorated ;  wherein  sundry  passages  of  scrip- 
ture were  piously  portrayed — Tobit  and  his  dog 
figured  to  great  advantage ;  Haman  swung  con- 
spicuously on  his  gibbet;  and  Jonah  appeared 
most  manfully  bouncing  out  of  the  whale,  like 
Harlequin  through  a  barrel  of  fire. 

The  parties  broke  up  without  noise  and  without 
confusion.  They  were  carried  home  by  their  own 
carriages,  that  is  to  say,  by  the  vehicles  Nature 
had  provided  them,  excepting  such  of  the  wealthy 
as  could  afford  to  keep  a  wagon.  The  gentlemen 
gallantly  attended  their  fair  ones  to  their  respective 
abodes,  and  took  leave  of  them  with  a  hearty  smack 
at  the  door ;  which,  as  it  was  an  established  piece 
of  etiquette,  done  in  perfect  simplicity  and  honesty 
of  heart,  occasioned  no  scandal  at  that  time,  nor 
should  it  at  the  present — if  our  great-grandfathera 
approved  of  the  custom,  it  would  argue  a  g^at 
want  of  reverence  in  their  descendants  to  say  a 
word  against  it. 


LADIES  OF  THE  GOLDEN  AGE. 


FROM  THE  SAME. 


Iir  this  dulcet  period  of  my  history,  even  the 
female  sex,  those  arch  innovators  upon  the  tran- 
quillity, the  honesty,  and  gray-beard  customs  of 
society,  seemed  for  awhile  to  conduct  themselves 
with  incredible  sobriety  and  comeliness. 

Their  hair,  untortured  by  the  abominations  of 
art,  was  scrupulously  pomatumed  back  from  their 
foreheads  with  a  candle,  and  covered  with  a  little 
cap  of  quilted  calico,  which  fitted  exactly  to  their 
heads.  Their  petticoats  of  linsey-woolsey  were 
striped  with  a  variety  of  gorgeous  dyes — ^though  I 
must  confess  these  gallant  garments  were  rather 
short,  scarce  reaching  below  the  knee;  but  then 
they  made  up  in  the  number,  which  generally 
equalled  that  of  the  gentlemen's  small  clothes ;  and 
what  is  still  more  praisewortl\y,  they  were  all  of 
their  own  manufacture — of  which  circimistance, 
as  may  wcU  be  supposed,  they  wore  not  a  little 
vain. 

These  were  the  honest  days  in  which  every 
woman  stayed  at  home,  read  the  Bible,  and  wore 
pockets — ay,  and  that  too  of  a  goodly  size,  fashioned 
with  patchwork  into  many  curious  devices,  and 
ostentatiously  worn  on  the  outside.  These,  in 
fact,  were  convenient  receptacles  where  all  good 
housewives  carefully  stored  away  such  things  as 
they  wished  to  have  at  hand;  by  which  means 
they  often  came  to  be  incredibly  crammed — and  I 
remember  there  was  a  story  current  when  I  was  a 
boy,  that  the  lady  of  Wouter  Van  Twiller  once 
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had  occasion  to  empty  her  richt  pocket  in  search  of  a 
wooden  ladle,  and  the  utensd  was  discovered  lying 
among  some  rubbish  in  one  comer — but  we  must 
not  give  too  much  faith  to  all  these  stories ;  the 
anecdotes  of  those  remote  periods  being  very  sub- 
ject to  exaggeration. 

Besides  these  notable  podkets,  they  likewise 
wore  scissors  and  pincushions  suspended  from  their 
girdles  by  red  ribands,  or,  among  the  more  opulent 
and  showy  classes,  by  brass,  imd  even  silver  chains, 
indubitable  tokens  of  thrifty  housewives  and  in- 
dustrious spinsters.  I  cannot  say  much  in  vindi- 
cation of  the  shortness  of  the  petticoats ;  it  doubt- 
less was  introduced  for  the  purpose  of  giving  the 
stockings  a  chance  to  be  seen,  which  wefb  gene- 
rally of  blue  worsted,  with  magnificent  red  docks  , 
—or  perhaps  to  display  a  well-turned  ankle,  and 
a  neat  though  serviceable  foot,  set  off  by  a  high- 
heeled  Heathem  shoe,  with  a  large  and  splendid  sil- 
ver buckle.  Thus  we  find  that  the  gentle  sex  in 
all  ages  have  shown  the  same  disposition  to  in- 
fringe a  Uttle  upon  the  laws  of  decorum,  in-order 
to  betray  a  lurking  beailty,  or  gratify  an  innocent 
love  of  finery. 

From  the  sketch  here  given,  it  will  be  seen  that 
our  good  grandmothers  differed  considerably  in  their 
ideas  of  a  fine  figure  from  their  scantily-dressed 
descendants  of  the  present  day.  A  fine  lady,  in 
those  times,  waddled  under  more  clothes,  even  on 
a  fiiir  summer*s  day,  than  would  have  clad  the 
whole  bevy  of  a  modem  ball-room.  Nor  were 
they  the  less  admired  by  the  gentlemen  in  conse- 
quence thereofl  On  the  contrary,  the  greatness 
of  a  lover's  passion  seemed  to  increase  in  propor- 
tion to  the  magnitude  of  its  object — and  a  volumi- 
nous damsel,  arrayed  in  a  dozen  of  petticoats,  was 
declared  by  a  Low  Dutch  sonnetteer  of  the  pro- 
vince to  be  radiiint  as  a  sunflower,  and  luxuriant 
as  a  full-blown  cabbage.  Certain  it  is,  that  in 
those  days  the  heart  of  a  lover  could  not  contain 
more  than  one  lady  at  a  time ;  whereas  the  heart 
of  a  modem  gallant  has  often  room  enough  to  ac- 
commodate half-a-dozen.  The  reason  of  which  I 
conclude  to  be,  that  either  the  hearts  of  the  gentle- 
men have  grown  larger,  or  the  persons  of  the  la- 
dies smaller — this,  however,  is  a  question  for  phy- 
siologists to  determine. 

But  there  was  a  secret  charm  in  these  petticoats, 
which  no  doubt  entered  into  the  consideration  of 
the  pradent  gallants.  The  wardrobe  of  a  lady 
was  in  those  days, her  only  fortune ;  and  she  who 
had  a  good  stock  of  petticoats  and  stockings,  was 
as  absolutely  an  heiress  as  is  a  Kamtschatka  dam- 
sel with  a  store  of  bear-skins,  or  a  Lapland  belle 
with  a  plenty  of  reindeer.  The  ladies,  therefore, 
were  very  anxious  to  display  these  powerful  attnu> 
tions  to  the  gn^atest  advantage ;  and  the  best  rooms 
in  the  house,  instead  of  being  adorned  with  cari- 
catures of  dame  Nature,  in  water  cylours  and 
needle-work,  were  always  hung  round  with  abun- 
dance of  homespun  garments,  the  manufacture 
and  the  property  of  the  females — a  piece  of  laud- 
able ostentation  that  still  prevails  among  the  heir- 
of  our  Dutch  villages. . . . 

Such  was  the  happy  reign  of  Wouter  Van 


Twiller,  celebrated  in  maAy  a  long-forgotten  song 
as  the  real  golden  age,  the  rest  being  nothing  but 
counterfeit  copper-washed  coin.  In  that  delight- 
ful period,  a  sweet  and  holy  calm  reigned  over  the 
whole  province.  The  burgomaster  smoked  his 
pipe  in  peace-— the  substantial  solace  of  his  do- 
mestic cares,  after  her  daily  toils  were  done,  sat 
soberly  at  the  door  with  her  arms  crossed  over  her 
apron  of  snowy  white,  without  being  insulted  by 
ribald  street-walkers,  or  vagabond  boys — those  un- 
lucky urchins,  who  do  so  infest  our  streets,  dis- 
playing under  the  roses  of  youth  the  thorns  and 
briars  of  iniquity.  Then  it  was  that  the  lover 
with  ten  breeches,  and  the  damsel  with  petticoats 
of  half  a  score,  indulged  in  all  the  innocent  endear- 
ments of  virtuous  love,  without  fear  and  without 
re^oach ;  for  what  had  that  virtue  to  fear  which 
was  defended  by  a  shield  of  good  linscy-woolseys, 
equal  at  least  to  the  seven  bull-hides  of  the  invin- 
cible Ajax? 

Ah ! ^Ussfiil,  and  never  to  be  forgotten  age! 
when  every  thing  was  better  than  it  has  ever  been 
since,  or  ever  will  be  again — when  Buttermilk 
Channel  was  quite  dry  at  low  water — ^when  the 
shad  in  the  Hudson  were  all  salmon,  and  when 
the  moon  shone  with  a  pure  and  resplendent 
whiteness,  instead  of  that  melancholy  yellow  tight 
which  is  the  consequence  of  her  sickening  at  the 
abominations  she  every  night  witnesses  in  this 
degenerate  city ! 

Happy  would  it  have  been  for  New  Anuierdam 
could  it  always  have  existed  in  this  state  of  h\v^ 
ful  ignorance  and  lowly  simplicity — but,  alas !  the 
days  of  childhood  are  too  sweet  to  last !  Cities,  like 
men,  grow  out  of  them  in  time,  and  are  doomed 
alike  to  grow  into  the  bustle,  the  cares,  and  mise- 
ries of  the  world.  Let  no  man  congratulate  him- 
self when  he  beholds  the  child  of  his  bosom  or  the 
city  of  his  birth  increasing  in  magnitude  and  im- 
portance— let  the  history  of  his  own  life  teach  him 
the  dangers  of  the  one,  and  this  excellent  little 
history  of  Manna-hata  convince  him  of  the  cala- 
mities of  the  other. 


LAST  DAYS  OF  PETER  STUYVESANT. 


ntOX  THS  8AMZ. 


In  process  of  time,  the  old  govcmor,  like  aU 
other  children  of  mortality,  began  to  exhibit  tokens 
of  decay.  Like  an  aged  oak,  which,  though  it 
long  has  braved  the  fiuy  of  the  elements,  and  still 
retains  its  gigantic  proportionB,jet  begins  to  shake 
and  groan  with  every  blast — so  was  it  with  the 
gallant  Peter;  for  though  he  still  bore  the  port 
and  semblance  of  what  he  was  in  the  days  of  hb 
hardihood  and  chivalry,  yet  did  age  and  infirmity 
begin  to  sap  the  vigour  of  his  frame — but  his  heart, 
that  most  unconquerable  citadel,  still  triumphed 
unsubdued.  With  matchless  avidity  would  he 
listen  to  every  article  of  intelligence  concerning 
the  battles  between  the  English  and  Dutch— still 
would  his  pulse  beat  high  whenever  he  heard  of 
the  victories  of  De  Ruyter — and  his  countenance 
lower,  and  his  eyebrows  knit  when  frntune  turned 
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in  &voar  of  the  English.  At  length,  as  on  a  cer- 
tain day  he  had  just  smoked  his  fifth  pipe,  and 
was  napping  after  dinner  in  his  arm-chair,  con- 
quering the  whole  British  nation  in  his  dreams, 
he  was  suddenly  aroused  by  a  fearful  ringing  of 
bells,  rattling  of  drums,  and  roaring  of  cannon, 
that  put  all  his  blood  in  a  ferment  But  when  he 
learnt  that  these  rejoicings  were  in  honour  of  a 
great  victory  obtained  by  the  combined  English 
and  French  fleets  over  the  brave  De  Ruyter  and 
the  younger  Von  Tromp,  it  went  so  much  to  his 
heart  that  he  took  to  his  bed,  and  in  loss  than 
three  days  was  brought  to  death's  door  by  a  vio- 
lent cholera  morbus !  But,  even  in  this  extremity, 
he  still  displayed  the  unconquerable  spirit  of  Peter 
tke  Headstrong ;  holding  out  to  the  last  gasp  with 
the  most  inflexible  obstinacy  against  a  whole  firmy 
of  old  women,  who  were  bent  upon  driving  the 
enemy  out  of  his  bowels,  after  a  true  Dutch  mode 
of  defence,  by  inundating  the  seat  of  war  with  cat- 
nip and  pennyroyal. 

While  he  thus  lay,  lingering  on  the  verge  of 
dissolution,  news  was  brought  him  that  the  brave 
De  Ruyter  had. suffered  but  little  loss — had  made 
good  his  retreat — and  meant  once  more  to  meet 
the  enemy  in  battle.  The  closing  eye  of  the  old 
warrior  kindled  at  the  words — he  partly  raised 
himself  in  bed — a  flash  of  martial  fire  beamed 
across  his  visage — he  clinched  his  withered  hand, 
as  if  he  felt  within  his  gripe  that  sword  which 
waved  in  triumph  before  the  walls  of  Fort  Chris- 
tina, and,  giving  a  g^m  smile  of  exultation,  sunk 
back  upon  his  pillow  and  expired. 

Thus  died  Peter  Stuy  vesant,  a  valiant  soldier — 
a  loyal  subject — an  upright  governor,  and  an  ho- 
nest Dutchman — who  wanted  only  a  few  empires 
to  desolate  to  have  been  immortalized  as  a  hero ! 

His  funeral  obsequies  were  celebrated  with  the 
utmost  grandeur  and  solemnity.  The  town  was 
perfectly  emptied  of  its  inhabitants,  who  crowded 
in  throngs  to  pay  the  last  sad  honours  to  their 
good  old  governor.  All  his  sterling  qualities 
rushed  in  full  tide  upon  their  recollections,  while 
the  memory  of  his  foibles  and  his  faults  had  ex- 
pired with  him.  The  ancient  burghers  contended 
who  should  have  the  privilege  of  bearing  the  pall; 
the  populace  strove  who  should  walk  nearest  to 
the  bier — and  the  melancholy  procession  was  closed 
by  a  number  of  gray-headed  negroes,  who  had 
wintered  and  summered  in  the  household  of  their 
departed  master  for  the  greater  part  of  a  century. 

With  sad  and  gloomy  countenances  the  multi- 
tude  gathered   around  the  grave.     They  dwelt 
with  mournful  hearts  on  the  sturdy  virtues,  the 
signal   services,  and  the  gallant  exploits  of  the 
brave  old  worthy.    They  recalled  with  secret  np- 
braidings  their  own  factious  opposition  to  his  go- 
vernment— and  many  an  ancient  burgher,  whose 
phlegmatic  features  had  never  been  known  to  re- 
lax, nor  his  eyes  to  moisten — was  now  observed 
to  puff  a  pensive  pipe,  and  the  big  drop  to  steal 
down  his  cheek — while  he  muttered  with  affec- 
tionate accent  and  melancholy  shake  of  the  head 
— "Well  den! — Hardkoppig  Peter  ben  gone  at 

last!" 
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THE  USES  OF  HISTORY. 

rXOM  THV  BAMS. 


How  vun,  hpw  fleeting,  how  uncertain  are  all 
those  gaudy  bubbles  after  which  we  are  panting 
and  toiling  in  this  world  of  fair  delusion !  The 
wealth  which  the  miser  has  amassed  with  so  many 
weary  days,  so  many  sleepless  nights,  a  spend- 
thrift heir  may  squander  away  in  joyless  prodigal- 
ity. The  noblest  monuments  which  pride  has 
ever  reared  to  perpetuate  a  name,  the  hand  of  time 
will  shortly  tumole  into  ruins — and  even  the 
brightest  laurels,  gained  by  feats  of  arms,  may 
wither  and  be  for  ever  blighted  by  the  chilling 
neglect  of  mankind. — "How  many  .illustrious  he- 
roes," says  the  good  Boetius, "  who  were  once  the 
pride  and  glory  of  the  age,  hath  the  silence  of  his- 
torians buried  in  eternal  oblivion !"  And  this  it 
was  that  induced  the  Spartans,  when  titey  went 
to  battle,  solemnly  to  sacrifice  to  the  muses,  sup- 
plicating that  their  achievements  should  be  wor- 
thily recorded.  Had  not  Homer  tuned  his  lofty 
lyre,  observes  the  elegant  Cicero,  the  valour  of 
Achijles  had  remained  unsung.  And  such,  too, 
after  all  the  toils  and  perils  he  had  braved,  after 
all  the  gallant  actions  he  had  achieved,  such  too 
had  nearly  been  the  fate  of  the  chivalric  Peter 
Stuyvcsant,  but  that  I  fortunately  stepped  in  and 
engraved  his  name  on  the  indelible  tablet  of  his- 
tory, just  as  the  caitiff  Time  was  silently  brushing 
it  away  for  ever. 

The  more  I  reflect,  the  more  am  I  astonished  at 
the  important  character  of  the  historian.  He  is 
the  sovereign  censor  to  decide  upon  the  renown 
or  infamy  of  his  fellow-men — he  is  the  patron  of 
kings  and  conqucrora,  on  whom  it  depends  whether 
they  shall  live  in  after  ages,  or  be  forgotten,  as 
were  their  ancestors  before  them.  The  tyrant  may 
oppress  while  the  object  of  his  tyranny  exists,  but 
the  historian  possesses  superior  might,  for  his  power 
extends  even  beyond  the  grave.  The  shades  of 
departed  and  long-forgotten  heroes  anxiously  bend 
down  from  above,  while  he  writes,  watching  each 
movement  of  his  pen,  whether  it  shall  pass  by 
their  names  with  neglect,  or  inscribe  them  on  the 
deathless  pages  of  renown.  Even  the  drop  of  ink 
that  hangs  trembling  on  his  pen,  which  he  may 
either  dash  upon  the  floor  or  waste  in  idle  scraw- 
lings — that  very  drop,  which  to  him  is  not  worth 
the  twentieth  part  of  a  farthing,  may  be  of  incal- 
culable value  to  some  departed  worthy — may  ele- 
vate half  a  score  in  one  moftient  to  immortality, 
who  would  have  g^ven  worlds,  had  they  possessed 
them,  to  insure  the  glorious  meed. 

Let  not  my  readere  imagine,  however,  that  I  an 
indulging  in  vain-glorious  boastings,  or  am  anxiouf 
to  blazon  forth  the  importance  of  my  tribe.  On 
the  contrary,  I  shrink  when  I  reflect  on  the  awful 
responsibility  we  historians  assume — I  shudder  U. 
think  what  direful  commotions  and  calamities  wc 
occasion  in  the  world — I  swear  to  thee,  hones 
reader,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  weep  at  the  very  idea 
Why,  let  me  ask,  are  so  many  illustrious  mei 
daily  tearing  themselves  away  from  the  embrace 
of  their  families — slighting  the  smiles  of  beau^— 
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despmng  the  allurements  of  fortune,  and  exposing 
themselves  to  the  miwries  of  warl — Why  are 
kings  desolating  empires  and  depopulating  whole 
countries  !  In  short,  what  induces  all  great  men, 
of  all  ages  and  countries,  to  commit  so  many  vict 
tories  and  misdeeds,  and  inflict  so  many  miseries 
upon  mankind  and  on  themselves,  but  the  mere 
hope  that  some  historian  will  kindly  take  them 
into  notice,  and  admit  them  into  a  comer  of  his 
volume.  For,  in  short,  the  mighty  object  of  all 
their  toils,  their  hardships,  and  privations,  is  no- 
thing but  intmorial  fame — anJ  what  is  immortal 
fame  ? — why,  half  a  page  of  dirty  paper ! — Alas ! 
alas !  how  humiliating  the  idea — ^tbat  the  renown 
of  so  great  a  man  as  Peter  Stuyvesant  should  de- 
pend upon  the  pen  of  so  little  a  man  as  Diedrich 
Knickerbocker ! 


RIP  VAN  WINKLE. 

A  POSTHUMOUS  WRITING  OP  DIEDRICH 

KNICKRRBOCKER. 

FIOM  THE  iKETCU-BOOK. 


WflOETSR  has  made  a  voyage  up  the  Hud.<*on 
must  remember  the  Kaatskill  mountains.  They 
are  a  dismembered  branch  of  the  great  Appala- 
chian family,  and  are  seen  away  to  the  west  of 
the  river,  swelling  up  to  a  noble  hcightj  and  lord- 
ing it  over  the  suirounding  country.  Every 
change  of  season,  every  change  of  weather,  in- 
deed, every  hour  in  the  day,  produces  some  change 
in  the  magical  hues  and  shapes  of  these  moun- 
tains; and  they  are  regarded  by  all  the  good  wives, 
far  and  near,  as  perfect  barometers.  When  the 
weather  is  fair  and  settled,  they  are  clothed  in  blue 
and  purple,  and  print  their  bold  outlines  on  the 
clear  evening  sky ;  but  sometimes,  when  the  rest 
of  the  lauvlscape  is  cloudless,  they  will  gather  a 
hood  of  gray  vapours  about  their  summits,  which, 
in  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  will  glow  and 
light  up  like  a  crown  of  glory. 

At  the  foot  of  these  fairy  mountains,  the  voy- 
ager may  have  descried  the  light  smoke  curling  up 
from  a  village,  whose  shingle  roofs  gleam  among 
the  trees,  just  where  the  blue  tints  of  the  upland 
melt  away  into  the  fresh  green  of  the  nearer  land- 
scape. It  is  a  little  village  of  great  antiquity,  hav- 
ing been  founded  by  some  of  the  Dutch  colonists 
in  the  early  times  of  the  province,  just  about  the 
beginning  of  the  government  of  the  good  Peter 
StujTvesant,  (may  he  rest  in  peace!)  and  there 
were  some  of  the  houses  of  the  original  settlers 
standing  within  a  few  years,  built  of  small  yellow 
bricks  brought  from  Holland,  having  latticed  win- 
dows and  gable  fronts,  surmounted  with  weather- 
cocks. 

In  that  same  village,  and  in  one  of  these  very 
houses,  (which,  to  tell  the  precise  truth,  was  sadly 
time-worn  and  weather-beaten,)  there  lived  many 
years  since,  while  the  country  was  yet  a  province 
of  Great  Britain,  a  simple,  good-natured  fellow,  of 
the  name  of  Rip  Van  Winkle.  He  was  a  de- 
scendant of  the  V^  Winkles  who  figured  so  gal- 
lantly in  the  chivalrous  days  of  Peter  Stuyvesant, 


and  accompanied  him  to  the  siege  of  Fort  Chris- 
tina. He  inherited,  however,  but  little  of  the  mar- 
tial character  of  his  ancestors.  I  have  obsoved 
that  he  was  a  simple,  good-natured  man ;  he  was 
moreover  a  kind  neighbour,  and  an  oltedient  hen- 
pecked husband.  Indeed,  to  the  latter  circum- 
stance might  be  owing  that  meekness  of  spirit 
which  gained  him  such  universal  popularity  ;  for 
those  men  are  most  apt  to  be  obsequious  and  con- 
ciliating abroad,  who  are  under  the  discipline  of 
shrews  at  home.  Their  tempers,  doubtless,  are 
rendered  pliant  and  malleable  in  the  fiery  furnace 
of  domestic  tribulation,  and  a  curtain  lecture  is 
worth  all  the  sermons  in  the  world  for  teaching 
the  virtues  of  patience  and  long-suffering.  A  ter- 
magant wife  may,  therefore,  in  some  respects,  be 
contidered  a  tolerable  blessing;  and  if  so.  Rip  Van 
Winkle  was  thrice  blessed. 

Certain  it  is,  that  he  was  a  great  favourite  among 
all  the  good  wives  (^  the  village,  who,  as  usual 
with  the  amiable  sex,  took  his  part  in  all  family 
squabbles,  and  never  failed,  whenever  they  talked 
those  matters  over  in  their  evening  gossipings,  to 
lay  all  the  blame  on  Dame  Van  Winkle.  The 
children  of  the  village,  too,  ^rould  shout  with  joy 
whenever  he  approached.  He  assisted  at  their 
sports,  made  their  playthings,  taught  tliem  to  fly 
kites  and  shoot  marbles,  and  told  them  long  stories 
of  ghosts,  wittthe^,  and  Indians.  Whenever  he 
went  dodging  about  the  village,  he  was  surrounded 
by  a  troop  of  them,  hanging  on  his  skirts,  clam- 
bering on  his  back,  and  playing  a  thousand  tricks 
on  hi  in  with  impunity ;  and  not  a  dog  would  bark 
at  him  throughout  the  ncighl>ourhood. 

The  great  error  in  Rip's  composition  was  an  in- 
superable aversion  to  all  kinds  of  profitable  ]alK)ur. 
It  could  not  be  from  the  want  of  assiduity  or  per- 
severance ;  for  he  would  sit  on  a  wet  rock,  with  a 
rod  as  long  and  heavy  as  a  Tartar's  lance,  and  fish 
all  day  without  a  murmur,  even  though  he  should 
not  be  encouraged  by  a  single  nibble.  He  would 
carry  a  fowling-piece  on  his  shoulder  for  hours  to- 
gether, trudging  through  woods  and  swamps,  and 
up  hill  and  down  dale,  to  shoot  a  few  squirrels  or 
wild  pigeons.  He  would  never  refuse  to  assist  a 
neighbour  even  in  the  rouehest  toil,  and  was  a  fore- 
most man  at  all  country  frolics  for  husking  Indian 
com,  or  building  stone  fences.  The  women  of 
the  village,  too,  used  to  employ  him  to  run  their 
errands,  and  to  do  such  little  otld  jobs  as  their  less 
obliging  husbands  would  not  do  for  them ; — in  a 
word,  Riji  was  ready  to  attend  to  anybody's  busi- 
ness but  his  own ;  but  as  to  doing  family  duty 
and  keeping  his  farm  in  order,  he  found  it  im- 
possible. 

In  fact,  he  declared  it  was  of  no  use  to  work  on 
his  farm ;  it  was  the  most  pestilent  little  piece  of 
ground  in  the  whole  country ;  every  thing  about 
it  went  wrong,  and  would  go  wrong  in  spite  of 
him.  His  fences  were  continually  falling  to  pieces ; 
his  cow  would  either  go  astray,  or  get  among  the 
cabbages ;  weeds  were  sure  to  grow  quicker  in  his 
fields  than  anywhere  else ;  the  rain  always  made 
a  point  of  setting  in  just  as  ho  had  some  out-door 
work  to  do ;  so  that  though  his  patrimonial  estate 
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had  dwindled  away  under  his  management,  acre 
by  acre,  until  there  was  little  more  left  than  a  mere 
pitch  of  Indian  corn  and  potatoes,  yet  it  was  the 
worst  conditioned  farm  in  the  neighbourhood. 

His  children,  too,  were  as  ragged  and  wild  as  if 
they  belonged  to  nobody.  His  son  Rip,  an  urchin 
begotten  in  his  own  likeness,  promised  to  inherit 
the  habits,  with  the  old  clothes  of  his  father.  He 
was  generally  seen  trooping  like  a  colt  at  his  mo- 
ther's heels,  equipped  in  a  pair  of  his  fathcr*s  cast- 
oflf  galligaskins,  wbifh  he  had  much  «ilo  to  hold 
up  with  one  hand,  as  a  fine  lady  does  her  train  in 
bad  weatlier. 

Rip  Van  Winkle,  however,  was  one  of  those 
happy  mortals,  of  foolish,  well-oiled  dispositions, 
who  take  the  world  easy,  cat  white  bread  or  brown, 
whichever  can  be  got  with  least  thought  or  trouble, 
and  would  rather  starve  on  a  penny  than  work  for 
a  pound.  If  left  to  himself,  he  would  have  whis- 
tled lifiok  away  in  perfect  contentment ;  but  his  wife 
kept  continually  dinning  in  his  ears  about  his  idle- 
ness, his  carelessness,  and  the  ruin  he  was  bring- 
ing on  his  family. 

Morning,  noon,  and  night  her  tongue  was  inces- 
santly going,  and  every  thing  he  said  or  did  was 
sure  to  produce  a  torrent  of  household  eloquence. 
Rip  had  but  one  way  of  replying  to  all  lectures  of 
the  kind,  and  that  by  frequent  use  had  grown  into 
a  habit.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  shook  his 
head,  cast  up  his  eyes,  but  said  nothing.  This, 
however,  always  provoked  a  fresh  volley  from  his 
wife, so  that  he  was  fain  to  draw  oD*his  forces  and 
Like  to  the  outside  of  the  house — the  only  side 
which,  in  truth,  belongs  to  a  henpecked  husband. 

Rip's  sole  domestic  adherent  was  his  dog  Wolf, 
who  was  as  much  henpecked  as  his  master ;  for 
Dams  Van  Winkle  regarded  them  at  companions 
in  iillcn**8s,  and  even  looked  upon  Wolf  with  an 
evil  eye,  as  the  cause  of  his  master's  going  so  oflcn 
astray.  True  it  is  in  all  points  of  spirit  befitting 
an  honourable  dog,  he  was  as  courageous  an  animal 
as  ever  scoured  the  woods — but  what  courage  can 
withstand  the  ever-during  and  all-besetting  terrors 
of  a  woman's  tongue  ?  The  moment  Wolf  en- 
tered the  house,  his  crest  fell,  his  tail  drooped  to 
the  ground,  or  curled  between  his  legs;  he  sneaked 
about  with  a  gallows  air,  cisting  many  a  sidelong 
glance  at  Dame  Van  Winkle,  and  at  the  least 
rtourish  of  a  broomstick  or  ladle,  he  would  fly  to 
the  door  with  yelping  ]>reripitaUon. 

Times  grew  worse  and  worse  with  Rip  Van 
Winkle,  as  years  of  matrimony  rolled  on :  a  tart 
temper  never  mellows  with  age,  and  a  sharp  tongue 
is  the  only  edge  tool  that  grows  keener  with  con- 
stant use.  For  a  long  whi'e  he  used  to  console 
himself,  when  driven  from  home,  by  frequenting 
a  kind  of  perpetual  club  of  the  sages,  philosophers, 
and  other  idl^  personages  of  the  village,  which 
held  its  sessions  on  a  bench  before  a  small  inn, 
designated  by  a  rubicund  portrait  of  his  majesty, 
George  the  Third.  Here  they  used  to  ut  in  the 
riiaile,  of  a  long  lazy  summer's  day,  talking  list^ 
lessly  over  village  gossip,  or  telling  endless  sleepy 
stories  about  nothing.  But  it  would  have  been 
worth  any  statesman's  money  to  have  heard  the 


profound  discussions  which  sometimes  took  place, 
when  by  chance  an  old  newspaper  fell  into  their 
hands  from  some  passing  traveller.  How  solemnly 
thev  would  listen  to  the  contents  as  drawled  out 
by  Derrick  Van  Bummel,  the  schoolmaster,  a  dap- 
per learned  little  man,  who  was  not  to  be  daunted 
by  the  most  gigantic  word  in  the  dictionary ;  and 
how  sagely  they  would  deliberate  upon  public 
events  some  months  after  they  had  taken  place. 

The  opinions  of  this  junto  were  completely  con- 
trolled by  Nicholas  Vedder,  a  patriarch  of  the  vil- 
lage and  landlord  of  the  inn,  at  the  door  of  which 
he  took  his  seat  from  morning  till  night,  just  mov- 
ing sufKciently  to  avoid  the  sun,  and  keep  in  the 
shade  of  a  large  tree ;  so  that  the  neighbours  could 
tell  the  hour  by  his  movements  as  accurately  as 
by  a  sim-dial.  It  is  true  bo  was  rarely  beard  to 
speak,  but  smoked  his  pipe  incessantly.  His  ad- 
herents, however,  (for  every  great  man%ad  his 
adherents,)  perfectly  understood  him,  and  knew 
how  to  gather  his  opinions.  When  any  thing 
that  was  read  or  related  displeased  him,  he  was 
observed  to  smoke  his  pipe  vehemently,  and  to 
send  forth  short,  frequent,  and  angry  pufts ;  but 
when  pleased,  he  would  inhale  the  smoke  slowly 
and  tranquilly,  and  emit  it  in  light  and  placid 
clouds,  and  sometimes  taking  the  pipe  from  his 
mouth,  and  letting  the  fragrant  vapour  curl  about 
his  nose,  would  gravely  nod  his  head  in  token  of 
perfect  approbation. 

From  even  this  strong  hold  the  unlucky  Rip 
was  at  length  routed  by  his  termagant  wife,  who 
would  suddenly  break  in  upon  the  tranquillity  of 
the  assemblage,  and  call  the  members  all  to  nought; 
nor  was  that  august  personage,  Nicholas  Vedder 
himself,  sacred  from  the  daring  tongue  of  this  ter- 
rible virago,  who  charged  him  outnght  with  en- 
couraging her  husband  in  habits  of  idleness. 

Poor  Rip  was  at  last  reduced  almost  to  despair, 
and  his  only  alternative  to  escape  from  the  labour 
of  the  farm  and  the  clamour  of  his  wife  was  to 
take  gun  in  hand  and  stroll  away  into  the  woods. 
Here  he  would  sometimes  seat  himself  at  the  foot 
of  a  tree,  and  share  the  contents  of  his  wallet  with 
Wolf,  with  whom  he  sympathized  as  a  fellow- 
suflerer  in  persecution.  **  Poor  Wolf,"  he  would 
say,  *«  thy  mistress  leads  thee  a  dog's  life  of  it ;  but 
never  mind,  my  lad,  whilst  I  live  thou  shalt  never 
want  a  friend  to  stand  by  thee!"  Wolf  would 
wag  his  tail,  look  wistfully  in  his  master's  face, 
and  if  dogs  can  feel  pity,  I  verily  believe  ho  reci- 
procated the  sentiment  with  all  his  heart 

In  a  long  ramble  of  the  kind,  on  a  fine  autum- 
nal day.  Rip  had  unconsciously  scrambled  to  one 
of  the  highest  parts  of  the  Kaatskill  mountains. 
He  was  after  his  &vourite  sport  of  squirrel-shoot- 
ing, and  the  still  solitudes  had  echoed  and  re- 
echoed with  the  reports  of  his  gun.  Panting  and 
fatigued,  he  threw  hims^^lf,  late  in  the  afternoon, 
on  a  green  knoll  covered  with  mountain  herbage 
that  crowned  the  brow  of  a  precipice.  From  an 
opening  between  the  trees,  he  could  overlook  all 
the  lower  country  for  many  a  mile  of  rich  wood- 
land. He  saw  at  a  distance  Hho  lordly  Hudson 
ftktf  fiur  below  him,  moving  on  its  silenl'  but  ma- 
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jestic  course,  with  the  reflection  of  a  purple  cloud, 
or  the  sail  of  a  lagging  bark,  here  and  there  sleep- 
ing on  its  glassy  bosom,  and  at  last  losing  itself  in 
the  blue  highlands. 

On  the  other  side  he  looked  down  into  a  deep 
mountain  glen,  wild,  lonely,  and  shagged,  the  bot- 
tom filled  with  fragments  from  the  impending  cliffs, 
and  scarcely  lighted  by  the  reflected  rays  of  the 
setting  sun.  For  some  time  Rip  lay  musing  on 
this  scene ;  evening  was  gradually  advancing ;  the 
mountains  began  to  throw  their  long  blue  shadows 
over  the  valleys ;  he  saw  that  it  would  be  dark 
long  before  he  could  reach  the  village;  and  he 
heaved  a  heavy  sigh  when  he  thought  of  encoun- 
tering the  terrors  of  Dame  Van  Winkle. 

As  he  was  about  to  descend,  he  heard  a  voice 
from  a  distance,  hallooing,  « Rip  Van  Winkle ! 
Rip  Va^  Winkle  !**  Ho  looked  around,  but  could 
see  notlfing  but  a  crow  winging  its  solitary  flight 
across  the  mountain.  He  thought  his  fancy  must 
have  deceived  him,  and  turned  again  to  descend, 
when  he  heard  the  same  cry  ring  through  the  still 
evening  air :  «  Rip  Van  Winkle  !  Rip  Van  Win- 
kle !" — at  the  same  time  Wolf  bristled  up  his  back, 
and  giving  a  low  growl,  skulked  to  his  master's 
side,  looking  fearfully  down  into  the  glen.  Rip 
now  felt  a  vague  apprehension  stealing  over  him  : 
he  looked  anxiously  in  Hie  same  direction,  and  per- 
ceived a  strange  figure  slowly  toiling  up  the  rocks, 
and  bending  under  the  weight  of  something  he 
carried  on  his  back.  He  was  surprised  to  see  any 
human  being  in  this  lonely  and  unfrequented  place, 
but  supposing  it  to  be  some  one  of  the  neighbour- 
hood in  need  of  his  assistance,  he  hastened  down 
to  yield  it 

On 'nearer  approach,  he  was  still  more  surprised 
at  the  singtflarity  of  the  stranger*B  appearance. 
He  was  a  short,  square-built  old  fellow,  with  thick 
bushy  hair  and  a  grizzled  beard.  His  dress  was 
of  the  antique  Dutch  fashion— a  cloth  jerkin 
strapped  round  the  waist — several  pair  of  breeches, 
the  outer  one  of  ample  volume,  decorated  with 
rows  of  buttons  down  the  sides,  and  bunches  at 
the  knees.  He  bore  on  his  shoulders  a  stout  keg, 
that  seemed  full  of  liquor,  and  made  signs  for  Rip 
to  approach  and  assist  him  with  the  load.  Though 
rather  shy  and  distrustful  of  this  new  acquaint- 
ance. Rip  complied  with  his  usual  alacrity,  and 
mutually  relieving  each  other,  they  clambered  up 
a  narrow  gully,  apparently  the  dry  bed  of  a  moun- 
tain torrent  As  they  ascended,  Rip  every  now 
and  then  heard  long  rolling  peals,  like  distant 
thunder,  that  seemed  to  issue  out  of  a  deep  ravine, 
or  rather  clefl  between  lofty  rocks,  toward  which 
their  rugged  path  conducted.  He  paused  for  an 
instant,  but  supposing  it  to  be  the  muttering  of 
one  of  those  transient  thunder-showers  which  often 
take  place  in  mountain  heights,  he  proceeded. 
Passing  through  the  ravine,  they  came  to  a  hollow, 
like  a  small  amphitheatre,  surrounded  by  perpen- 
dicular precipices,  over  the  brinks  of  which  im- 
pending trees  shot  their  branches,  so  that  you  only 
caught  glimpses  of  the  azure  sky  and  the  bright 
evening  cloud.     ])uring  .the  whole  time.  Rip  and 


though  the  former  marvelled  greatly  what  could 
be  the  object  of  carrying  a  keg  of  liquor  up  this 
wild  mountain,  yet  there  was  something  strange 
and  incomprehensible  about  the  unknown,  that 
inspired  awe,  and  checked  familiarity. 

On  entering  the  amphitheatre,  new  objects  of 
wonder  presented  themselves.  On  a  level  spot  in 
the  centre  was  a  company  of  odd-looking  person- 
ages playing  at  nine-pins.  They  were  drened  in 
a  quaint  out-Iandish  fashion :  som^  wore  short 
doublets,  others  jerkins,  with  long  knives  in  their 
belts,  and  most  of  them  had  enormous  breeches  of 
similar  style  with  that  of  the  guide's.  Their 
visages,  too,  were  peculiar :  one  had  a  large  head, 
broad  face,  and  small  piggish  eyes ;  the  hce  of  an- 
other seemed  to  consist  entirely  of  nose,  and  w|ts 
surmounted  by  a  white  sugar-loaf  hat,  set  off  with 
a  little  red  cock's  tail.  They  all  had  beards  of 
various  shapes  and  colours.  There  was  one  who 
seemed  to  be  the  commander.  He  was .  a  stout . 
old  gentleman  with  a  weather-beaten  countenance; 
he  wore  a  laced  doublet,  broad  belt  and  hanger, 
high-crowned  hat  and  feather,  red  stockings,  and 
high-heeled  ^oes  with  roses  in  them.  The  whole 
group  reminded  Rip  of  the  figures  in  an  old  Fle- 
mish painting  in  the  parlour  of  Dominie  Van 
Schaick,  the  village  parson,  and  which  had  been 
brought  over  from  Holland  at  the  time  of  the  set- 
tlement 

What  seemed  particularly  odd  to  Rip  was,  that 
though  these  folks  were  evidently  amusing  them- 
selves, yet  they  maintained  the  gravest  faces,  the 
most  mysterious  silence,  and  were,  withal,  the 
most  melancholy  party  of  pleasure  he  had  ever 
witnessed.  Nothing  interrupted  the  stillness  of 
the  scene  but  the  noise  of  the  balls,  which,  when- 
ever they  were  rolled,  echoed  along  the  mountains 
like  rumbling  peals  of  thunder. 

As  Rip  and  his  companion  approached  them, 
they  suddenly  desisted  from  their  play,  and  stared 
at  him  with  such  a  fixed  statue-like  gaze,  and  such 
strange,  uncouth,  lack-lustre  countenances,  that 
his  heart  turned  within  him,  and  his  knees  smote 
together.  His  companion  now  emptied  the  con- 
tents of  the  keg  into  large  flagons,  and  made  sigrs 
to  him  to  wait  upon  the  company.  He  obeyed 
with  fear  and  trembling ;  they  quaffed  the  liquor 
in  profound  silence,  and  then  returned  to  their 
game. 

By  degrees  Rip's  awe  and  apprehension  subsided. 
He  even  ventured,  when  no  eye  was  fixed  upon 
him,  to  taste  the  beverage,  which  he  found  had 
much  of  the  flavour  of  excellent  Hollands.  He 
was  naturally  a  thirsty  soul,  and  was  soon  tempted 
to  repeat  the  draught  One  taste  provoked  an- 
other, and  he  reiterated  his  visits  to  the  flagon  so 
oflen,  that  at  length  his  senses  were  overpowered, 
his  eyes  swam  in  his  head,  his  heM  gradually  de- 
clined, and  he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

On  waking,  he  found  himself  on  the  green  knoll 
from  whence  ho  had  first  seen  the  old  man  of  the 
glen.  He  rubbed  his  eyes — it  was  a  bright  sunny 
morning.  The  birds  were  hopping  and  twittering 
among  the  bushes,  and  the  eagle  was  wheeling 


WASHINGTON   IRVING. 


313 


«  Surely,"  thought  Rip,  « I  have  not  slept  here  all 
night"  He  recalled  the  occurrences  before  he  fell 
•sleep.  The  strange  man  with  the  keg  of  liquor-— 
the  mountain  ravine — the  wild  retreat  among  the 
rocks — ^the  wo-begone  party  at  nine-pins— the  fla^ 
gon — "  Oh !  that  wicked  flagon !"  thought  Rip— 
•<  what  excuse  shall  I  make  to  Dame  Van  Winkle  V* 
He  looked  round  for  his  gun,  but  in  place  of  the 
clean,  well-oiled  fowling-piece,  he  found  an  old 
firelock  lying  by  him,  the  barrel  encrusted  with 
rust,  the  lock  falling  off,  the  stock  worm-eaten. 
He  now  suspected  that  the  grave  roysters  of  the 
mountain  had  put  a  trick  upon  him,  and  having 
dosed  him  with  liquor,  had  robbed  him  of  his 
gun.  Wolf  too  had  disappeared,  but  he  might 
have  strayld  away  after  a  squirrel  or  partridge. 
He  whistled  after  him,  and  shouted  his  name,  but 
all  in  vain ;  the  echoes  repeated  his  whistle  and 
shout,  but  no  dog  was  to  be  seen. 

He  determined  to  revisit  the  scene  of  the  last 
evening's  gambol,  and  if  he  met  with  any  of  the 
party,  to  demand  his  dog  and  gun.  As  he  rose 
to  walk,  he  found  himself  stiff  in  the  joints,  and 
wanting  in  his  usual  activity.  «  These  mountain 
beds  do  not  agree  with  me,"  thought  Rip,  <*  and  if 
this  froUc  should  lay  me  up  with  a  fit  of  the  rheu- 
matism, I  shall  have  a  blessed  time  with  Dame 
Van  Winkle."  With  some  difficulty  he  got  down 
into  the  glen ;  he  found  the  gully  up  which  he 
and  his  companion  had  ascended  the  preceding 
evening;  but  to  his  astonishment  a  mountain 
stream  was  now  foaming  down  it,  leaping  firom 
rock  to  rock,  and  filling  the  glen  with  babbUng 
murmurs.  He,  however,  made  shift  to  scramble 
up  its  sides,  working  his  toilsome  veay  through 
thickets  of  birch,  sassafi'as,  and  witA-hazel ;  and 
sometimes  tripped  up  or  entangled  by  the  wild 
grapevines  that  twisted  their  coils  and  tendrils 
from  tree  to  tree,  and  spread  a  kind  of  network  in 
his  path. 

At  length  he  reached  to  where  the  ravine  had 
opened  through  the  clifis  to  the  amphitheatre ;  but 
BO  traces  of  such  opening  remained.  The  rocks 
presented  a  high  impenetrable  wall,  over  which 
the  torrent  came  tumbling  in  a  sheet  of  feathery 
foam,  and  fell  into  a  broad  deep  basin,  black  fi'om 
the  shadows  of  the  surrounding  forest.  Here,  then, 
poor  Rip  was  brought  to  a  stand.  He  again  called 
and  whistled  after  his  dog :  he  wras  only  answered 
by  the  cawing  of  a  flock  of  idle  crows,  sporting 
high  in  air  about  a  dry  tree  that  overhung  a  sunny 
precipice;  and  who,  secure  in  their  elevation, 
seemed  to  look  down  and  scoff  at  the  poor  man's 
perplexities.  What  was  to  be  done  1  The  morn- 
ing was  passing  away,  and  Rip  felt  famished  for 
want  of  his  breakfast  He  grieved  to  give  up  his 
dog  and  gun :  he  dreailed  to  meet  his  wife ;  but  it 
would  not  do  ill  starve  among  the  mountains.  He 
shook  his  head,  shouldered  the  rusty  fire-lock,  and, 
with  a  heart  full  of  trouble  and  anxiety,  turned 
his  steps  homeward. 

As  he  approached  the  village  he  met  a  number 
of  people,  but  none  whom  he  knew,  which  some- 
what surprised  him,  for  he  had  thought  himself 
acquainted  with  every  one  in  the  country  round. 


Their  dress,  too,  was  of  a  difierent  fiuhion  firom 
that  to  which  he  was  accustomed.  They  all  stared 
at  him  with  equal  marks  of  surprise,  and  when- 
ever they  cast  eyes  upon  him,  invariably  stroked 
their  chins.  The  constant  recurrence  of  this  ge»- 
ture,  induced  Rip  involuntarily  to  do  the  ,same, 
when,  to  his  astonishment,  he  found  his  beard  had 
grown  a  foot  long ! 

He  had  now  entered  the  skirts  of  the  village. 
A  troop  of  strange  children  ran  at  his  heels  hoot- 
ing after  him,  and  pointing  at  his  gray  beard.  The 
dogs,  too,  not  one  of  which  he  recognised  for  an 
old  acquaintance,  barked  at  him  as  he  passed.  The 
very  village  was  altered :  it  was  larger  and  more 
populous.  l*here  were  rows  of  houses  which  he 
had  never  seen  before,  and  those  which  had  been 
his  familiar  haunts  had  disappeared.  Strange 
names  were  over  the  doors — strange  faces  at  the 
windows — every  thing  was  strange  His  mind 
now  misgave  him;  he  began  to  doubt  whether 
both  he  and  the  world  around  him  were  not  be- 
witched. Surely  this  was  his  native  village,  which 
he  had  left  but  a  day  before.  There  stood  the 
Kaatskill  mountains— there  ran  the  silver  Hudson 
at  a  distance— there  was  every  hill  and  dale  pre- 
cisely as  it  had  always  been — Rip  was  sorely  per- 
plexed— "That  flagon  last  night,"  thought  he, 
"  has  addled  my  poor  head  sadly  t" 

It  was  with  some  difficulty  that  he  found  the 
way  to  his  own  house,  which  he  approached  with 
silent  awe,  expecting  every  moment  to  hear  the 
shrill  voice  of  Dame  Van  Winkle.  He  found  the 
house  gone  to  decay — ^the  roof  fallen  in,  the  win- 
dows shattered,  and  the  doors  off  the  hinges.  A 
half-starved  dog,  that  looked  like  Wolf,  was  skulk- 
ing about  it  Rip  called  him  by  #iame,  but  the 
cur  snarled,  showed  his  teeth,  and  passed  on. 
This  was  an  unkind  cut  indeed. — **  My  very  dog," 
sighed  poor  Rip,  «  has  forgotten  me !" 

He  entered  the  house,  which,  to  tell  the  truth. 
Dame  Van  Winkle  had  always  kept  in  neat  order. 
It  was  empty,  forlorn,  and  apparently  abandoned. 
Thii  desolateness  overcame  all  his  connubial  fears 
— ^he  called  loudly  for  his  wife  and  children — the 
lonely  chambers  rang  for  a  moment  with  his  voice, 
and  then  all  again  was  silence. 

He  now  hurried  forth  and  hastened  to  his  old 
resort,  the  village  inn — but  it  too  was  gone.  A 
large  rickety  wooden  building  stood  in  its  place, 
with  great  gaping  windows,  some  of  them  broken, 
and  mended  with  old  hats  and  petticoats,  and  over 
the  door  was  painted,  **  The  Union  Hotel,  ^y  Jona- 
than Doolittle."  Instead  of  the  great  tree  that 
used  to  shelter  the  quiet  little  Dutch  inn  of  yore, 
there  now  was  reared  a  tall  naked  pole,  with  some- 
thing on  die  top  that  looked  like  a  red  night-cap, 
and  from  it  was  fluttering  a  flag,  on  which  was  a 
singular  assemblage  of  stars  and  stripes — all  this 
was  strange  and  incomprehensible.  He  recog- 
nised on  the  sign,  however,  the  ruby  face  of  King 
George,  under  which  he  had  smoked  so  many  a 
peaceful  pipe,  but  even  .this  was  singularly  meta- 
morphosed. The  red  coat  was  changed  for  one 
of  blue  and  bufi^  a  sword  wa^eld  in  the  hand 
instead  of  a  sceptre,  the  head  was  decorated  with 
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a  cocked  hat,  and  luidemeath  was  pointed,  in  large 
characten,  GsifSRAL  Washisstoic. 

There  was,  as  usual,  a  crowd  of  folk  about  the 
door,  but  none  that  Rip  recollected.  The  very  cha- 
racter of  the  people  seemed  changed.  There  was 
a  busy^  bustUng,  disputatious  tone  about  it,  instead 
of  the  accustomed  phlegm  and  drowsy  tranquillity. 
He  looked  in  vain  for  the  sage  Nicholas  Yedder, 
with  his  broad  face,  double  chin,  and  fair  long 
pipe,  uttering  clouds  of  tobacco  smoke,  instead  of 
idle  speeches,  or  Van  Bummel,  the  schoolmaster, 
doling  forth  the  contents  of  an  ancient  newspaper. 
In  place  of  these,  a  lean  bilious-looking  fellow, 
with  his  pockete  fiill  of  handbills,  was  haranguing 
veheniently  about  righte  of  citizens— election — 
members  of  Congress — liberty — Bunker^s  hill — 
heroes  of  seventy-six — and  other  words  that  were 
a  perfect  Baby|pnish  jargon  to  the  bewildered  Van 
Winkle. 

The  appearance  of  Rip,  with  his  long  grizzled 
beard,  his  rusty  fowling-piece,  his  uncouth  dress, 
and  the  army  of  women  and  children  that  had  ga- 
thered at  his  heels,  soon  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  tevem  politicians.  They  crowded  round  him, 
eyeing  him  from  head  to  foot,  with  great  curiosity. 
The  orator  bustled  up  to  him,  and  drawing  him 
partly  aside,  inquired  "  on  which  side  he  voted  V* 
Rip  stared  in  vacant  stupidity.  Another  short  but 
busy  Uttle  fellow  pulled  him  by  the  arm,  and  ris- 
ing on  tiptoe,  inquired  in  his  ear  "  whether  he  was 
Federal  or  Democrat"  Rip  was  equally  at  a  loss 
to  comprehend  the  question;  when  a  knowing, 
self-important  old  gentleman  in  a  sharp  cocked-hat 
made  his  way  through  the  crowd,  putting  them  to 
the  right  and  left  with  his  cUiows  as  he  passed, 
and  planting,  himself  before  Van  Winkle,  with 
one  arm  a4LimDo,  the  other  resting  on  his  cane, 
his  keen  eyes  and  sharp  hat  penetrating  as  it  were 
into  his  very  soul,  demanded  in  an  austere  tone, 
**  what  brought  him  to  the  election  with  a  gun  on 
his  shoulder,  and  a  mob  at  his  heels,  and  whether 
he  meant  to  breed  a  riot  in  the  village  \" 

**  Alas !  gentlemen,"  cried  Rip,  somewhat  dismay- 
ed, *<  I  am  a  poor  quiet  man,  a  native  of  the  place, 
and  a  loyal  subject  of  the  King,  God  bless  him !" 

Here  a  general  shout  burst  from  the  bystanders 
— <<  a  tory  !  a  tory  !  a  spy !  a  refugee !  hustle  him ! 
away  with  him!"  It  was  with  great  diiTiculty 
that  the  self-important  man  in  the  cocked-hat  re- 
stored order ;  and  having  assumed  a  tenfold  auste- 
rity of  brow,  demanded  again  of  the  unknown 
culprit,  ^hat  he  came  there  for,  and  whom  he  was 
seeking^  The  poor  man  humbly  assured  him  that 
he  meant  no  harm,  but  merely  came  there  in  search 
of  some  of  his  neighbours  who  used  to  keep  about 
the  tevem. 

"  Well — ^who  are  they  1 — name  them." 

Rip  bethought  himself  a  moment  and  inquired, 
«  Where's  Nicholas  Vedder !" 

There  was  a  silence  for  a  little  while,  when  an 
old  man  replied  in  a  thin  piping  voice,  ^  Nicholas 
Vedder  1  why  he  is  dead  and  gone  these  eighteen 
years!  There  was  a  wooden  toml>stone  in  the 
church-yard  that  ysed  to  tell  all  about  him,  but 


"  Where's  Brom  Duteher?" 

**  Oh,  he  went  ofif  to  the  anny  in  the  beginning 
of  the  war ;  some  say  he  was  killed  at  the  storm-  • 
iRg  of  Stony-Point — others  say  he  was  drowned 
in  the  squall  at  the  foot  of  Antony's  Nose.     I 
don't  know — he  never  came  back  again." 

"  Where's  Van  Bummel,  the  schoolmaster  1" 

**  He  went  off  to  the  wars  too,  was  a  great  mili- 
tia-general, and  is  now  in  Congress." 

Rip's  heart  died  away  at  hearing  of  these  sad 
changes  in  his  home  and  friends,  and  finding  him- 
self thus  alone  in  the  world.  Every  answer  puz- 
zled him,  too,  by  treating  of  such  enormous  lapses 
of  time,  and  of  matters  which  be  could  not  under- 
stand :  war — Congress — Stony-Point ! — he  had  no 
courage  to  ask  after  any  more  friend^  but  cried 
out  in  de^[>air,  **  Does  nobody  here  know  Rip  Van 
Winkle!" 

«0h.  Rip  Van  Winkla!"   exclaimed  two  or 
three,  *<  Oh,  to  be  sure !  that's  iiip  Van  Winkle   , 
yonder,  leaning  against  the  tree." 

Rip  looked  and  beheld  a  precise  counterpart  of 
himself  as  he  went  up  to  the  mountein;  appa- 
rently as  lazy,  and  certeinly  as  ragged.  The  poor 
fellow  was  now  completely  confounded.  He 
doubted  his  own  identity,  and  whether  he  was 
himself  or  another  man.  In  the  midst  of  his  be- 
wilderment, the  man  in  the  cocked-hat  demanded 
who  he  was,  and  what  was  his  name  1 

**  God  knows,"  exclaimed  he  at  his  wit's  end ; 
"  I'm  not  myself — I'm  somebody  else — that's  me 
yonder — no — that's  somebody  else,  got  into  my 
shoes — I  was  myself  last  night,  but  I  fell  asleep 
on  the  mountain,  and  they've  changed  my  gun, 
and  every  thing's  changed,  and  I'm  changed,  and 
I  can't  tell  w^t's  my  name,  or  h  ho  I  am  !" 

The  bystendcrs  began  now  to  look  at  each  other, 
nod,  wink  significantly,  and  Up  their  fingers  against 
their  foreheads.  There  was  a  whisper,  also,  about 
securing  the  gun,  and  keeping  the  old  fellow  from 
doing  mischief;  at  the  very  suggestion  of  which, 
the  self-importent  man  with  the  cocked-hat  retired 
with  some  precipitetion.  At  this  critical  moment 
a  fresh  comely  woman  passed  through  the  throng 
to  get  a  peep  at  the  gray-bearded  man.  She  bad 
a  chubby  child  in  her  arms,  which,  frightened  at 
his  looks,  began  to  cry.  *<  Hush,  Rip,"  cried  ^he, 
M  hu^>h,  you  Uttle  fool,  the  old  man  won*t  hurt 
you."  The  name  of  the  child,  the  air  of  the  mo- 
ther, the  tone  of  her  voice,  all  awakened  a  train  of 
recollections  in  his  mind.  **  What  is  your  name, 
my  good  woman  1"  asked  he. 

<«  Judith  Gardenier." 

"  And  your  father's  name  !" 

"  Ah,  poor  man,  his  name  was  Rip  Van  Win- 
kle ;  it's  twenty  years .  since  he  went  away  from 
home  with  his  gun,  and  never  has  been  heard  of 
since — hb  dog  came  home  without  4iim;  but  whe- 
ther he  shot  himself,  or  was  carried  away  by  die 
Indians,  nobody  can  tell.  I  was  then  but  a  little 
girl." 

Rip  had  but  one  question  more  to  ask ;  but  he 
put  it  with  a  faltering  voice : 
«  Where's  your  mother  1 
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th»  broke  a  blood-veaiel  in  a  fit  of  panion  at  a 
New  England  pedlar." 

There  was  a  drop  of  comfort,  at  least,  in  this 
intelligence.  The  honest  man  could  contain  him- 
self no  longer.  He  caught  his  daughter  and  her 
child  in  his  arms.  <*  I  am  your  father !"  cried  he 
— "  Young  Rip  Van  Winkle  once — old  Rip  Van 
Winkle  now ! — Does  nobody  know  poor  Rip  Van 
WinUe?" 

All  stood  amazed,  until  an  old  woman,  tottering 
•nt  from  among  the  crowd,  put  her  hand  to  her 
brow,  and  peering  under  it  in  his  face  for  a  mo- 
ment, exclaimed,  <*  Sure  enough!  it  b  Rip  Van 
Winkle — it  is  hiinwlf.  Welcome  home  again, 
old  neighbour — Why,  where  have  you  been  these 
twenty  long  years  ]«* 

Rip*s  story  was  soon  told,  f<Mr  the  whole  twenty 
years  had  been  to  him  but  as  one  night  The 
neighbours  stared  wh^  they  heard  it ;  some  were 
seen  to  wink  at  each  other,  and  put  their  tongues 
in  their  cheeks ;  and  Uie  self-important  man  in  the 
cocked  hat,  who,  when  the  alarm  was  over,  had 
returned  to  the  field,  screwed  down  the  corners  of 
his  mouth,  and  shook  his  head — upon  which  there 
was  a  general  shaking  of  the  head  throughout  the 
assemblage. 

It  want  determined,  however,  to  take  the  opinion 
of  old  Peter  Vanderdouk,  who  was  seen  slowly 
advancing  up  the  road.  He  was  a  descendant  of 
the  historian  of  that  name,  who  wrote  one  of  the 
earliest  accounts  of  the  province.  Peter  was  the 
most  ancient  inhabitant  of  the  village,  and  well 
versed  in  all  the  wonderful  events  and  traditions 
of  the  neighbourhood.  He  recollected  Rip  at  once, 
and  corroborated  his  story  in  the  most  satisfactory 
manner.  He  assured  the  company 4hat  it  was  a 
fact,  handed  down  from  his  ancestor  the  historian, 
that  the  Kaatskill  mountains  had  always  been 
haunted  by  strange  beings.  That  it  was  affirmed 
that  the  great  Hendrick  Hudson,  the  first  discoverer 
of  the  river  and  country,  kept  a  kind  of  vigil  there 
every  twenty  years,  with  his  crew  of  the  Half- 
moon,  bf'ing  permitted  in  this  way  to  revisit  the 
scenes  of  his  enterprise,  and  keep  a  guardian  eye 
upon  the  river  and  the  great  city  called  by  his 
name.  That  his  &thcr  had  once  seen  them  in 
their  old  Dutch  dresses  playing  at  nine-pins  in  a 
hallow  of  the  mountain ;  and  thai  he  himself  had 
heard,  one  summer  afternoon,  the  sound  of  their 
balls  like  distant  peals  of  thunder. 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  the  company  broke 
up  and  returned  to  the  more  important  concerns 
of  the  election.  Rip*s  daughter  took  him  home  to 
live  with  her;  she  had  a  snug,  well-furnished 
house,  and  a  stout  cheery  farmer  for  a  husband, 
whom  Rip  recollected  for  one  of  the  urchins  that 
used  to  climb  upon  his  back.  As  to  Rip's  son 
m\d  heir,  who  was  the  ditto  of  himself,  seen  lean- 
ing against  the  tree,  he  was  employed  to  work  on 
the  £inn ;  but  evinced  a  hereditary  disposition  to 
attend  to  any  thing  else  but  his  business. 

Rip  now  resumed  his  old  walks  and  habits ;  he 
soon  found  many  of  his  former  cronies,  though  all 
rather  the  worse  for  the  wear  and  tear  of  time ; 
and  preferred  making  friends  among  the  rising 


generation,  with  whom  he  soon  grew  into  great 
fiivour. 

Having  nothing  to  do  at  home,  and  being  arrived 
at  that  happy  age  when  ■  man  can  do  nothing 
with  impunity,  he  took  his  place  once  more  on  the 
bench  at  the  inn  door,  and  was  reverenced  as  one 
of  the  patriarchs  of  the  village,  and  a  chronicle  of 
the  old  times  "  before  the  war."  It  was  some  time 
before  he  could  get  into  the  regular  track  of  gossip, 
or  could  be  made  to  comprehend  the  strange  events 
that  had  taken  place  during  his  torpor.  How  that 
there  had  been  a  revolutionary  war — that  the 
country  had  thrown  off  the  yoke  of  old  England — 
and  that,  instead  of  being  a  subject  of  his  majesty,  ^ 
George  the  Third,  he  was  now  a  free  citizen  of 
the  United  States.  Rip  in  fact  was  no  politician ; 
the  changes  of  states  and  empires  made  but  tittle 
impression  on  him ;  but  there  was  one  species  of 
despotism  under  which  he  had  long  groaned,  and 
that  was — petticoat  government.  Happily,  that 
was  at  an  end ;  he  bad  got  his  neck  out  of  the 
yoke  of  matrimony,  and  could  go  in  and  ont  when- 
ever he  pleased  without  dreading  the  tyranny  of 
Dame  Van  Winkle.  Whenever  her  name  was 
mentioned,  however,  he  sbook  his  head,  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  and  cast  up  his  eyes :  which  might 
pass  either  for  an  expression  of  resignation  to  his 
fiite,  or  joy  at  his  deliverance. 

He  used  to  tell  his  story  to  every  stranger  that 
arrived  at  Mr.  Doolittle's  hotel.  He  was  observed 
at  first  to  vary  on  some  points  every  time  he  told 
it,  which  was  doubtless  owing  to  his  having  so  re- 
cently awaked.  It  at  last  settled  down  precisely 
to  the  tale  I  have  related,  and  not  a  man,  woman, 
or  child  in  the  neighbourhood  but  knew  it  by  heart. 
Some  alway»  pretended  to  doubt#he  reality  of  it, 
and  insisted  that  Rip  had  been  out  of  his  head, 
and  that  this  was  one  point  on  which  ho  always 
remained  flighty.  The  old  Dutch  inhabitants, 
however,  almost  universally  gave  it  full  credit. 
Even  to  this  day,  tliey  never  hear  a  thunder-storm 
of  a  summer  afternoon  about  the  Kaatskill,  but 
they  say  Hendrick  Hudson  and  his  crew  are  at 
their  game  of  nine-pins;  and  it  is  a  common  wish 
of  all  henpecked  husbands  in  the  neighbourhood, 
when  life  hangs  heavy  on  their  hands,  that  they 
might  have  a  quieting  draught  out  of  Rip  Van 
Winkle's  flagon. 


THE  WIFE. 

raOM    THE    SAMK. 


I  RATK  often  had  occasion  to  remark  the  forti- 
tude with  which  women  sustain  the  most  over- 
whelming reverses  of  fortune.  Those  disasters 
which  break  down  the  spirit  of  a  man  and  pros- 
trate him  in  the  dust,  seem  to  call  forth  all  the 
energies  of  the  softer  sex,  and  give  such  intrepidity 
and  elevation  to  their  character,  that  at  times  it 
approaches  to  sublimity.  Nothing  can  be  more 
touching  than  to  behold  a  soft  and  tender  female, 
who  had  been  all  weakness  and  dependence,  and 
alive  to  every  trivial  roughness  while  treading  the 
prosperous  paths  of  life,  suddenly  rising  in  meni 
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force  to  be  Um  comforter  and  snppoTter  of  her  hu»- 
'  ,band  under  misfortune,  and  abiding  with  unahrink- 
ing  firmness,  the  bitterest  blast  of  adversity. 

As  the  vine  which  has  long  twined  its  gracefiil 
foliage  about  the  oak,  and  been  lifted  by  it  in  sun- 
shine, will,  when  the  hardy  plant  is  riftod  by  the 
thunderbolt,  cling  round  it  with  its  caressing  ten- 
drils and  bind  up  its  shattered  boughs ;  so  is  it 
beautifully  ordered  by  Providence,  that  woman, 
who  is  the  mere  dependant  and  ornament  of  man 
in  his  happier  hours,  should  be  his  stay  and  solace 
when  smitten  with  sudden  calamity ;  winding  her- 
self into  the  rugged  recesses  of  his  nature,  tenderly 
supporting  the  drooping  head,  and  binding  up  the 
broken  heart 

I  was  once  congratulating  a  friend,  who  had 
around  him  a  blooming  family,  knit  together  in 
the  strongest  affection.  "  I  can  wish  you  no  bet- 
ter lot,*'  said  he,  with  enthusiasm,  *<  than  to  have 
a  wife  and  children. — If  you  are  prosperous,  there 
they  are  to  share  your  prosperity;  if  otherwise, 
there  they  are  to  comfort  you."  And,  indeed,  I 
have  observed  that  a  married  man  falling  into  mis- 
fortune is  more  apt  to  retrieve  his  situation  in  the 
world  thah  a  single  one;  partly  because  he  is 
more  stimulated  to  exertion  by  the  necessities  of 
the  helpless  and  beloved  beings  who  depend  upon 
him  for  subsistence ;  but  chiefly  because  his  spirits 
are  soothed  and  relieved  by  domestic  endearments, 
and  his  self-respect  kept  alive  by  finding  that, 
though  all  abroad  is  darkness  and  humiliation, 
yet  there  is  still  a  little  world  of  love  at  home,  of 
which  he  is  the  monarch.  Whereas  a  single  man 
is  apt  to  run  to  waste  and  solf-ncglect ;  to  fancy 
himself  lonely  and  abandoned,  and  his  heart  to  fall 
to  ruin  like  soiae  deserted  mansion  ffr  want  of  an 
inhabitant 

These  obaervaUons  call  to  mind  a  little  domestic 
story,  of  which  I  was  once  a  witness.  My  inti- 
mate friend,  Leslie,  had  married  a  beautiful  and 
accomplished  girl,  who  had  been  brought  up  in 
the  midst  of  fashionable  life.  8he  had,  it  is  true, 
no  fortune,  but  that  of  my  fnend  was  ample ;  and 
ho  delighted  in  the  janticipation  of  indulging  her 
in  every  elegant  pursuit,  and  administering  to  those 
delicate  tastes  and  fiincies  that  spread  a  kind  of 
witchery  about  the  sex. — *<Her  life,**  said  he, 
"  shall  be  like  a  fairy  tale." 

The  very  diflerence  in  their  characters  produced 
an  harmonious  combination :  he  was  of  a  romantic 
and  somewhat  serious  cast ;  she  was  all  life  and 
gladness.  I  have  often  noticed  the  mute  rapture 
with  which  he  would  gaze  upon  her  in  company, 
of  which  her  sprightly  powers  made  her  the  de- 
light ;  and  how,  in  the  midst  of  applause,  her  eye 
would  still  turn  to  him  as  if  there  alone  she  sought 
favour  and  acceptance.  When  leaning  on  his 
arm,  her  slender  form  contrasted  finely  with  his 
tall  manly  person.  The  fond  confiding  air  with 
which  she  looked  up  to  him  seemed  to  call  forth  a 
flush  of  triumphant  pride  and  cherishing  tender- 
ness, as  if  he  doted  on  his  lovely  burden  for  its 
very  helplessness.  Never  did  a  couple  set  forward 
on  the  flowery  path  of  early  and  well-suited  mar- 
riage with  a  fairer  prospect  of  felicity.  I 


It  was  the  misfortune  of  my  firiend,  however,  to 
have  embarked  his  property  in  large  speculations; 
and  he  had  not  been  married  many  months,  when, 
by  a  succession  of  sudden  disasters,  it  was  swept 
from  him,  and  he  found  himself  reduced  almost  to 
penury.  For  a  time  he  kept  his  situation  to  him- 
self, and  went  about  with  a  haggard  countenance 
and  a  breaking  heart  His  life  was  but  a  pro- 
tracted agony ;  and  what  rendered  it  more  insup- 
portable was  the  koepir^g  up  a  smile  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  wife ;  for  he  could  not  bring  himself 
to  overwhelm  her  with  the  news.  She  saw,  how- 
ever, with  the  quick  eyes  of  aflection,  that  all  was 
not  well  with  him.  She  marked  hia  altered  looks 
and  stifled  sighs,  and  iti^as  not  to  be  deceived  by 
his  sickly  and  vapid  attempts  at  cheerfulness.  She 
tasked  all  her  sprightly  powers  and  tender  blan- 
dishments to  win  him  bsick  to  happiness ;  but  she 
only  drove  the  arrow  deeper  into  his  soul.  The 
more  he  saw  cause  to  love  her,  the  more  torturing 
was  the  thought  that  he  was  soon  to  make  her 
wretched.  A  little  while,  thought  he,  and  the 
smile  will  vanish  from  the  check — tiie  song  will 
die  away  fr^m  those  lips — the  lustre  of  those  eyes 
will  be  quenched  with  sorrow;  and  the  happy 
heart  which  now  beats  lightly  in  that  bosom  will 
be  weighed  down  like  mine  by  the  cares  and  mise- 
ries of  the  worid. 

At  length  he  came  to  me  one  day  and  related 
his  whole  situation  in  a  tone  of  the  deepest  despair. 
When  I  heard  him  through  I  inquired,  "Does 
your  wife  know  all  thisi" — At  the  question  he 
burst  into  an  agony  of  tears.  **  Far  God's  sake !" 
cried  he,  **  if  you  have  any  pity  on  me,  don't  men- 
tion my  wife ;  it  is  the  thought  of  her  that  drives 
mo  almost  to  madness !" 

*<  And  why  not  V*  said  I.  **  She  must  know  it 
sooner  or  later :  you  caimot  keep  it  long  from  her, 
atid  the  intelligence  may  break  upon  her  in  a  more 
startling  manner  than  if  imparted  by  yourself;  for 
the  accents  of  those  we  love  soften  the  hardest 
tidings.  Besides,  you  are  depriving  yourself  of  the 
comforts  of  her  sympathy ;  and  not  merely  that, 
but  also  endangering  the  only  bond  that  can  keep 
hearts  together — an  unreserved  community  of 
thought  and  feeling.  She  will  soon  perceive  that 
something  is  secretly  preying  upon  your  mind; 
and  true  love  will  not  brook  reserve ;  it  feels  un- 
dervalued and  outraged,  when  even  the  sorrows 
of  those  it  loves  are  concealed  from  it" 

**  Oh,  but,  my  friend  f  to  think  what  a  blow  I 
am  to  give  to  all  her  future  prospects — how  I  am 
to  strike  her  very  soul  to  the  earth,  by  telling  her 
that  her  husband  is  a  beggar !  that  she  is  to  forego 
all  the  elegancies  .of  life — all  the  pleasures  of  so- 
ciety— to  shrink  with  me  into  indigence  and  ob- 
scurity !  To  tell  her  that  I  have  dragged  her 
down  from  the  sphere  in  which  she  might  have 
continued  to  move  in  constant  brightness — the 
light  of  every  eye — the  admiration  of  every  heart ! 
— how  can  ^  bear  poverty  1  she  has  been  brought 
up  in  all  the  refinement  of  opulence.  How  can 
she  bear  neglect  ?  she  has  been  the  idol  of  society. 
Oh,  it  will  break  her  heart— it  will  break  her 
heart!—" 
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I  saw  his  grief  was  eloquent,  and  I  let  it  have 
its  flow;  for  sorrow  relieves  itself  by  words. 
When  his  paroxysm  had  subsided,  and  he  had 
relapsed  into  moody  silence,  I  resumed  the  subject 
gently,  and  urged  him  to  break  his  situation  at 
once  to  his  wife.  Ho  shook  his  head  mournfully, 
but  positively. 

**  But  how  are  yon  to  keep  it  from  her  1  It  is 
necessaiy  she  should  know  it,  that  you  may  take 
the  steps  proper  to  the  alteration  of  your  circum- 
stances.    You  must  change  your  style  of  living 

^nay,"  observit^g  a  pang  to  pass  across  his 

countenance,  "don*t  let  that  afflict  you.  I  am 
sure  you  have  never  placed  your  happiness  in  out- 
ward show — ^you  have  yet  friends,  warm  friends, 
who  will  not  think  the  worse  of  you  for  being  less 
splendidly  lodged ;  and  surely  it  does  not  require 
a  palace  to  be  happy  with  Mary — " 

**  I  could  be  happy  with  her,"  cried  he,  convul- 
sively,  «  in  a  hovel ! — ^I  could  go  down  with  her 

into  poverty  and  the  dust ! — I  could — I  could 

God  bless  her ! — God  bless  her !"  cried  he,  burst- 
ing into  a  transport  of  g^ief  and  tenderness. 

**  And  believe  me,  my  friend,"  said  I,  stepping 
op  and  grasping  him  warmly  by  the  hand,  **  be- 
lieve me  she  can  be  the  same  with  you.  Ay, 
more :  it  wiH  be  a  source  of  pride  and  triumph 
to  her — it  will  call  forth  all  the  latent  energies 
and  fervent  sympathies  of  her  nature ;  for  she  will 
rejoice  to  prove  that  she  loves  you  for  yoursclfl 
There  is  in  every  true  woman's  heart  a  spark  of 
heavenly  fire  which  ties  dormant  in  the  broad  day- 
light of  prosperity;  but  which  kindles  up  and 
beams  and  blazes  in  the  dark  hour  of  adversity. 
No  man  knows  what  the  wife  of  his  bosom  is — no 
man  knows  what  a  ministering  angel  she  is — until 
he  has  gone  with  her  through  the  fiery  trials  of 
this  world." 

There  was  something  in  the  earnestness  of  my 
manner  and  the  figurative  style  of  my  language 
that  caught  the  excited  imagination  of  Leslie.  I 
knew  the  auditor  I  had  to  deal  with ;  and  follow- 
ing up  the  impression  I  had  made,  I  finishe<l  by 
persuading  him  to  go  home  and  unburden  his  sad 
*  heart  to  his  wife. 

I  must  confbss,  notwithstanding  all  I  had  said, 
I  felt  some  little  solicitude  for  the  result.  Who 
can  calculate  on  the  fortitude  of  one  whose  whole 
life  has  been  a  round  of  pleasures  1  Her  gay  spi- 
rits might  revolt  at  the  dark  downward  path  of 
low  humility  suddenly  pointed  out  before  her,  and 
might  cling  to  the  sunny  regions  in  which  they 
had  hitherto  revelled.  Besides,  ruin  in  fashionable 
life  is  accompanied  by  so  many  galling  mortifica- 
tions, to  which  in  other  ranks  it  is  a  stranger. — In 
short,  I  could  not  meet  Leslie  the  next  morning 
without  trepidation.     He  had  made  the  disclosure. 

"  And  how  did  she  bear  it  ?" 

"  Like  an  angel !  It  seemed  rather  to  be  a  re- 
lief to  her  mind,  for  she  threw  her  arms  round  my 
neck  and  asked  if  this  was  all  that  had  lately  made 
me  unhappy. — But,  poor  girl,"  added  he,  «she 
cannot  realize  the  change  we  must  undergo.  She 
has  no  idea  of  poverty  but  in  the  abstract;  she 
has  only  lead  of  it  in  poetry,  where  it  is  allied  to 
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love.  She  feels  as  yet  no  privation ;  she  suffers 
no  loss  of  accustomed  conveniences  nor  elegancies. 
When  we  come  practically  to  experience  its  sordid 
cares,  its  paltry  wants,  its  pet^  humiliations — then 
will  be  the  real  trial." 

«  But,"  said  I,  <*  now  that  you  have  got  over  the 
severest  task,  that  of  breaking  it  to  her,  the  sooner 
you  let  the  world  into  the  secret  the  better.  The 
disclosure  may  be  mortifying ;  but  then  it  is  a  sin- 
gle misery,  and  soon  over :  whereas  you  otherwise 
suffer  it,  in  anticipation,  every  hour  in  the  day. 
It  is  not  poverty  so  much  as  pretence  that  harasses 
a  ruined  man — the  struggle  between  a  proud  miud 
and  an  empty  purse — the  keeping  up  a  hollow  show 
that  must  soon  come  to  an  end.  Have  the  cou- 
rage to  appear  poor,  and  you  disarm  poverty  of  its 
sharpest  sting."  On  this  point  I  found  Leslie 
perfectly  prepared.  He  had  no  false  pride  him- 
self, and  as  to  his  wife,  she  was  only  anxious  to 
conform  to  their  altered  fortunes. 

Some  days  afterward  he  called  upon  me  in  the 
evening.  He  had  dispoaod  of  his  dwelling-house, 
and  taken  a  small  cottage  in  the  country,  a  few 
miles  from  town.  He  had  been  busied  all  day  in 
sending  out  furniture.  The  new  establishment 
required  few  articles,  and  those  of  the  simplest 
kind.  All  the  splendid  furniture  of  his  late  resi- 
dence had  been  sold,  excepting  his  wife's  harp. 
That,  he  said,  was  too  closely  associated  with  the 
idea  of  herself;  it  belonged  to  the  little  story  of 
their  loves :  for  some  of  the  sweetest  moments  of 
their  courtship  were  those  when  he  had  leaned 
over  that  instrument,  and  listened  to  the  melting 
tones  of  her  voice.  I  could  not  but  smile  at  this 
instance  of  romantic  gallantry  in  a  doting  husband. 

He  was  now  going  out  to  the  cottage  where  his 
wife  had  been  all  day  superintending  its  arrange- 
ment. My  fieelings  had  bc<x>me  strongly  interested 
in  the  progress  of  this  &mily  story,  and,  as  it  was 
a  fine  evening,  I  offered  to  accompany  him. 

He  was  wearied  with  the  fatigues  of  the  day, 
and,  as  we  walked  out,  fell  into  a  fit  of  gloomy 
musing. 

**  Poor  Mary !"  at  length  broke  with  a  heavy 
sigh  firom  his  lips. 

**  And  what  of  her  1"  asked  I :  "  has  any  thing 
happened  to  herl" 

**  What,"  said  he,  darting  an  impatient  glance, 
"  is  it  nothing  to  be  reduced  to  this  paltry  situa- 
tion— to  be  caged  in  a  miserable  cottage — to  be 
obliged  to  toil  almost  in  the  menial  concerns  of 
her  wretched  habitation  ?" 

«  Has  she  then  repined  at  the  change  ?" 

**  Repined !  she  has  been  nothing  but  sweetness 
and  good  humour.  Indeed,  she  seems  in  better 
spirits  than  I  have  ever  known  her ;  she  has  been 
to  me  all  love,  and  tenderness,  and  comfort !" 

« Admirable  girl!"  exclaimed  I.  "You  call 
yourself  poor,  my  friend ;  you  never  were  so  rich 
— you  never  knew  the  boundless  treasure  of  ex- 
cellence you  possessed  in  that  woman." 

"  Oh !  but,  my  friend,  if  this  first  meeting  at  the 
cottage  were  over,  I  think  I  could  then  be  com- 
fortable. But  this  is  her  first  day  of  real  expe- 
rience ;  she  has  been  introduced  into  an  humble 
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dwelling — she  has  been  employed  all  day  in  arrang- 
ing it8  miserable  equipments — she  has,  for  the  first 
time,  known  the  fatigues  of  domestic  employment 
— she  has,  for  the  first  time,  looked  round  her  on 
a  home  destitute  of  every  thing  elegant, — almost 
of  every  thing  convenient ;  and  may  now  be  sit- 
ting down,  exhausted  and  spiritless,  brooding  over 
a  prospect  of  future  poverty." 

I'hcre  was  a  degree  of  probability  in  this  picture 
that  I  could  not  gainsay,  so  we  walked  on  in 
silence. 

After  turning  from  the  main  road  up  a  narrow 
lane,  so  thickly  shaded  with  forest  trees  as  to  give 
it  a  complete  air  of  seclusion,  we  came  in  sight  of 
the  cottage.  It  was  humble  enough  in  its  appear- 
ance for  the  most  pastoral  poet ;  and  yet  it  had  a 
pleasing  rural  look.  A  wild  vine  had  overrun  one 
end  with  a  profusion  of  foliage ;  a  few  trees  threw 
their  branches  gracefully  over  it;  and  I  observed 
several  pots  of  flowers  tastefully  disposed  about 
the  door  and  on  the  gras»-plat  in  front.  A  small 
wicket  gate  opened  upon  a  foot})ath  that  wound 
through  some  shrubbery  at  the  door.  Just  as  we 
approached,  we  heard  the  sound  of  music — Leslie 
grasped  my  arm ;  we  paused  and  listened.  It  was 
Mary's  voice,  singing,  in  a  style  of  the  most  touch- 
ing simplicity,  a  little  air  of  which  her  husband 
was  peculiarly  fond. 

I  felt  Leslie's  hand  tremble  on  my  arm.  He 
stepped  forward  to  hear  more  distinctly.  His  step 
made  a  noise  on  the  gravel  walk.  A  bright,  beau- 
tiful face  glanced  out  at  the  window  and  vanished 
— a  light  footstep  was  heard — and  Mary  came  trip- 
ping forth  to  meet  us ;  she  was  in  a  pretty  rural 
dre^s  of  white ;  a  few  wild  flowers  were  twisted  in 
her  fine  hair ;  a  fresh  bloom  was  on  her  cheek ; 
her  whole  countenance  beamed  with  smiles — I 
had  never  seen  her  look  so  lovely. 

**  My  dear  (icorge,"  cried  she,  *'  I  am  so  glad 
you  are  conic !  I  have  Been  watching  and  watch- 
ing for  you ;  and  running  down  the  lane  and  look- 
ing out  for  you.  Tve  set  out  a  table  under  a 
beautiful  tree  behind  the  cottage ;  and  Tve  been 
gathering  some  of  the  most  delicious  strawberries, 
for  I  know  you  are  fond  of  them — and  we  have 
such  excellent  cream — and  we  have  every  thing 
•o  sweet  and  still  here — Oh !"  said  she,  putting 
her  arm  within  his  and  looking  up  brightly  in  his 
face,  **  Oh,  we  shall  be  so  happy  I" 

Poor  Leslie  was  overcome. — He  caught  her  to 
his  bosom — he  folded  hb  arms  round  her — ho 
kissed  her  again  and  again — he  could  not  speak, 
but  the  tears  gushed  into  his  eyes ;  and  he  has 
often  assured  me  that  though  the  world  has  since 
gone  prosperously  with  him,  and  his  Ufe  has  in- 
deed been  a  happy  one,  yet  never  has  ho  expe- 
rienced a  moment  of  more  exquisite  felicity. 


THE  LOVE  OF  A  MOTHER. 


foreign  land ;  but  has  thought  on  the  mother  « that 
looked  on  his  childhood,*'  that  smoothed  his  pillow 
and  administered  to  his  helplessness  1  Oh !  there 
is  an  enduring  tenderness  in  the  love  of  a  mother 
to  a  son  that  transcends  all  other  aHections  of  the 
heart  It  is  neither  to  be  chilled  by  selfishness, 
nor  daunted  by  danger,  nor  weakened  by  worth- 
lessness,  nor  stifled  by  ingratitude.  She  will  sacri- 
fice every  comfort  to  his  convenience;  she  will 
surrender  every  pleasure  to  his  enjoyment;  she 
will  glory  in  his  fiune,  and  exult  in  bis  prosperity : 
— and,  if  misfortune  overtake  him,  he  will  be  the 
dearer  to  her  from  his  misfortunes ;  and  if  disgrace 
settle  upon  his  name,  she  will  still  love  and  cfaeri^ 
him  in  spite  of  hb  disgrace ;  and  if  all  the  worid  be- 
side cast  him  oft,  she  will  be  all  the  world  to  him. 


BROKEN  HEARTS. 

nOM  Tm  SAKK. 


FROM  THK  8ABfI& 


Who  that  has  languished,  even  in  advanced  life, 
in  sickness  and  despondency ;  who  that  has  pined 
on  a  weary  bed  in  the  neglect  and  loneliness  of  a 


It  is  a  common  practice  with  those  who  have 
outlived  the  susceptibiUty  of  early  feeling,  or  have 
been  brought  up  in  the  gay  heartlessness  of  dissi- 
pated life,  to  laugh  at  all  love  stories,  and  to  treat 
the  tales  of  romantic  passion  as  mere  fictions  of 
novelists  and  poeta.  My  observations  ^n  human 
nature  have  induced  me  to  think  otherwise.  They 
have  convinced  me  that  however  the  surface  of 
the  character  may  be  chilled  and  frozen  by  the 
cares  of  the  world,  or  cultivated  into  mere  smiles 
by  the  arts  of  society,  still  there  are  dormant  fires 
lurking  in  the  depths  of  the  coldest  bosom,  which, 
when  once  enkindled,  become  impetuous,  and  are 
sometimes  desolating  in  their  effects.  Indeed,  I 
am  a  true  believer  in  the  blind  deity,  and  go  to 
the  full  extent  of  his  doctrines.  Shall  I  confess 
it  1 — I  believe  in  broken  hearts,  and  the  possibiUty 
of  dying  of  disappointed  love.  I  do  not,  however, 
consider  it  a  malady  often  fatal  to  my  own  sex ; 
but  I  firmly  believe  that  it  withers  down  many  a 
lovely  woman  into  an  early  grave. 

Man  is  the  creature  of  interest  and  ambition. 
His  nature  leads  him  forth  into  Uie  struggle  and 
bustle  of  the  world.  Love  is  but  the  embellish- 
ment of  his  early  life,  or  a  song  piped  in  the  inter- 
vals of  the  acts.  He  seeks  for  fame,  for  fortune, 
for  space  in  the  world's  thought,  and  dominion 
over  his  fellow-men.  But  a  woman's  whole  life 
is  a  history  of  the  affections.  The  heart  is  her 
world :  it  is  there  her  ambition  strives  for  empire; 
it  is  there  her  avarice  seeks  for  hidden  treasures. 
She  sends  forth  her  sympathies  on  adventure ;  she 
embarks  her  whole  soul  in  the  traffic  of  afl^tion ; 
and  if  shipwrecked,  her  case  is  hopeless — for  it  is 
a  bankruptcy  of  the  heart. 

To  a  man  the  disappointment  of  lore  may  oQea- 
sion  some  bitter  pangs :  it  wounds  some  feelings 
of  tcndemcs»^it  blasts  some  prospects  of  fcUcity ; 
but  he  is  an  active  being — he  may  dissipate  his 
thoughts  in  the  whirl  of  varied  occupation,  or 
may  plunge  into  the  tide  of  pleasure ;  or,  if  the 
scene  of  disappointment  be  too  full  of  painful 
associations,  he  can  shift  his  abode  at  will,  and 
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tmklng  MS  it  were  the  wings  of  the  morning,  can 
«  fly  to  the  Qttermost  parts  of  the  earth,  and  be  at 
rest." 

But  woman's  is  comparatively  a  fixed,  a  secluded, 
and  a  meditative  life.  She  is  more  the  companion 
of  her  own  thoughts  and  feelings ;  and  if  they  are 
turned  to  ministers  of  sorrow,  where  shall  she  look 
for  consolation!  Her  lot  is  to  be  wooed  and 
won ;  and  if  unhappy  in  her  love,  her  heart  is  like 
some  fortress  that  has  been  captured,  and  sacked, 
and  abandoned,  and  left  desolate. 

How  many  bright  eyes  grow  dim — ^how  many 
•oft  cheeks  grow  pale^how  many  lovely  forms 
&de  away  into  the  tomb,  and  none  can  tell  the 
cause  that  blighted  their  loveliness !     As  the  dove 
will  clasp  its  wings  to  its  side,  and  cover  and  con- 
ceal the  arrow  that  is  preying  on  its  vitals,  so  it  is 
the  nature  of  woman  to  hide  from  the  world  the 
pangs  of  wounded  affection.     The  love  of  a  deli- 
cate female  is  always  shy  and  silent     Even  when 
fortunate,  ahe  scarcely  breathes  it  to  herself;  but 
when  otherwise,  she  buries  it  in  the  recesses  of 
her  bosom,  and  there  lets  it  cower  and  brood 
among  the  ruins  of  her  peace.     With  her  the  de- 
rire  of  the  heart  has  failed.     The  great  charm  of 
existence  is  at  an  end.     She  neglects  all  the  cheer- 
ful exercises  which  gladden  the  spirits,  quicken 
the  pubes,  and  send  the  tide  of  life  in  bealthfiil 
currents  through  the  veins.    Her  rest  is  broken— 
the  sweet  refreshment  of  sleep  is  poisoned  by  me- 
lancholy dream*—**  dry  sorrow  drinks  her  blood," 
until  her  enfeebled  frame  sinks  under  the  slightest 
external  injury.     Look  for  her,  after  a  little  while, 
and  you  will  find  friendship  weeping  over  her  un- 
timely  grave,  and  wondering  that  one  who  but 
lately  glowed  with  all  the  radiance  of  health  and 
beauty,  should  so  speedily  be  brought  down  to 
**  darkness  and  the  worm."     You  will  be  told  of 
some  wintry  chill,  some  casual  indisposition  that 
laid  her  low ; — but  no  one  kuoWs  of  the  mental 
malady  that  previously  sapped  her  strength,  and 
made  her  so  easy  a  prey  to  the  spoiler. 

She  is  like  some  tender  tree,  the  pride  and  beauty 
of  the  grove ;  graceful  in  its  form,  bright  in  its 
foliage,  but  with  the  worm  pre3nng  at  its  heart 
We  find  it  suddenly  withering  when  it  should  be 
most  tntah  and  luxuriant  W^  see  it  drooping  its 
branches  to  the  earth  and  shedding  leaf  by  leaf; 
until,  wasted  and  perished  away,  it  falls  even  in 
the  stillness  of  the  forest ;  and  as  we  muse  over 
the  beautiful  ruin,  we  strive  in  vain  to  recollect 
the  blast  or  thunderbolt  that  could  have  smitten  it 
with  decay. 


HISTORICAL  CRITICISM. 

flOK  THB  tJOTM  AKD  VOTAOBS  OV  CUJtlBTOPHXa  COLUMBUS. 


Thebv  is  a  certain  meddlesonoe  spirit,  which, 
in  the  garb  of  learned  research,  goes  prying  about 
the  traces  of  history,  casting  down  its  monuments, 
and  marring  and  mutilating  its  fairest  trophies. 
Care  .should  be  taken  to  vindicate  great  names 
from  such  pernicious  erudition. 


COLUMBUS  AT  BARCELONA. 


FBOH  THS  8AMZ. 


The  letter  of  Columbus  to  the  Spanish  ino- 
narchs,  announcing  his  discovery,  had  produced 
the  greatest  sensation  at  court    The  event  it  com- 
municated was  considered  the  most  extraordinary 
of  their  prosperous  reign ;  and  following  so  close 
upon  the  conquest  of  Granada,  was  pronounced  a 
signal   mark   of  divine  fiivour  for  that  triumph 
achieved  in  the  cause  of  the  true  faith.    The  sove- 
reigns themselves  were  for  a'time  dazzled  and  be- 
wildered by  this  sudden  and  easy  acquisition  of  a 
new  empire,  of  indefinite  extent,  and  apparently 
boundless  wealth ;  and  their  first  idea  was  to  se- 
cure it  l)eyond  the  reach  of  question  or  competition. 
Shortly  after  his  arrival  in  Seville,  Columbus  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  them,  expressing  their  great 
delight,  and  requesting  him  to  repair  immediately 
to  court,  to  concert  plans  for  a  second  and  more 
extensive  expedition.     As  the  summer  was  al- 
ready advancing,  the  time  favourable  for  a  voyage, 
they  desired  him  to  make  any  arrangements  at 
Seville,  or  elsewhere,  that  might  hasten  the  expe- 
dition, and  to  inform  them  by  the  return  of  the 
courier  what  was  necessary  to  be  done  on  their 
part     This  letter  was  addressed  to  him  by  the 
title  of  **  Don  Christopher  Columbus,  our  admiral 
of  the  Ocean  sea,  and  viceroy  and  governor  of  the 
islands  discovered  in  the  Indias ;"  at  the  same  time 
he  was  promised  still  furthi^r  rewards.     Columbui 
lost  no  time  in  complying  with  the  commands  of 
the  sovereigns.     He  sent  a  memorandum  of  the 
ships,  men,  and  munitions  that  would  be  requinte ; 
and  having  made  such  dispositions  at  Seville  as 
circumstances  permitted,  set  out  on  his  journey  for 
Barcelona,  taking  with  him  the  six  Indians,  and 
the  various  curiosities  and  productions  which  he 
had  brought  from  the  New  World. 

The  fame  of  hisdiMsovery  had  resounded  through- 
out the  nation,  and  as  his  route  lay  through  seve- 
ral of  the  finest  and  most  populous  provinces  of 
Spain,  his  journey  appeared  like  the  progress  of  a 
sovereign.  Wherever  he  passed  the  surrounding 
country  poured  forth  its  inhabitants,  who  lined  the 
road  and  thronged  the  villages.  In  the  large 
towns,  the  streets,  windows,  and  balconies  were 
filled  with  eager  spectators,  who  rent  the  air  with 
acclamations.  His  journey  was  continually  im- 
peded by  the  multitude  pressing  to  gain  a  sight  of 
him,  and  of  the  Indians,  who  were  regarded  with 
as  much  admiration  as  if  they  had  been  natives  of 
another  planet  It  was  impossible  to  satisfy  the 
craving  curiosity  which  assailed  himself  and  his 
attendants,  at  every  stage,  with  innumerable  ques- 
tions ;  popular  rumour  as  usual  had  exaggerated 
the  truth,  and  had  filled  the  newly-found  country 
with  all  kinds  of  wondera. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  April  that  Columbus 
arrived  at  Barcelona,  where  every  preparation  had 
been  made  to  give  him  a  solemn  and  magnificent 
reception.  The  beauty  and  serenity  of  the  wea- 
ther in  that  genial  season  and  favoured  climate, 
contributed  to  give  splendour  to  this  memorable 
ceremony.    As  he  drew  near  the  place,  many  of 
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he  more  yoathful  courtien  and  hidalgoi  of  gallant 
tearing,  together  with  a  vast  concoarse  of  the  po- 
pulace, came  forth  to  meet  and  welcome  him.  His 
intranoe  into  this  noble  city  has  been  compared  to 
>oe  of  those  triumphs  which  the  Romans  were 
locustomed  to  decree  to  conquerors.  First  were 
ttraded  the  Indians,  painted  according  to  their 
avage  fiuihion,  and  decorated  with  tropical  fea- 
hers,  and  with  their  national  ornaments  of  gold; 
ifter  these  were  borne  various  kinds  of  live  parrots, 
ogether  with  stuffed  birds  and  animals  of  unknown 
pecies,  and  rare  plants  supposed  to  be  of  precious 
[ualitics :  whilb  great  care  was  taken  to  maktf  a 
ionspicuous  display  of  Indian  coronets,  bracelets, 
ind  other  decorations  of  gold,  which  might  give 
in  idea  of  the  wealth  of  the  newly  discovered  re- 
^ons.  After  these  followed  Columbus,  on  horse- 
lack,  surrounded  by  a  brilliant  cavalcade  of  Spanish 
hivalry.  The  streets  were  almost  impassable 
rom  the  countless  multitude ;  the  windows  and 
alconies  were  crowded  with  the  fair;  the  very 
oofs  were  covered  with  spectators.  It  seemed  as 
r  the  public  eye  could  not  be  sated  with  gazing 
n  these  trophies  of  an  unknown  world ;  or  on  the 
emarkable  man  by  whom  it  had  been  discovered, 
rhere  was  a  sublimity  in  this  event  that  mingled 
i  solemn  feeling  with  the  public  joy.  It  was 
ooked  upon  as  a  vast  and  signal  dispensfition  of 
providence  in  reward  for  the  piety  of  the  monarchs ; 
ind  the  majestic  and  venerable  appearance  of  the 
liscoverer,  so  difleient  f|om  the  youth  and  buoy- 
incy  that  are  generally  expected  from  roving  en- 
erprise,  seemed  in  harmony  with  the  grandeur 
ind  dignity  of  his  achievement 

To  receive  him  with  suitable  pomp  and  distinc- 
ion,  the  sovereigns  had  ordered  their  throne  to  be 
)laced  in  public,  under  a  rich  canopy  of  brocade 
>f  gold,  in  a  vast  and  splendid  saloon.  Here  the 
Ling  and  queen  awaited  his  arrival,  seated  in  state, 
pvith  the  prince  Juan  beside  them ;  and  attended 
}y  the  dignitaries  of  their  court,  and  the  principal 
lobility  of  Castile,  Yalentia,  Catalonia,  and  Ara- 
j[on;  all  impatient  to  behold  the  man  who  had 
x>nferred  so  incalculable  a  benefit  upon  the  nation. 
\t  length  Columbus  entered  the  hall,  surrounded 
)y  a  brilliant  crowd  of  cavaliers,  among  whom, 
lays  Las  Casas,  he  was  conspicuous  for  his  stately 
ind  commanding  person,  which,  with  his  counte- 
lance  rendered  venerable  by  his  gray  hairs,  gave 
lim  the  august  appearance  of  a  senator  of  Rome. 
^.  modest  smile  lighted  up  his  features,  showing  that 
tie  enjoyed  the  state  and  glory  in  which  he  came ; 
ind  certainly  nothing  could  be  more  deeply  moving 
to  a  mind  inflamed  by  noble  ambition,  and  con- 
idouB  of  having  greatly  deserved,  than  these  testi- 
monials of  the  admiration  and  gratitude  of  a  nation, 
yr  rather  of  a  workL  As  Columbus  approached, 
the  sovereigns  rose,  as  if  receiving  a  person  of  the 
highest  rank.  Bending  his  knees,  he  requested 
to  kiss  their  hands ;  but  there  was  some  hesitation 
on  the  part  of  their  majesties  to  permit  this  act  of 
vassalage.  Raising  him  in  the  most  gracious 
manner,  they  ordered  him  to  seat  himself  in  their 
presence ;  a  taie  honour  in  this  prood  and  puno- 
tiliooa  oouit. 


At  the  request  of  their  majestiesi,  ColumtiDS  now 
gave  an  account  of  the  roost  striking  events  of  his 
voyage,  and  a  description  of  the  islands  which  he 
had  discovered.  He  displayed  the  specimens  he 
had  brought  of  unknown  birds  and  other  animab; 
of  rare  plants  of  medicinal  and  aromatic  virtue ;  of 
native  gold  in  dust,  in  crude  masses,  or  laboured 
into  barbaric  ornaments;  and  above  all,  the  natives 
of  these  countries,  who  were  objects  of  intense  and 
inexhaustible  interest;  since  there  is  nothing  to 
man  so  curious  as  the  varieties  of  his  own  species. 
All  these  he  pronounced  mere  harbingers  of  greater 
discoveries  he  had  yet  to  make,  which  would  add 
realms  of  incalculable  wealth  to  the  dominions  of 
their  majesties  imd  whole  nations  of  proselytes  to 
the  true  faith. 

The  words  of  Columbus  were  listened  to  with 
profound  emotion  by  the  sovereigns.  When  he 
had  finished,  they  sunk  on  their  knees,  and,  raising 
tlioir  clasped  hands  to  heaven,  their  eyes  filled  with 
tears  of  joy  and  gratitude,  they  poured  forth  thanks 
and  praises  to  God  for  so  great  a  providence ;  all 
present  followed  their  example,  a  deep  and  solemn 
enthusiasm  pervaded  that  splendid  assembly,  and 
prevented  all  common  acclamations  of  triumph. 
The  anthem  of  Te  Deum  laudtimuM,  chanted  by 
the  choir  of  the  royal  chapel,  with  the  melodious 
accompaniments  of  the  instruments,  rose  up  from 
the  midst  in  a  full  body  of  sacred  harmony,  bear- 
ing up  as  it  were  the  feelings  and  thoughts  of  the 
auditors  to  heaven,  <*  so  thst,"  says  the  venerate 
Las  Casas,  **  it  seemed  as  if  in  that  hour  they  com- 
municated with  celestial  delights."  Such  was  the 
solemn  and  pious  manner  in  which  the  brilUant 
court  of  Spain  celebrated  this  sublime  event ;  ofier- 
ing  up  a  grateful  tribute  of  melody  and  praise,  and 
giving  glory  to  God  for  the  discovery  of  another 
world. 


A  LETTER 
FROM  MUSTAPHA  RUB-A-DUB  KELI  KHAN.  TO 
ASEM  HACCHEM.  PRINCIPAL  SLAVE-DRIVER 
TO  HIS  HIGHNESS  THE  BASHAW  OF  TRIPOLI. 

FROM  SALMAOUWDI. 


SwKST,  O  Asem!  is  the  memory  of  distant 
friends !  Like  the  mellow  ray  of  a  departing  sun, 
it  fiills  tenderly  yet  sadly  on  the  hrart.  Every 
hour  of  absence  firom  my  native  land  rolls  heavily 
by,  like  the  sandy  wave  of  the  desert ;  and  the  hit 
shores  of  my  country  rise  blooming  to  my  imagina- 
tion, clothed  in  the  soft  illusive  charms  of  distance. 
I  sigh,  yet  no  one  listens  to  the  sigh  of  the  captive :  I 
shed  the  bitter  tear  of  recollection,  but  no  one  syin- 
pathizes  in  the  tear  of  the  turbaned  stranger !  Think 
not,  however,  thou  brother  of  my  soul,  that  I  com- 
plain of  the  horrors  of  my  situation ;  think  not  that 
my  captivity  is  attended  with  the  labours,  the  chains, 
the  scourges,  the  insults  that  render  slavery  with  jia 
more  dreadful  than  the  pangs  of  hesitating,  lingering 
death.  Light,  indeed,  are  the  restraints  on  the  per- 
sonal fieedom  of  thy  kinsman ;  but  who  can  enter 
into  the  afflictions  of  the  mind  ?  who  can  deecribe 
the  agonies  of  the  heart  1  They  are  mataUe  as  the 
clouds  of  the  air ;  they  are  countless  as  the  wai 
that  divide  me  froj^  my  native  country. 
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I  have,  of  late,  my  dear  Asem,  laboured  under 
an  iDconvenience  angularly  unfortunate,  and  am 
reduced  to  a  dilemma  moat  ridiculously  embarrasa- 
ing.  Why  ahould  I  bide  it  from  the  companion 
of  my  thoughts,  the  partner  of  my  sorrows  and  my 
joys?  Alas!  Asem,  thy  friend  Mustapha,  the  in- 
▼indble  captain  of  a  ketch,  is  sadly  in  want  of  a 
pair  of  breeches !  Thou  wilt  doubtless  smile,  O 
most  grave  Mussulman,  to  hear  me  indulge  in  such 
ardent  lamentations  about  a  circumstance  so  trivial, 
and  a  want  apparently  so  easy  to  bo  satisfied :  but 
httle  canst  thou  know  of  the  mortifications  attend- 
ing my  necessities,  and  the  astonishing  difficulty 
of  supplying  them.  Honoured  by  the  smiles  and 
attentions  of  the  beautiful  ladies  dt  this  city,  who 
have  fallen  in  love  with  my  whiskers  and  my  tur- 
ban ;— courted  by  the  bashaws  and  the  great  men, 
who  delight  to  have  me  at  their  feasts ;  the  honour 
of  my  company  eagerly  solicited  by  every  fiddler 
who  gives  a  concert ;  think  of  my  chagrin  at  being 
obliged  to  decline  the  host  of  invitations' that  daily 
overwhelm  me,  merely  for  want  of  a  pair  of  breeches ! 
Oh,  Allah !  Allah !  that  thy  disciples  could  come 
into  the  world  all  be-feathered  like  a  bantam,  or 
with  a  pair  of  leather  breeches  like  the  wild  deer 
of  the  forest ;  surely,  my  friend,  it  is  the  destiny 
of  man  to  be  for  ever  subjected  to  petty  evils,  which, 
however  trifling  in  appearance,  prey  in  silence  on 
this  Uttle  pittance  of  enjoyment,  and  poison  these 
moments  of  sunshine,  which  might  otherwise  be 
consecrated  to  happiness. 

The  want  of  a  garment,  thou  wilt  say,  is  easily 
supplied ;  and  thou  mayest  suppose  need  only  be 
mentioned  to  be  remedied  at  once  by  any  tailor  of 
the  land.  Little  canst  thou  conceive  the  impedi- 
ments which  stand  in  the  way  of  my  comfort,  and 
still  less  art  thou  acquainted  with  the  prodigious 
great  scale  on  which  every  thing  is  transacted  in 
this  country.  The  nation  moves  most  majestically 
slow  and  clumsy  in  the  most  trivial  alTairs,  like  the 
unwieldy  elephant  which  makes  a  formidable  diffi- 
culty of  picking  up  a  straw !  When  I  hinted  my 
necessities  to  the  officer  who  has  charge  of  myself 
and  my  companions,  I  expected  to  have  been  forth- 
with relieved ;  but  he  made  an  amajsingly  long  face 
— UAd  me  that  we  were  prisoners  of  state — that  we 
must  therefore  be  clothed  at  the  expense  of  the  go- 
vernment ;  that  as  no  provision  has  been  made  by 
the  Congress  for  an  emergency  of  the  kind,  it  was 
impoasible  to  furnish  mo  with  a  pair  of  breeches 
until  all  the  sages  of  the  nation  had  been  convened 
to  talk  over  the  matter,  and  debate  upon  the  expe- 
•  diency  of  granting  my  request  Sword  of  the  im- 
mortal Khalid,  thought  I,  but  this  is  gre^t ! — ^this 
is  truly  sublime !  All  the  sages  in  an  immense 
logocracy  assembled  together  to  telk  about  my 
breeches ! — Vain  mortal  that  I  am !  I  cannot  but 
ovf  n  I  was  somewhat  reconciled  to  the  delay  which 
must  necessarily  attend  this  method  of  clothing  me, 
by  the  consideration  that  if  they  made  the  affair  a  na- 
tional act,  my  "  name  must  of  course  be  imbodied  in 
history,"  and  myself  and  my  breeches  flourish  to 
immortality  in  the  annals  of  this  mighty  empire ! 

**  But  pray,  sir,"  said  I,  ^  how  does  it  happen 
that  a  matter  so  insignificant  should  be  erected  into 


an  object  of  such  importance  as  to  employ  the  re- 
presentative wisdom  of  the  nation  1  and  what  is 
the  cause  of  their  telking  so  much  about  a  trifle  ?'* 
«  Oh,"  replied  the  officer,  who  acts  as  our  slave- 
driver;  <<it  all  proceeds  from  economy.  If  the 
government  did  not  spend  ten  times  as  much  mo- 
n^  in  debating  whether  it  was  proper  to  supply 
you  with  breeches  as  the  breeches  themselves  would 
c4Mt,  the  people,  who  govern  the  bashaw  and  his 
divan,  would  straightway  begin  to  complain  of  their 
liberties  being  infringed — the  national  finances 
squandered — not  a  hostile  slang-whanger  through- 
out the  logocracy  but  would  burst  %rth  like  a  bar- 
rel of  combustion — and  ten  chances  to  one  but  the 
bashaw  and  the  sages  of  his  divan  would  all  be 
turned  out  of  office  together.  My  good  Mussul- 
man," continued  he,  "the  administration  have  the 
good  of  the  people  too  much  at  heart  to  trifle  with 
their  pockets ;  and  they  would  sooner  assemble  and 
talk  away  ten  thousand  dollars  than  expend  fifty 
silently  out  of  the  treasury — such  is  the  wonderful 
spirit  of  economy  that  pervades  every  branch  of 
this  government"  "  But,"  said  I,  '*  how  is  it  pos- 
sible they  can  spend  money  in  telking:  surely 
words  cannot  be  the  current  coin  of  this  country  1" 
**  Truly,"  cried  he,  smiling,  "  your  question  is  per- 
tinent enough,  for  words  indeed  oflen  supply  the 
place  of  cash  among  us,  and  many  an  honest  debt 
is  paid  in  promises ;  but  the  fact  is,  the  grand  ba- 
shaw and  the  members  of  Congress,  or  grand  telk- 
ers  of  the  nation,  either  receive  a  yearly  salary,  or 
are  paid  by  the  day." — "  By  the  nine  hundred 
tongues  of  the  great  beast  in  Mahomet*s  vision, 
but  the  murder  is  out !  it  is  no  wonder  these  ho- 
nest men  telk  so  much  about  nothing  when  they 
are  paid  for  telking  like  day-labourers."  <*  You 
are  misteken,"  said  my  driver ;  **iiiB  nothing  but 
economy." 

I  remained  silent  for  some  minutes,  for  this  in- 
explicable word  economy  always  discomfite  me ; — 
and  when  I  flatter  myself  I  have  grasped  it,  it  slips 
through  my  fingers  like  a  jack-o'lantern.  I  have 
not,  nor  perhaps  ever  shall  acquire,  sufficient  of  the 
philosophic  policy  of  this  government  to  draw  a 
proper  distinction  between  an  individual  and  a 
nation.  If  a  man  was  to  throw  away  a  pound  in 
order  to  save  a  beggarly  penny,  and  boast  at  the 
same  time  of  his  economy,  I  should  think  him  on 
a  par  with  the  fool  in  the  fable  of  Alfangi;  who, 
in  skinning  a  flint  worth  a  farthing,  spoiled  a  knife 
worth  fifty  times  the  sum,  and  thought  he  had  acted 
wisely.  The  shrewd  fellow  would  doubtless  have 
valued  himself  much  more  highly  on  his  economy 
could  he  have  known  that  his  example  would  one 
day  be  followed  by  the  bashaw  of  America,  and 
the  sages  of  his  divan. 

This  economic  disposition,  my  friend,  occasions 
much  fighting  of  Uie  spirit,  and  innumerable 
conteste  of  the  tongue  in  this  talking  assembly. 
Wouldst  thou  believe  it  1  they  were  actually  em- 
ployed for  a  whole  week  in  a  most  strenuous  and 
eloquent  debate  about  patching  up  a  hole  in  the 
wall  in  the  room  appropriated  to  their  meetings ! 
A  vast  profusion  of  nervous  argument  and  pomp- 
ous declamation  was  expended  on  this  occasion. 
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Some  of  the  orators,  I  am  told,  being  rather  wag- 
gishly inclined,  were  most  stupidly  jocular  on  the 
occasion ;  but  their  waggery  gave  great  offence,  and 
was  highly  reprobated  by  the  more  weighty  part 
of  the  assembly;  who  hold  all  wit  and  humour 
in  abomination,  and  thought  the  business  in  hand 
much  too  solemn  and  serious  to  be  treated  lightly. 
It  was  supposed  by  some  that  this  afiair  would 
have  occupied  a  whole  winter,  as  it  was  a  subject 
upon  which  several  gentlemen  spoke  who  had 
never  been  known  to  open  their  lips  in  that  place 
except  to  say  yes  and  no. — These  silent  members 
are  by  way  of  distinction  denominated  orator  mums, 
and  are  highly  valued  in  this  country  on  account 
of  their  great  talents  for  silence ; — a  qualification 
extremely  rare  in  a  logocracy. 

Fortunately  for  the  public  tranquillity,  in  the 
hottest  part  of  the  debate,  when  two  rampant  Vir* 
ginians,  brim  full  of  logic  and  philosophy,  were 
measuring  tongues,  and  syllogistically  cudgelling 
each  other  out  of  their  unreasonable  notions,  the 
president  of  the  divan,  a  knowing  old  gentleman, 
one  night  slyly  sent  a  mason  with  a  hod  of  mortar, 
who  in  the  course  of  a  few  minutes  closed  up  the 
hole,  and  put  a  final  end  to  the  argument  Thus 
did  this  wise  old  gentleman,  by  hitting  on  a  most 
simple  expedient,  in  all  probability,  save  his  coun- 
try as  much  money  as  would  build  a  gun-boat,  or 
pay  a  hireling  slang-whanger  for  a  whole  volume 
of  words.  As  it  happened,  only  a  few  thousand 
dollars  were  expended  in  paying  these  men,  who 
are  denominated,  I  suppose  in  derision,  legislators. 

Another  instance  of  their  economy  I  relate  with 
pleasure,  for  I  really  begin  to  feel  a  regard  for  these 
poor  barbarians.  They  talked  away  the  best  parts 
of  a  whole  winter  before  they  could  determine  not 
to  expend  a  few  dollars  in  purchasing  a  sword  to 
bestow  on  an  illustrious  warrior :  yes,  Asem,  on 
that  very  hero  who  frightened  all  our  poor  old  wo- 
men and  young  children  at  Derne,  and  fully  proved 
himself  a  greater  man  than  the  mother  that  bore 
him.*  Thus,  my  friend,  is  the  whole  collective 
wisdom  of  this  mighty  logocracy  employed  in  som- 
niferous debates  about  the  most  trivial  afiairs ;  as  I 
have  sometimes  seen  a  Herculean  mountebank' 
exerdng  all  his  energies  in  balancing  a  straw  upon 
his  nose.  Their  sages  behold  the  minutest  object 
with  the  microscopic  eyes  of  a  pismire ;  mole-hills 
swell  into  mountains,  and  a  gr%in  of  mustard-seed 
will  set  the  whole  ant-hill  in  a  hubbub.  Whether 
this  indicates  a  capacious  vision,  or  a  diminutive 
mind,  I  leave  thee  to  decide ;  for  my  part  I  con- 
sider it  as  another  proof  of  the  great  scale  on  which 
every  thing  is  transacted  in  this  country. 

I  have  before  told  thee  that  nothing  can  be 
done  without  consulting  the  sages  of  the  na- 
tion who  compose  the  assembly  called  the  Con- 
gress. This  prolific  body  may  not  improperly  be 
called  the  << mother  of  inventions;"  and  a  most 
fruitful  mother  it  is,  let  me  tell  thee,  though  its 
children  are  generally  abortions.  It  has  lately  la- 
boured with  what  was  deemed  the  conception  of  a 
mighty  navy. — All  the  old  women  and  the  good 
wives  that  assist  the  bashaw  in  his  emergencies 
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hurried  to  head-quarters  to  be  busy,  like  midwives, 
at  the  delivery.  All  was  anxiety,  fidgeting,  and 
consultation ;  when  after  a  deal  of  groaning  and 
struggling,  instead  of  formidable  first-rates  and  gal- 
lant frigates,  out  crept  a  litter  of  sorry  little  gun- 
boats. These  are  most  pitiful  little  vessels,  par- 
taking vastly  of  the  character  of  the  grand  bashaw, 
who  has  the  credit  of  begetting  them ;  being  flat 
shallow  vessels  that  can  only  sail  before  the  wind ; 
— must  always  keep  in  with  the  land ; — are  con- 
tinually foundering  or  running  on  shore ;  and,  in 
short,  are  only  fit  for  smooth  water.  Though  in- 
tended for  the  defence  of  the  maritime  cities,  yet 
the  cities  are  obliged  to  defend  them;  and  they 
require  as  mudh  nursing  as  so  many  rickety  little 
bantlings.  They  are,  however,  the  darling  pets 
of  the  grand  bashaw,  being  the  children  of  his  do- 
tage, and,  perhaps  from  their  diminutive  size  and 
palpable  weakness,  are  called  the  **  infant  navy  of 
America."  The  art  that  brought  them  into  exists 
ence  was  almost  deified  by  the  majority  of  the  peo- 
ple as  a  grand  stroke  of  economy.  By  the  bfuird 
of  Mahomet,  but  this  word  is  truly  inexplicable ! 

To  this  economic  body  therefore  was  I  advised 
to  address  my  petition,  and  humbly  to  pray  thM 
the  august  assembly  of  sages  would,  in  the  pleni- 
tude of  their  wisdom  and  the  magnitude  of  their 
powers,  munificently  bestow  on  an  unfortunate 
captive  a  pair  of  cotton  breeches !  <*  Head  of  the 
immortal  Amrou,"  cried  I, "  but  this  would  be  pre- 
sumptuous to  a  degree : — What !  after  these  wor- 
thies have  thought  proper  to  leave  their  country 
naked  and  defenceless,  and  exposed  to  all  the  po- 
litical storms  that  rattle  without,  can  I  expect  that 
they  will  lend  a  helping  hand  to  comfort  the  ex- 
tremities of  a  solitary  captive  V*  My  exclamation 
was  only  answered  by  a  smile,  and  i  was  consoled 
by  the  assurance  that,  so  far  from  being  neglected, 
it  was  every  way  probable  my  breeches  might  oc- 
cupy a  whole  session  of  the  divan,  and  set  several 
of  the  longest  heads  together  by  the  ears.  Flat- 
tering as  was  the  idea  of  a  whole  nation  being  agi. 
tated  about  my  breeches,  yet  I  own  I  was  some- 
what dismayed  at  the  idea  of  remaining  in  q^terpo 
until  all  the  national  greybeards  should  have  made 
a  speech  on  the  occasion,  and  given  their  consent 
to  the  measure.  The  embarrassment  and  distress 
of  mind  which  I  experienced  were  visible  in  my 
countenance,  and  my  guard,  who  is  a  man  of  infi- 
nite good  nature,  immediately  suggested,  as  a  more 
expeditious  plan  of  supplying  my  wants,  a  benefit 
at  the  theatre.  Though  profoundly  ignorant  of 
his  meaning,  I  agreed  to  his  proposition,  the  result 
of  which  I  shall  disclose  in  another  letter. 

Fare  thee  well,  dear  Asem ;  in  thy  pious  prayers 
to  our  great  prophet,  never  forget  to  solicit  thy 
friend's  return ;  and  when  thou  numberest  up  the 
many  blessings  bestowed  on  thee  by  all-bountiful 
Allah,  pour  forth  thy  gratitude  that  he  has  cast  thy 
nativity  in  a  land  where  there  is  no  assembly  of 
legislative  chatterera ; — no  great  bashaw,  who  be- 
strides a  gun-boat  for  a  hobby 4iorse ; — whejc  the 
word  economy  is  unknown ; — ^and  where  an  un- 
fortunate captive  is  not  obliged  to  call  upon  the 
whole  nation  to  cut  him  out  a  pair  of  breeches. 
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I  AM  inclined  to  believe  that  America  has 
produced  in  the  present  century  more  really 
eloquent  preachers  than  any  other  country. 
Although  from  the  foolish  and  wicked  custom 
which  obtains  amon^  some  sects^  of  admitting 
uneducated  persons  to  that  profession  which 
demands  the  highest  and  most  patient  culti- 
vation, there  is  in  the  pulpit  doubtless  a  great 
deal  of  ignorance,  rant  and  fanaticism,  yet  it 
seems  to  be  the  general  opinion  among  fo- 
reigners who  have  visited  our  churches,  and 
among  travelled  Americans,  that  the  clergy  of 
no  country  in  Europe  can  be  compared  with 
0OT8  for  chaste,  impassioned  and  effective 
oratory.  I  write  this  with  a  vivid  recollec- 
tion of  some  of  the  masterpieces  of  French 
and  English  sermon  writing,  and  of  the  ac- 
counts which  have  been  given  of  the  manner 
in  which  they  were  delivered. 

It  would  appear  invidious  to  allude  particu- 
larly to  any  of  the  living  lights  of  the  churches, 
ahd  I  must  refer  even  to  Buckminster  as  the 
representative  of  a  class  rather  than  as  one  en- 
titled to  be  singled  out  from  all  others  of  his 
time  by  his  preeminent  powers  and  accom-  , 
pUshments. 

Joseph  Stevens  Buckminster  was  bom  on 
the  twenty-sixth  of  May,  1784,  at  Portsmouth, 
in  New  Hampshire.  His  ancestors,  both  by 
the  paternal  and  the  maternal  side,  for  several 
generations,  were  clergymen,  and  some  of 
them  were  persons  of  distinguished  reputa- 
tion. He  was  remarkably  precocious,  study- 
ing the  Latin  and  Greek  languages  before  he 
was  five  years  of  age,  and  at  twelve  being 
ready  to  enter  college.  Unwilling  however 
to  place  him  so  soon  within  the  influences 
of  a  life  at  Cambridge,  his  father  detained 
him  some  time  longer  at  the  Exeter  Acade- 
my, and  he  was  finally  admitted  to  Harvard 
nearly  a  year  in  advance  in  1797.  His  career 
here  was  equally  honourable  to  his  moral  and 
hiB  intellectual  character.  President  Kirk- 
land's  remark  of  Fisher  Ames  has  been  ap- 
plied to  him,  that  ^'*he  did  not  need  the  smart 
of  guilt  to  make  him  virtuous,  nor  the  regret 
of  folly  to  make  him  wise 


»» 


He  received  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts 
in  the  summer  of  1800,  and  devoted  the  next 
four  years  principally  to  the  study  of  theology. 
In  January,  1805,  he  was  ordained  minister  of 
the  Brattle  Street  Unitarian  Society  in  Boston, 
and  his  sermons  were  listened  to,  from  the  first, 
his  biographer  assures  us,  with  **  delight  and 
wonder."  But  his  labours  were  soon  inter- 
rupted by  illness,  and  before  the  close  of  the 
summer  renewed  attacks  of  a  terrible  dis- 
order from  which  he  had  been  several  years  a 
sufierer  excited  the  most  painful  apprehen- 
sions. On  the  last  day  of  October  he  wrote 
in  his  diary :  "  Another  fit  of  epilepsy !  I 
pray  God  that  I  may  be  prepared,  not  so  much 
for  death,  as  for  the  loss  of  health,  and  perhaps 
of  mental  faculties.  The  repetition  of  these 
fits  must  at  length  reduce  me  to  idiocy.  Can 
I  resign  myself  to  the  loss  of  memory,  and 
of  that  knowledge  I  may  have  vainly  prided 
myself  upon  ?  O  God  !  enable  me  to  bear 
this  thought,  and  make  it  familiar  to  my  mind, 
that  by  thy  grace  I  may  be  willing  to  endure 
life  as  long  as  thou  pleasest  to  lengthen  it.  It 
is  not  enough  to  be  willing  to  leave  the  world 
when  God  pleases ;  we  should  be  willing  even 
to  live  useless  in  it,  if  he,  in  his  holy  provi- 
dence, should  send  such  a  calamity  upon  us.  I 
think  I  perceive  my  memory  fails  me.  O 
God,  save  me  from  that  hour !" 

In  the  spring  of  1806  the  increase  of  his 
malady  induced  him  to  make  a  voyage  to 
Europe.  In  May  he  sailed  for  Liverpool,  and 
in  August,  with  a  friend  who  had  joined  him 
in  London,  embarked  for  the  continent.  He 
passed  rapidly  through  the  chief  cities  of  Hol- 
land, ascended  the  Rhine,  and  after  spending 
a  few  weeks  in  Switzerland,  proceeded  to  Paris, 
where  he  remained  five  months.  In  February, 
1807,  he  reached  London,  and  having  travelled 
in  England,  Scotland  and  Wales,  through  the 
spring  and  summer,  returned  to  Boston  early 
in  September.  He  was  received  with  una- 
bated affection  by  his  congregation,  and  re- 
entered earnestly  upon  the  duties  of  his  office. 
The  remaining  years  of  his  life  were  marked 
by  few  incidents.    The  coiAtant  calls  of  pro- 
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fessional  duty  did  not  prevent  him  from  be- 
ing a  laborious  student;  he  was  an  active 
member  of  the  chief  literary  and  charitable 
societies  of  the  city,  and  interested  in  every 
plan  for  the  elevation  of  the  intellectual,  moral 
and  religious  character  of  the  people.  In  181 1 
he  was  appointed  the  firet  professor  of  biblical 
criticism  at  Cambridge,  and  his  lectures  were 
looked  forward  to  with  the  deepest  interest  by 
his  friends,  who  knew  how  much  attention  he 
had  given  to  the  study  of  the  interpretation  of 
the  scriptures,  and  how  very  capable  he  was  of 
communicating  the  results  of  the  roost  recent 
and  most  profound  investigations  in  this  his 
favourite  department  of  learning ;  but  his  brief 
and  brilliant  career  was  suddenly  terminated 
before  he  commenced  the  discharge  of  the  du- 
ties of  his  new  office ;  a  sudden  and  violent 
return  of  his  old  malady  instantly  made  a  to- 
tal and  irrecoverable  wreck  of  his  mind ;  and 
after  lingering  a  few  days,  without  a  ray  of 
consciousness,  he  died,  on  the  ninth  of  June, 
1812,  having  just  completed  the  twenty-eighth 
year  of  his  age. 

The  memory  of  Buckminster  is  cherished 
with  singular  veneration  by  those  who  enjoyed 
his  peraonal  intimacy.  He  became  distin- 
guished as  a  preacher  before  the  sect  of  which 
he  was  an  ornament  embraced  so  many  gifted 
peraons  as  at  present.  With  a  face  remark- 
able for  its  pure  intellectual  expression,  and  a 
silvery  voice,  the  tones  of  which  won  the  de-  , 
vout  attention  and  haunted  the  memories  of 
all  who  listened,  it  is  not  surprising  that  in  a 
community  where  mental  power  is  so  highly 
appreciated  as  in  Boston,  the  weekly  addresses 
of  the  youthful  divine  attracted  large  and  en- 
thusiastic audiences.  His  manner  was  artless 
and  impressive,  and  there  was  something  about 
the  whole  man  that  irresistibly  fascinated  the 
taste  at  the  same  time  thaf  it  inspired  respect 
and  love.  In  social  life  he  was  remarkable 
for  his  urbane  spirit,  quick  intelligence,  and 
refined  wit.  He  was  the  centre  of  a  rare  cir- 
cle of  the  good  and  cultivated,  and  his  death  fell 
upon  the  hearts  of  his  numerous  friends  with 
the  solemn  pathos  of  a  deep  calamity.  To 
the  reader  of  his  discourses  in  whose  minds 
they  lack  the  charm  of  personal  associations, 
there  is  perhaps  a  coldness  in  their  very  beau- 
ty. Yet  few  sermons  equal  them  for  a  happy 
blending  of  good  sense  and  graceful  imagery. 


Truth  is  enforced  with  a  simple  earnestness, 
and  pious  thoughts  are  clothed  in  language 
strikingly  correct  and  impressive.  One  of  the 
inost  characteristic  of  tiiese  essays  is  the  one 
on  The  Advantages  of  Sickness.  It  was  com- 
posed afler  a  dangerous  illness  of  several 
weeks.  On  the  Sabbath  morning  when  Buck- 
minster was  to  reappear  before  the  anxious 
congregation,  at  an  early  hour,  before  rising,  he 
called  for  the  necessary  materials,  and  wrote 
the  entire  sermon  in  bed,  after  having  medi- 
tated the  subject  during  the  night.^  The  bell 
had  ceased  tolling  when  ^is  diminutive  figure 
was  seen  gliding  up  the  aisle  of  the  church, 
thronged  with  expectant  faces.  He  ascended 
the  pulpit  staira  with  feeble  steps,  and  went 
through  the  preparatory  exercises  in  a  sup- 
pressed voice.  Still  weak  from  long  confine* 
ment,  as  he  leaned  upon  the  desk  and  gave 
out  his  theme,  every  ear  hung  upon  the  cher- 
ished accents.  The  effect  of  his  address  is 
said  to  have  been  afiecting  in  the  highest  de- 
gree. As  it  proceeded,  he  kindled  into  that 
calm  and  earnest  ardour  for  which  he  was  re- 
markable, and  vindicated  the  benignity  and 
the  wisdom  of  the  heavenly  Father  who  had 
so  recently  afiiicted  him,  in  a  strain  so  exalted 
and  sincere  that  to  this  day  all  who  heard 
hihi  dwell  with  enthusiasm  upon  the  sceiA. 

It  is  said  that  the  printed  remains  of  Buck- 
minster ajQTord  but  an  inadequate  idea  of  his 
great  mental  resources  and  classical  taste.  His 
learned  and  distingruished  friend  Mr.  Andrews 
Norton,  in  an  eloquent  eulogy  written  soon  af- 
ter his  death,  says  that  in  his  opinion  he  was 
far  beyond  all  rivalship  the  most  eminent  lite- 
rary man  of  all  of  those  whom  the  country  re- 
tained only  the  memory.  Pulpit  oratory  has 
advanced  in  this  country  since  his  day,  but  to 
readers  of  cultivation  whose  sense  of  beauty 
is  keen  and  elevated,  of  whatever  denomina- 
tion, there  is  a  moral  dignity  and  subdued 
gracefulness  of  feeling  and  style  ia  his  ser- 
mons which  render  them  models  in  this  de- 
partment of  literature. 

Mr.  Buckminster  was  succeeded  as  minis- 
ter of  the  Brattle  Street  society  by  Edward 
Everett,  of  whose  life  and  genius  some  ac- 
count will  be  given  in  another  part  of  this 
volume ;  and  William  EUery  Channing  was 
chosen  in  his  place  as  lecturer  on  bibliad  cri- 
ticism in  the  univeraity. 
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FAfrH  TO  THE  AFFLICTED. 


FBOK  uuotom. 


Would  yoa  know  the  value  of  this  principle 
of  faith  to  the  bereaved  1  Go,  and  follow  a  coqiae 
to  the  grave.  See  the  body  deposited  there,  and 
hnr  the  earth  thrown  in  upon  all  that  remains  of 
yoor  friend.  Return  now,  if  you  will,  and  brood 
over  the  lesson  which  your  senses  have  given  you, 
and  derive  from  it  What  consolation  you  can. 
Yoa  have  learned  noting  but  an  unconsoling 
&ct  No  voice  of  comfort  issues  from  the  tomb. 
All  is  still  there,  and  blank,  and  lifeless,  and  has 
been  so  for  ages.  You  see  nothing  liut  bodies  dis- 
solving an4  successively  mingling  with  the  clods 
which  cover  them,  tke  grass  growing  ovet  the  spot, 
and  the  trees  waving  in  sullen  majesty  over  this 
r^^ion  of  eternal  silence.  And  what  is  there  more  ? 
Nothing. — Come,  FaiUi,  and  people  these  deserts ! 
Come,  and  reanimate  these  regions  of  forgetful- 
ness  !  Mothers  !  take,  again  youf children  to  your 
arms,  for  they  are  living.  Sons !  your  aged  pa- 
rents are  coming  forth  in  the  vigour  of  regenerated 
years.  Friends !  behold,  your  dearest  connections 
are  waiting  to  embrace  you.  The  tomlw  are  burst. 
Generations  long  since  in  slumbers  are  awakening. 
They  are  coming  from  the  east  and  the  west,  from 
the  north  and  from  the  south,  to  constitute  the 
ooramunity  of  the  blessed. 

But  it  is  not  in  the  loss  of  friends  alone,  that 
fiuth  furnishes  consolations  which  are  inestimable. 
With  a  man  of  faith  not  an  affliction  is  lost,  not 
a  change  is  unimproved.  He  studies  even  his 
own  history  with  pleasure,  and  finds  it  full  of  in- 
ftruction.  The  dark  passages  of  his  life  are  fllu- 
minated  wiUi  hope ;  and  he  sees,  that  although  he 
has  passed  through  many  dreary  defiles,  yet  they 
have  opened  at  last  into  brighter  regions  of  exist- 
ence. He  recalls,  with  a  species  of  wondering 
gratitude^  periods  of  his  life,  when  all  its  events 
seemed  to  conspire  against  him.  Hemmed  in  by 
straitened  circumstances,  wearied  with  repeated] 
blows  of  unexpected  misfortunes,  and  exhausted 
with  the  painful  anticipation  of  more,  he  recollects 
years,  when  the  ordinary  love  of  life  could  not 
have  retained  him  in  the  world.  Many  a  time  he 
might  have  wished  to  lay  down  his  being  in  dis- 
gu«t,  had  not  something  moro  than  the  senses  pro- 
vide us  with,  kept  up  the  elasticity  of  his  mind. 
He  yet  lives,  and  has  found  that  light  is  sown  for  the 
righteous,  and  gladness  for  the  upright  in  heart. 
The  man  of  faith  discovers  some  gracious  purpose 
m  every  combination  of  circumstances.  Wherever 
he  finds  himself,  he  knows  that  he  has  a  destina- 
tion— he  has,  therefore,  a  duty.  Every  event  has, 
in  his  eye,  a  tendency  and  an  aim.  Nothing  is 
accidental,  nothing  without  purpose,  nothing  un- 
tttended  with  benevolent  consequences.  Every 
thing  on  earth  is  probationary,  nothing  ultimate. 
He  is  poor — perhaps  his  plans  have  been  defeated 
— he  finds  it  difficult  to  provide  for  the  exigencies 
<rf  life — sickness  is  pennitted  to  invade  the  quiet 
of  his  household — long  confinement  imprisons  his 
activity,  and  cuts  short  the  exertions  on  which 
so  many  depend — something  apparently  unlucky 
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mars  his  best  plans—new  failures  and  embamsa- 
menti  among  his  friends  present  themselves,  and 
throw  additional  obstruction  in  his  way — the  world 
look  on  and  say  all  these  things  are  against  him. 
Some  wait  coolly  for  the  hour  when  he  shall  sink, 
under  the  complicated  embarrassments  of  his  cruel 
fortune.  Others,  of  a  kinder  spirit,,  regard  him 
with  compassion,  and  wonder  how  he  can  sustain 
such'  a  varietv  of  wo.  A  few  there  are,  a  very 
few,  I  fear,  who  can  understand  something  of  the 
serenity  of  his  mind,  and  comprehend  something 
of  the  nature  of  his  fortitude.  There  are  those, 
whose  sympathetic  piety  can  read  and  interpret  the 
characters  of  resignation  on  his  brow.  There  are 
those,  in  fine,  who  have  felt  the  influence  of  faith. 
In  this  influence  there  is  nothing  mysterious, 
nothing  romantic,  nothing  of  which  the  highest 
reason  may  be  ashamed.  It  shows  the  Christian 
his  God,  in  all  the  mild  majesty  of  his  parental 
character.  It  shows  you  God,  disposing  in  still 
and  benevolent  wisdom  the  events  of  every  indi- 
vidual's Ufe,  pressing  the  pious  spirit  with  the 
weight  of  calamity  to  increase  the  elasticity  of  the 
mind,  producing  characters  of  unexpected  worth 
by  unexpected  misfortune,  invigorating  certain  vir- 
tues by  peculiar  probations,  thus  breaking  the  fet- 
ters which  bind  us  to  temporal  things,  and 

"  From  seeming  evil  Rtill  educ'ng  good. 
And  better  thence  aga  n,  and  better  stU), 
111  infinite  progression." 

When  the  sun  of  the  believer^s  hopes,  according 
to  common  calculations,  is  set,  to  the  eye  of  faith 
it  is  still  visible.  When  much  of  the  rest  of  the 
worid  is  in  darkness,  the  high  ground  of  faith  is 
illuminated  with  the  brightness  of  religious  conso- 
lation. 

Como  now,  and  follow  me  to  the  bed  of  the  dy- 
ing believer.  Would  you  see  in  what  peace  a 
Christian  can  did  Watch  the  last  gleams  of 
thought  which  stream  from  his  dying  eyes.  Do 
you  see  any  thing  like  apprehension  ?  The  world, 
it  is  true,  begins  to  shut  in.  The  shadows  of  even- 
ing collect  around  his  senses.  A  dark  mist  thick- 
ens, and  rests  upon  the  objects  which  have  hither- 
to engaged  his  observation.  The  countenances  of 
his  friends  become  more  and  more  indistinct  The 
sweet  expressions  of  love  and  friendship  are  no 
longer  intelligible.  His  ear  wakes  no  more  at  the 
well-known  voice  of  his  children,  and  the  soothing 
accents  of  tender  affection  die  away  unheard,  upon 
his  decaying  senses.  To  him  the  spectacle  of  hu- 
man life  is  drawing  to  its  close,  and  (he  curtain  is 
descending,  which  shuts  out  this  earth,  its  actors, 
and  its  scenes.  He  is  no  longer  intMrested  in  all 
that  is  done  under  the  sun.  O !  that  I  could  now 
open  to  you  the  recesses  of  his  soul ;  that  I  coulc^ 
reveal  to  you  the  light,  which  darts  into  the  cham- 
bers of  his  understanding.  He  approaches  that 
world  which  he  has  so  long  seen  in  faith.  The 
imagination  now  collects  its  diminished  strength, 
and  the  eye  of  faith  opens  wide.  Friends !  do  not 
stand,  thus  fixed  in  sorrow,  around  this  bed  of 
death.  Why  are  yoa  so  still  and  silent  ?  Fear 
not  to  move — you  cannot  disturb  the  last  visions 
which  enchant  this  holy  spirit     Your  lamenta- 
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tiont  break  not  in  upon  tbe  longs  of  iMraphs, 
which  inwnp  \aa  hearing  in  ecstasy.  Crowd,  if 
you  choose,  around  his  couch— he  heeds  you  not 
— already  he  sees  the  spirits  of  the  just  advancing 
together  to  feceive  a  kindred  souh  Press  him  not 
with  importunities ;  urge  him  not  with  alleviations. 
Think  you  he  wants  now  these  tones  of  mortal 
voices — these  material,  these  gpross  consolations  ? 
No !  He  is  going  to  add  another  to  Jj^e  myril^s  of 
the  just,  tha^  are  eve^  moment  crowding  into  the 
portals  of  heaven  !  He  is  entering  on  a  nobler 
life.  He  leaves  you — he  leaves  you,  weeping  chil- 
dren of  mortality,  to  grope  about  n  little  longer 
among  the  miseries  and  sensualities  of  a  worldly 
life.  «Already  he  criea  to  you  from  ^ the  regions  of 
bliss.  Will  you  not  join  him  there  ?  Will  you 
not  taste  the  sublime  joys  of  £uth  ?  There  are 
your  predecessors  in  virtue ;  there,  too,  are  places 
left  for  your  contemporaries.  There  a/e  seats  for 
you  in  the-  assembly  of  the  just  made  perfect,  In 
the  innumerable  company  of  angels,  where  is  Je- 
sus, the  mediator  of  the  new  covenant,  and  God, 
the  judge  of  all. 


TRUE  SOURCES  OF  HAPPINESS. 


imOM  THK  SAJO. 


Wb  are  very  much  in  the  habit  of  keeping  our- 
selves in  ignorance  of  the  real  sources  of  our  happi- 
ness. The  unexpected  events  of  life,  and,  much 
more,  thos»  on  which  we  calculate,  arc  far  from 
being  those  which  constitute  its  real  enjoyment. 
Even  avents  of  public  good-fortune,  which  call 
forth  the  most  frequent  and  audible  acknowle^lg- 
ments,  are,  really,  not  those  which  contribute 
moat  to  our  personal  well-being ;  and  much  less 
do  we  depend,  for  our  most  valuable  happiness,  on 
what  we  call  fortunate  occurrences,  or  upon  the 
multiplication  of  our  public  amusement%  or  the 
excitement,  the  novelty,  tbe  ecstasy,  which  we 
make  so  essential  to  our  pleasures,  and  for  which 
we  are  always  looking  out  with  impatience.  It  is 
not  the  number  of  the  great,  dazzling,  affecting, 
and  much  talked  of  pleasures^,  which  makes  up 
the  better  part  of  our  substantial  happiness ;  but 
it  is  the  delicate,  unseen,  quiet,  and  ordinary  com- 
forts of  social  and  domestic  life,  for  tbe  loss  of 
which,  all  that  the  world  has  dignified  with  the 
name  of  pleasure  would  not  con^nsate  us.  Let 
any  man  inquire,  for  a  single  day.  what  it  is  which 
has  employed  and  satLsfied  him,  and  which  really 
makes  him  love  life,  and  he  will  find  that  the 
sources  of  his  happiness  lie  within  a  very  narrow 
^mpass.  He  will  find  that  he  depends  almost 
entirely  on  the  agreeable  circumstances  which  God 
has  made  to  lie  all  around  him,  and  which  fill  no 
place  in  the  record  of  pubHc  events.  Indeed,  we 
may  say  of  human  happiness  what  Paul  quotes 
for  a  more  sacred  purpose,  **  It  is  not  hidden  from 
thee ;  neither  it  it  fifr  off;  it  is  not  in  heaven,  that 
thou  shouldst  say,  Who  shall  go  up  for  us,  and 


bring  it  unto  us  1  neither  is  it  beyond  tbe  aea,  that 
thou  shouldst  say,  Who  shall  go  over  the  sea  for 
us,  and  bring  it  unto  us  1  but  i#  very  nigh  onto 
thee  in  thy  mouth,  and  in  thy  heart**        ^ 


CldERO  AND  ATTtCUS. 
FBOK  AM  caurum  bxtoks  rmc  fhi  bxta  kaxpa  socnrr. 


Tax  history  of  letters  dees  not,  at  this  moment,  , 
suggest  to  me  a  more  fortunate  parallel  between 
the  effects  of  active  and  df  inactive  learning,  than 
.in  the  well-known  characters  of  Cicero  and  Atti- 
cus.  Let  me%old  them  up  to  your  observation,  not 
because  Cicero  irws  faultless,  or  Atticus  always  to 
blame,  but  because  like  you,  they  were  the  citi- 
zens of  a  republic  They  lived  in  an  age  of  learn- 
ing and  of  dangers,  and  acted  upon  oflposite  prin- 
ciples, when  Rome  was  to  be  saved,  if  saved  at  all, 
by  the  virtuous  energy  of  her  moet  accomplished 
minds.  s^ 

If  we  look  now  for  Atticus,  we  find  him  in 
the  quiet  of  his  library,  surrounded  with  books  ^ 
while  Cicero  was  passing  through  the  regular 
course  of  public  honours  and  services,  where  all 
the  treasures  of  bis  mind  were  at  the  command  of 
his  country.  If  we  follow  them,  we  find  Atticus 
pleasantly  wandering  among  tho  ruins  of  Athens, 
purchasing  up  statues  and  antiques ;  while  Cicero 
was  at  home,  blasting  the  projects  of  Catiline,  and, 
at  the  bead  of  the  senate,  like  the  tutelary  spirit  of 
his  country,  as  the  storm  was  gathering,  secretly 
watching  the  doubtful  movements  of  Cesar.  If 
we  look  to  the  period  of  the  civil  wars,  we  find 
Atticus  always  reputed,  indeed,  to  belong  to  the 
party  of  the  friends  of  liberty,  yet  originally  dear 
to  Sylla,  and  intimate  with  Clodius,  recommending 
himself  to  Cssar  by  his  neutrality,  courted  by  An- 
tony, and  connected  with  Octavius,  pooriy  con- 
cealing the  Epicureaniun  of  his  principles  under 
the  ornaments  of  literature  and  Uie  splei^dour  of 
his  benefactions ;  till  at  last  this  inoffensive  and 
polished  fnend  of  succesftve  usurpers  hastens  out 
of  life  to  escape  fivm  the  pains  of  a  lingering  di»> 
ease.  Turn  now  to  Cicero,  the  only  great  man  at 
whom  Cesar  always  trembled,  the  only  great  man 
whom  falling  Rome  did  not  fear.  Do  you  tell  me 
that  his  hand  once  oflered  incense  to  the  dictator  ? 
Remember  it  was  the  gift  of  gratitude  only,  and 
not  of  servility ;  for  the  same  hand  launched  its  in- 
dignation against  the  infamous  Antony,  wtibse 
power  was  more  to  be  dreaded,  and  whose  revenge 
pursued  him  till  thb  father  of  his  country  gave 
his  head  to  the  executioner  without  a  struggle,  for 
he  knew  that  Rome  was  no  longer  to  be  saved.  I^ 
my  friends,  you  would  feel  what  learning,  and  ge- 
nius, and  virtue,  should  aspire  to  in  a  day  of  peril 
and  depravity,  when  you  are  tired  of  the  factions 
of  the  city,  the  battles  of  Cesar,  the  crimes  of  the 
triumvirate,  and  the  splendid  court  of  Augustus,  do 
not  go  and  repose  in  the  easy  chair  of  Atticoa,  but 
refresh  your  virtues  and  your  sjarits  with  tike  con- 
templation of  Cicero. 


GULIAN  C.  VERPLANCK. 


[Bora  about  ITBS.] 


Ill  the  Teins  of  Guuan  Cromheliii  Vcb- 
PLANCK  mingles  the  beet  blood  of  the  Holland- 
er, the  Huguenot,  ana  the  Puritan.  Without 
knowing  the  exact  proportions^we  may  sup* 
pose  he  is -half  Dutch,  a  third  French,  and  a 
iixth  Yankee:  which  is  perhaps  as  good  a 
composition  for  a  man  as  has  yet  been  disco- 
▼ered.  .^fter  alluding  to  his  descent  from  the 
stock  of  Grotius  and  De  Witt,  in  his  Address 
at  Amherst  College,  he  remarl|^  *'  I  cannot  but 
remember  also  that  I  have  Ne\\i  England  blood 

•  in  my  reins,  that  many  of  my  happiest  youth- 

*  ful  days  were  passed  in  her  villages,  and  that 
my  best  education  was  bestowed  by  the  more 
than  parental  care  of  one  of  the  wisest  and 
most  excellent  of  her  sons.*  Imitating  there- 
fore the  language  in  which  an  ancient  schplar 
expressed  his  attachment  for  all  that  partook 
of  the  common  Graelic  descent,  I  too  can  say 
that  Nil  N€ti}'Anglicum  a  me  alitnum  puio^^ 

On  completing  his  academical  education  at 
Columbia  College,  in  his  native  city  of  New 
York,  Mr.  Verplanck  studied  the  law,  and  soon 
after  his  admission  to  the  bar  he  went  abroad, 
and  passed  several  years  in  travelling  or  resid- 
ing jn  Great  Britain  and  central  Europe.  On 
his  return  he  became  interested  in  politics,  and 
in  1814  was  a  candidate  of  the  **  Malcontent8*'t 
in  New  York  for  the  Assembly,  from  which  it 
may  be  inferred  that  he  was  from  the  begin- 
ning dbti  nguished  for  that  independence  which 
has  marked  his  more  recent  public  life.  When 
the  "  Bucktails^'  and  '*  Clintonians'*  were  the 
prominent  factions,  he  amused  himself  occa- 
lionally  with  writing  satires,  and  his  State 
Triumvirate,  a  Political  Tale,  published  in 
1819,  and  other  works  of  a  similar  description, 
of  which  he  was  the  principal  or  only  author, 
are  among  the  happiest  specimens  of  this  sort 
of  composition  that  the  country  has  furnished. 

Mr.  Verplanck  acquired  at  an  early  age  an 
extraordinary  and  well-merited  reputation  for 
schola||hipand  taste;  but  he  published  nothing 
under  his  own  name  until  1818,  when  he  de- 

*  WUliajD  Samuel  Johnson,  of  ConnecUcat 
t  Allodi  ng  to  a  passage  ia  George  Bttchanan. 
(See  The  Erening  Poet  for  that  year. 


livered  an  aldress  before  the  New  York  His- 
terical  Socieiy,  which  was  printSd  and  soon 
passed  through  several  editions.  The  task 
which  he  assigned  himself  in  this  performance 
was  the  grateful  one  of  commemorating  "  some 
of  those  virtuous  and  ei/fightened  men  t>f  Eu- 
rope, who,  long  ago,  looking  with  a  prophetic 
eye  toward  the  destinies  of  this  new  world,  and 
^regarding  it  as  the  chosen  refuge  of  freedom 
and  truth,  were  moved  by  a  holy  ambition  to 
become  the  ministers  of  the  most  High,  in  be- 
stowing upon  it  the  blessings  of  religion, 
morals,  lettere,  and  liberty.*'  After  a  brief  re^ 
view  of  the  progress  of  Spanish  discovery  and 
conquest  on  this  continent,  and  the  scenes  of 
avarice  and  cruelty  with  which  they  were  at- 
tended, he  relieves  the  gloomy  exhibition  by  in- 
troducing a  portrait  of  the  young  ecclesiastio 
Las  Cases,  whom  he  vindicates  with  generous 
warmth  from  the  accusation  of  having,  in  mis- 
taken philanthropy,  originated  thd  plan  of  ne- 
gro slavery.  Among  his  other  subjects  are 
Koger  Williams,  the  legislator  for  whom  vras 
reserved  the  glory  of  setting  the  first  example 
of  a  practical  system  of  religious  freedom ; 
William  Penn,  General  Oglethorpe,  Bishop 
Berl^ley,  Thojnas  Hollis,  and  Louis  the  Six- 
teenth. The  whole  discourse  is  a  group  of  ad- 
mirable historical  portraits,  with  New  Eng- 
land Puritanism,  in  shadow  except  where  re- 
lieved by  the  name  of  the  founder  of  Rhode 
Island,  for  a  background,  and  glowing  sketches 
of  the  Dutch  coloniets  of  New  Amsterdam  and 
the  Huguenot  setUere  of  Carolina  and  New 
York,  in  front. 

In  1820  we  find  that  Mr.  Verplanck  was  a 
prominent  member  of  the  New  York  legisla- 
ture, in  which,  as  chairman  o^  the  appropriate 
committee,  he  had  the  especial  charge  of  the 
interests  of  education.  He  must  have  wi#i- 
drawn  his  attention  from  politics  soon  after, 
however,  as  he  accepted  the  professorship  of 
tl^e  Evidences  of  Christianity  in  the  Theolo- 
gical Seminary  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal 
Church,  in  New  York,  and  for  some  time  oc- 
cupied himself  with  his  new  duties,  and  coiv 
lesponding  studies.    In  1834  he  published, 

9)t7 


298 


OULIAN   C.   VERPLANCK. 


in  one  octavo  yolome,  his  ESaaays  on  the  Na- 
ture and  Uses  of  the  Various  Evidences  of 
Revealed  Religion,  in  which  he  treats  largely 
and  in  the  most  perspicuous  and  philosophical 
manner  of  **  the  highest,  noblest  and  most 
universal  of  all  evidence,  that  which  results 
from  the  majesty  and  excellence  of  princi- 
ple," so  much  neglec^ted  and  inde^  contemned 
by  many  wfio  have  discussed  fery  learnedly 
and  ably  the  critical  and  historical  testimony. 
The  work  is  written  with  simplicity  and  ele- 
gance, and  admirable  temper.  It  is  one  of  the 
very  few  books  on  this  subject  which  are  not 
by  professed  theologians  and  metaphysicians, 
and  distinguished  for  a  hue  and  tone  of  the 
closet  and  desk  which  render  them  by  no 
means  agreeable  to  readers  of  other  classes ; 
and  there  is  not  another  work  in  our  language, 
perhaps,  which  is  calculated  to  be  more  use- 
ful in  confirming  the  convictions  of  intelligent 
and  honest  inquirers,  of  the  truth  of  Christian- 
ity. In  1835  appeared  Mr.  Verplanck's  Es- 
say on  the  Doctrine  of  Contracts,  being  an  In- 
quiry how  Contracts  are  affected  in  Law  and 
Morals  by  Concealment,  Error,  or  Inadequate 
Price.  The  great  object  of  the  work  is,  to 
examine  the  propriety  and  justice  of  the  max- 
im which  the  common  law  applies  to  sales, 
and  most  other  contracts,  **  Caoeat  emptor j"*^ — 
let  the  buyer  beware, — with  reference  to  those 
principles  of  expediency  and  justice  which 
should  be  the  foundation  of  all  law;  and  the 
discussion  is  conducted  with  great  learning, 
ability,  and  impartiality. 

About  this  time  Mr.  Verplanck  and  three  of 
his  friends,  of  as  many  different  professions, 
formed  an  association  of  a  somewhat  remarka- 
ble character,  under  the  name  pf  the  Literary 
Confederacy.  The  number  was  limited  to  four, 
and  they  bound  themselves  to  an  intimate  fel- 
lowship, and  to  endeavour  by  all  proper  means 
to  advance  their  mutual  and  individual  inte- 
rests, and  proposed  to  unite  from  time  to  time 
in  literary  publications.  In  the  first  year  of 
its  existence  the  Confederacy  (of  which  Mr. 
Brjrant,  and  the  late  Mr.  Sands,  were  mem- 
bers) contributed  largely  to  the  literary  and 
critical  magazines,  and  the  daily  journals,  but 
in  1827,  under  the  name  and  character  of  an 
imaginary  author,  Francis  Herbert,  Elsquiie, 
they  published  The  Talisman,  a  decorated  mis- 
cellany of  prose  and  verse,  of  which  a  second 
and  a  third  volume  followed  in  1829  and  1830. 
Of  this  work  Mr.  Verplanck  composed  nearly 


one  half.  His  papers  are  distinguished  for 
a  quiet,  grenial  and  peculiar  hui^our,  and  sev&> 
ral  of  them  bear  witness  of  a  lingering/ond- 
ness  for  New  York  as  it  was  before  its  social 
aspects  had  been  changed  or  obliterated  by  the 
commercial  class  and  spirit. 

For  eight  years  from  1825  Mr.  Verplanck 
was  a  member  of  Congress  for  the  city  of 
New  York.  He  did  not^very  often  take  a  part 
in  the  debates,  but  his  high  reputation  secured 
for  him  the  most  flattering  attention  when  he 
addressed  the  House,  and  several  elaborate  and 
very  able  reports  which  he  made  on  subjects 
of  general  interest  commanded  the  respectful 
consideration  of  statesmen  throughout  the 
country.  He  particularly  distinguished  him- 
self during  th^  session  of  1831-32  by  his 
agency  in  procuring  the  passage  of  an  act 
which  gave  much  additional  security  to  copy- 
rights, and  more  than  doubled  the  term  of  le- 
gal protection  to  them ;  and  upon  the  adjourn- 
ment of  Cong^ss,  a  public  dinner  was  given 
to  him  by  the  authors  and  artists  of  New  York, 
at  which  he  made  the  speech  published  in  his 
collected  Discourses,  on  the  legislation  of  the 
United  States  upon  the  subject  of  literary  pro- 
perty. Since  the  close  of  his  last  term  in 
Congress  he  has  been  several  years  a  member 
of  the  New  York  Senate,  which  until  the 
adoption  of  the  Constitution  of  1846  was  also 
the  highest  court  of  judicature  in  the  state. 

In  1833  Mr.  Verplanck  published  in  one  vo- 
lume his  Discourses  and  Addresses  on  Sub- 
jects of  American  History,  Art,  and  Literature, 
and  A  Discouree  on  the  Right  Moral  Influence 
and  Use  of  Liberal  Studies;  and  in  1834,  Dis- 
courees  on  the  Connexion  of  Morals  and  Learn- 
ing, and  their  Influence  upon  E!ach  Other. 

The  last  and  most  important  of  Mr.  Ver- 
planck's  literary  laboure,  in  which  he  has  well 
sustained  his  reputation  as  a  literary  apd  his- 
torical critic,  is  his  splendid  edition  of  Shak- 
speare,  of  which  the  publication  was  com- 
menced in  1844  and  completed  in  December, 
1846.  This  is  undoubtedly  the  best  edition  of 
Shakspeare  that  is  now  extant.  It  is  in  some 
sort  a  comprehensive  commentary,  embracing 
the  varying  opinions  of  all  the  most  eminent 
critics  upon  doubtful  readings  and  the  points 
of  literary  history  involved,  with  elaborate, 
acute  and  appreciatory  introductions  and  notes 
by  Mr.  Verplanck  himself,  and  pictorial  illus- 
trations executed  under  the  direction  of  his 
friend  Mr.  R.W.  Wier. 


OULIAN   C.   YERPLANCK. 
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MAJOR  EGERTON. 

tBOM  THB  TALBMAH. 


Thc  critic's  first  and  last  injunction  to  the  author 
and  the  artist  is,  to  "  copy  nature."     For  my  own 
part,  I  neTer  more  than  half  belieyed  in  this  standing 
stock  rule  of  common-place  criticism.    Nature,  and 
beautiful  nature  too,  may  be  so  very  natural,  that, 
if  too  accurately  copied,  it  will  seem  unnatural. 
This  assertion  has  a  most  paradoxical  sound,  I  con- 
fess, and  is  quite  worthy  of  a  Kantian  metaphysi- 
cian.    Still  it  is  the  fact.     That  which  is  true  b  not 
always  probable.     Who  has  not  observed,  in  na- 
tnral  scenery,  a  brilliancy  of  colour,  or  some  sin- 
gular efl^t  of  form  or  light,  which,  if  faithfully 
transferred  to  the  canvas,  would  be  pronounced  at 
once,  by  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred,  to  be  an  ex- 
travagant and  fantastical  capprido  of  the  art     So, 
too,  in  real  life— -occurrences  happen  every  day  be- 
fore our  eyes,  which  if  related  in  a  novel,  or  inter- 
woven in  a  drama,  would  be  branded  by  the  whole 
critical  brotherhood  as*too  far  out  of  probability  to 
be  tdlcrated,  even  in  professed  fiction. 

For  myself,  though  I  have  been  bandied  a  good 
deal  about  the  globe,  I  have  encountered  no  mar- 
vellous vicissitudes  of  fortune.  Yet,  if  I  were  to 
tell  nakedly,  and  without  explanation,  many  of  the 
incidents  of  my  life,  they  would  hardly  gain  cre- 
dence. For  instance,  I  have  at  different  periods 
dined  familiarly  with  five  European  kings,  played 
cbesB  with  an  empress,  given  alms  to  an  archbishop 
and  had  my  soup  cooked  by  a  duke.  This  is  very 
astounding,  and  the  reader  is  doubtless  already 
either  penetrated  with  respect  for  my  high  rank, 
or  else  sets  me  down  in  his  heart  for  an  impudent 
Uar.  Yet  upon  a  little  consideration,  he  may  sa- 
tisfy himself  that  within  the  last  thirty  years,  a 
plain  American  citizen  might,  without  any  marvel, 
have  relieved  the  wants  or  received  the  services  of 
a  French  temporal  or  spiritual  peer,  have  dined  at 
tables  (Phdfe  and  on  broad  steam-boats,  with  Lewis 
of  Holland,  Joseph  of  Spain,  Jerome  of  Westpha^ 
lia,  and  Gustavus  of  Sweden ;  and  have  been  beat- 
en, at  Washington,  at  the  royal  game  of  chess,  by 
a  Mexican  ex-empress.  The  fiflh,  in  my  catalogue 
of  royal  acquaintance,  is  his  present  majesty  of  the 
Netherlands,  who,  when  a  poor  prince  of  Germa- 
ny, was  a  very  conversable,  pleasant  Dutchman.  I 
might  add,  that  I  have  received  lessons  in  mathe- 
matics firom  another  prince,  who  though  not  ex- 
actly the  next  in  succession,  now  looks  proudly 
towards  the  first  throne  on  the  European  conti- 

ncnt.      ^:  .-^  J  (4>    k  ^t  - .  /  "  '^^    ' 

There  is  one  extraordinaiy  chain  of  incidents  in 
my  life,  which  I  have  often  been  tempted  (when 
seiied  with  a  fit  of  authorship)  to  make  the  foun- 
dation of  a  Gil  Bias  or  Anastasius  novel.  But  I 
have  always  been  deterred  from  executing  it,  by 
tile  conviction,  that  though  I  should  task  my  fimcy 
solely  fo(  the  minor  incidents,  and  add  no  decora- 
tions but  the  necessary  colouring  of  sentiment, 
character  and  description,  the  very  skeleton  and 
ground-work  of  the  whole,  though  strictly  true, 
would  still  be  so  outrageously  improbable;  as  to 
shock  even  the  easy  creduUty  of  the  novel-reader. 


My  readers  may  perhaps  anticipate  that  after 
this  deprecatory  prologue,  I  am  about  to  unfold  a 
tale  of  love  and  arms,  or  else  of  wild  adventure, 
of  which  I  am  myself  to  be  the  prince  Arthur, 
the  Amadis  or  the  Rinaldo— or  at  least  the  Gil 
Bias  or  Tom  Jones.  No,  I  am  not  the  hero  of  it 
Right  gladly  would  I  transform  myself  into  a  hero, 
at  the  expense  of  any  danger  or  hardships,  (so  that 
all  were  nowwell  over,)  if  I  could  thus  be  enabled 
to  make  bright  eyes  weep  over  my  sorrows,  and 
lovely  forms  bend  entranced  over  the  page  that 
speaks  of  me. 

Such,  alas !  is  not  my  good  fortune.  But  to 
my  story,  which,  I  begin  to  fear,  will  scarcely  equal 
the  expectations  this  introduction  may  raise. 

It  was  longer  ago  than  I  commonly  care  to  tell 
without  special  necessity,  that,  having  finished  my 
professional  studies,  I  spent' my  firil  fashionable 
winter  in  New  York.  The  gay  and  polite  society 
of  the  city,  which  every  day's  necesaty  is  now  di- 
viding up  into  smaller  and  more  independent  cir- 
cles, was  then  one  very  large  one,  wherein  who- 
ever was  introduced,  circulated  freely  throughout 
the  whole.  I  of  course  went  everywhere ;  and 
everywhere  did  I  meet  with  Major  Eobrtoit. 
He>was  a  young  British  officer,  of  high  connec- 
tions. Not  one  of  your  Lord  Mortimers  or  Mar- 
quises de  Crillon,  who  have  so  often  taken  in  our 
title-loving  republicans  of  fashion ;  but  a  real  offi- 
cer of  the regiment,  a  major  at  the  age  of 

twenty-six,  and  the  nephew  of  a  distinguished 
English  general ;  in  proof  of  which  he  had  brought 
the  best  letters  to  the  "  best  good  men,*'  in  our 
chief  cities.  He  was  quite  the  fashion,  and  he  de- 
served to  be  so.  Most  people  thought  him  hand- 
some :  tall  and  well-made,  and  young  and  accom- 
plished he  certainly  was;  of  easy  and  graceful 
manners,  ready  and  bold  address,  and  fluent  rat- 
tling conversation.  He  danced  to  the  admiration 
of  the  ladies ;  and  that  at  a  time  when  our  belles 
were  accustomed  to  the  incredible  performances  of 
so  many  Parisian  partners,  was  no  mean  fieat  for 
an  Englishman.  He  was  overflowing  with  anec- 
dotes of  the  great  and  the  gay  of  London ;  and 
listening  dinner  tables  and  drawing-rooms  hung 
upon  his  Ups,  while  he  discoursed  about  the  Duch- 
ess of  Devonshire,  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward,  the 
Duke  of  Norfolk,  Lady  Louisa  Mildmay,  Mrs. 
Siddons,  Lord  Nelson,  Kemble,  and  the  Countess 
of  Derby. 

Still,  I  know  not  why,  I  liked  not  the  man. 
There  was  something  singularly  disagreeable  in 
the  tone,  or  rather  the  croak,  of  his  voice.  His 
ready  and  polite  laugh  never  came  from  the  heart 
— and  his  smile,  when  by  a  sudden  draw  of  the 
lip  he  showed  his  white  teeth,  contrasting  wit^ 
his  black  brow  and  sallow  cheek,  had  a  covert  fe- 
rocity in  it  which  almost  made  me  shudder. 

One  evening,  at  the  theatre — it  was  when  Fen- 
nel and  Cooper  were  contending  for  the  palm  in 
Othello  and  lago— we  were  crowded  together  in  a 
comer  of  the  stage-box. 

**  Mr,  Herbert,"  said  he  suddenly  to  me, "  you  do 
not  seem  to  know  that  you  and  I  are  quite  old  ac- 
quaintances.'' 
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« I  don't  understand  you,  Major- 


» 


«  Some  six  or  seven  yean  ago  you,  then  a  lad, 
accompanied  your  father  to  the  #Mt  on  his  mission 
as  a  commissioner  to  make  an  Indian  treaty." 

« Yes."  , 

<*  Did  you  remember  among  the  Tuscaroras  the 
Black  Wild  Cat,  a  youth  of  white  blood,  the 
adopted  son  of  Good  Peter,  the  great  Indian  ora- 
tor 1  I  mean  the  one  who,  after  giving  yon  a  lea- 
son  on  the  bow  and  arrow,  surprised  a  reverend  di- 
vine  of  your  party  by  reading  in  his  Greek  testament, 
and  then  mortified  him  by  correcting  his  pronun- 
ciation of  Latin,  whidh,  like  other  American  scho- 
lars, he  pronounced  in  a  way  intolerable  to  the  ears 
of  one  who  has  had  longs  and  shorts  flogged  into 
him  at  an  English  school." 

**  Certainly,  I  remember  him;  and  it  is  a  mys- 
tery which  has  often  puzzled  me  ever  since." 

"  Then  you  have  now  the  solution  of  it.  I  am 
the  Bbck  wad  Cat" 

"You — ^how!" 

**  After  leaving  Harrow  I  accompanied  my  un- 
cle to  Canada.  There  a  boyish  frolic  induced  me 
to  join  an  Indian  party,  who  were  returning  home 
from  Montreal.  Good  Peter  (a  great  man  by  the 
way,  very  like  our  Erskine)  took  a  ^cy  to  me,  and 
I  spent  my  time  pleasantly  enough.  It  is  certain- 
ly a  delicious  Ufe  that  of  savages,  as  we  call  them. 
But  my  uncle  coaxed  me  back.  I  am  not  sure 
that  I  was  not  a  fool  for  accepting  ^\b  ofier^  but  I 
could  not  rei^^t  the  temptation  of  the  red  coat  and 
an  epaulette.  The  old  man  has  pushed  me  on  as 
fast  as  money  and  interest  could  promote  me. 
The  rest  I  can  do  for  myself;  and  if  Pitt  will  leave 
oft*  his  little  expeditions  to  pick  up  colonies,  and 
give  us  a  fair  chance  on  the  continent,  the  major 
at  six  and  twenty  will  be  a  general,  and  a  peer  at 
thirty." 

Here  the  rising  of  the  curtain  interrupted  us. 
Business  called  me  to  Albany  the  next  day,  and 
before  my  return  Major  Eg^rton  had  sailed  for 
England. 

I  did  not,  however,  forget  him ;  and  I  often  re- 
lated, as  one  of  the  odd  vicissitudes  of  life,  the 
contrast  between  the  young  Black  Wild  Cat,  as 
I  first  saw  him  in  a  Tuscarora  wigwam,  and  the 
elegant  major,  glittering  in  scaHet  and  gold,  when 
I  met  him  again  in  the  British  Consul's  ball- 
room. 

A  year  or  two  after  this  I  went  to  England ;  and 
not  long  after  my  arrival  spent  a  week  at  Bath. 
All  who  are  at  all  learned  in  English  dramatic  his- 
tory, know  that  the  Bath  company  is  commonly 
good,  the  Bath  audience  fashionable  and  critical, 
and  Uiat  there,  many  of  the  stars  of  the  theatrical  fir- 
mament have  first  risen.  Whilst  I  was  there,  a 
first  appearance  was  announced.  Mr.  Monfort,  of 
whom  report  spoke  favourably,  was  to  make  his 
debut  as  Romeo.  I  went  with  the  crowd  to  see  it 
Romeo  entered,  and  thunders  of  applause  welcomed 
the  handsome  and  graceful  lover. 

Could  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  Can  this  be  Major 
Egerton  1  Yes — ^he  smiles — that  wicked  and  heart- 
leas  smile  cannot  be  mistaken  ;  and  his  voice — that 
tuneless  grating  voices — It  is  he.    What  can  it 


mean  ?     Is  it  a  joke  or  a  firolic,  or  some  ftnnge 
caprice  of  fortune  t 

That  grating  voice  which  betrayed  him  to  me 
ruined  him  with  the  house.  It  had  sudden  and  most 
ludicrous  breaks  from  a  high  hoarse  croak,  down  at 
once  into  a  shrill  squeak  ;  so  that  in  spite  of  grace 
and  figure,  and  a  tolerable  conception  of  his  author, 
he  was  fairly  laughed  down.  I  did  my  best  to 
sustain  him,  but  I  was  almost  alone  in  the  good- 
natured  attempt 

Two  days  after,  turning  short  round  the  transept 
of  the  Abbey  church,  I  came  full  upon  Major 
Egerton,  who  was  standing  alone,  with  a  listless 
and  melancholy  air. 

"  Major,"  saM  I — then  correcting  myself — *«  Mr. 
Monfort" — with  an  ofter  of  my  hand.  He  met 
me  boldly — ««  Herbert,"  said  he,  "  I  see  you  know 
my  misfortunes."  **  Not  at  all — I  saw  you  in  Ro- 
meo, but  wherefore  you  were  Romeo  I  could  not 
guess." 

**  Sheer  necessity — a  run  of  ill  luck  and  other 
misfortunes  to  which  youn^  soldiers  are  exposed, 
threw  me  out  of  favour  with  my  uncle  the  old 
general,  and  into  the  King's  Bench.  At  last  I 
sold  my  commission,  and  resolved  on  a  new  pro- 
fession* I  had  trusted  to  succeed  on  the  stage ;  I 
knew  that  this  husky  throat  of  mine  made  the  at- 
tempt hazardous,  yet  Gifford  and  his  brother  wags 
had  laughetl  at  "the  hoarse  croak  of  KemUe's 
foggy  throat,"  and  if  art  and  taste  had  overcome 
his  defects,  why  might  they  not  mine  also?  But 
it  is  all  over  now^" 

**  Then  you  do  not  mean  to  pursue  the  profes- 
sion ?"  *<  No— the  manager  talks  of  twelve  and 
sixpence  a  week,  and  ordered  me  to  study  Bar- 
dolph  for  Cooke's  Falstaff  on  Monday.  I  must 
seek  my  fortune  elsewhere.  If  nothing  better 
offers,  I'll  to  my  old  trade,  and  enlist  as  a  sddier. 
In  the  meanwhile  lend  me  a  g^uinea  for  old  ac- 
quaintance sake. 

I  did  so,  and  saw  no  more  of  him  at  Bath.  I 
soon  after  left  England  for  the*  continent  At 
Dover,  before  the  quarters  of  some  general  officer, 
I  saw  the  ci-devant  Major  Egerton  on  duty  as  a 
sentinel — a  private  soldier.  I  did  not  speak  to 
him,  nor  did  he  seem  to  observe  me ;  but  I  was 
sure  of  my  man. 

The  studies  and  the  amusements  of  Paris,  dui^ 
ing  the  winter,  and  the  excitement  of  travel  for 
the  reat  of  the  year,  soon  pot  my  unlucky  major 
out  of  my  head ;  except  that  now  and  then  when 
I  fell  into  a  narrative  mood,  I  would  tell  his  story 
to  some  of  my  young  countrymen,  generally  end- 
ing it  with  a  Johnsonian  morality ;  *<  that  nothing 
could  supply  the  want  of  prudence,  and  that  con- 
tinued irregularity  will  make  knowledge  uselesa, 
wit  ridiculous,  and  talent  contemptible." 

In  those  days  it  was  not  easy  to  get  a  oomfortft- 
ble  passage  from  France  to  the  United  States,  so 
that  I  was  obliged  to  return  home  by  the  way  of 
England.  I  therefore  crossed  from  Holland  to 
Harwich.  Not  far  from  the  road  up  to  London 
was  the  country-seat  of  a  wealthy  gentleman,  who 
had  married  a  pretty  American  cousin  of  mine. 
I  gladly  seixed  the  opportunity  of  paying  Sophia 
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a  tun,  tnd  as  wiUinglj  accepted  ber  husband's 
iDTitadon  to  spend  a  day  or  two  with  them.  The 
next  day  was  Sunday. 

«  You  wiU  go  with  us  to  church,"  said  Sophia ; 
"your  passion  for  gothic  churches  and  old  monu- 
ments will  be  gratified  there.  We  have  an  old 
carved  pulpit,  said  to  be  without  its  match  in  Eng- 
land." 

«  Yes,  cousin,  but  what  shall  we  find  in  thef^ul- 
pit  toJay  1" 

**  Oh,  our  rector  I  suppose.  He  is  not  quite 
sQch  a  preacher  bb  your  Dr.  Mason,  yet  they  say 
he  is  Tcry  agreeable  in  society ;  though  I  know  ht- 
tle  about  him,  for  my  husband  holds  him  in  per- 
fect detestation."  , 

So  we  went  to  the  village  church.  As  I  fol- 
lowed Sophia  up  the  aisle,  the  *<  Dearly  beloved 
brethren,"  grated  on  my  ear  in  that  voice  which  I 
can  never  forget  I  looked  up  in  amazement  In 
the  reading  desk,  duly  attired  in  surpUce  and  band, 
•tood  Major  Egerton  !*' 

I  could  not  allow  v^  cousin  to  enter  the  pew, 
without  asking  her,  in  a  hurried  whisper :  *<  Who 
i«  the  clergyman  1"  <*  Mr.  Egerton,  the  rector," 
ihe  replied,  as  coldly  as  if  there  was  nothing 
■trange  in  the  matter.  I  was  lost  in  wonder,  and 
•tood  during  the  whole  service  leaning  over  the 
high  oak  pew,  gazing  at  the  rector  in  all  the  fidget- 
ty  impatience  of  curiosity.  He  rattled  through  the 
•ervice,  psalms,  lessons,  litany  and  all,  in  little 
more  than  half  an  hour,  and  then  preached  a  ser- 
mon of  twelve  minutes,  which  I  believe  was  a  pa- 
per of  the  Rambler,  with  a  scriptural  text  substi- 
tuted for  the  classical  motto.  To  do  Egerton  jus- 
tice, there  was  nothing  of  levity  or  affectation  in 
his  manner ;  but  it  was  as  rapid,  cold,  and  mecha- 
nical as  possible. 

As  soon  as  it  was  over,  without  thinking  of  my 
friends,  or  any  one  else,  I  bustled  through  the  re- 
tiring cong^gation,  and  met  the  rector  alone  at 
the  foot  of  his  pulpit  stairs.  He  bad  observed  me 
before,  and  now  greeted  roe  with  a  laugh.  <*  So," 
said  he,  **  Herbert,  you  see  circumstances  have  al- 
tered with  me  since  you  saw  me  at  Dover^  a  poor 
private  in  the  49ih." 

**  They  have  indeed,  but  what  does  it  mean  ?" 

"  Nothing  more  than  that  a  rich  and  noble  cousin 
was  ashamed  of  having  a  relation  and  a  godson 
who  bore  his  name,  and  had  borne  a  commission 
in  his  Majesty's  service,  now  known  to  be  a  pri- 
vate of  foot  He  paid  my  debts,  took  me  out  of 
the  ranks,  and  was  about  to  ship  me  off  for  Sierra 
Leone,  as  clerk  of  the  courts  there,  when  this  liv- 
ing, which  is  his  gifl,  became  vacant  I  had  Greek 
and  Latin  enough  left  out  of  my  old  Harrow  stock 
for  any  ordinary  parson ;  and  the  living  is  not  bad. 
So  having  no  particular  fancy  to  spend  my  days 
*aU  among  the  Hottentots  a  capering  on  shore,' 
I  begged  the  living,  and  got  myself  japanned." 

"  Japanned  /"  said  L 

**  Yes,  got  my  red  coat  dyed  black,  you  know. 
The  Bishop  of  JLiondon  was  squeamish  about  me, 

though  I  don't  see  why;  but  his  Lordship  of 

had  no  such  silly  scruples,  and  I  have  been  these 
two  mouths  rector  of  Bumngton  cum  Norton." 


My  fidr  cousin  and  her  worUiy  husband  were 
waiting  for  me  at  the  church  door,  and  our  con- 
versation ended  abruptly  with  some  common-place 
offers  of  civility.  When  I  rejoined  my  friends,  the 
suspicious  looks  which  my  host  cast  at  me,  showed 
that  my  apparent  intimacy  with  tus  new  leetor 
was  not  at  fdl  calculated  to  raise  me  in  his  estima- 
tion. I  had  to  explain,  by  relating  my  former 
New  York  acquaintance  with  the  ex-major;  and 
then  by  way  of  repelling  all  suspicions  of  too  close 
intimacy,  on  our  way  home  took  occasion  to  vent 
my  indignation  at  the  system  of  church  and  state, 
which  could  tolerate  such  abuses  of  the  ecclesias- 
tical establishment  At  last  I  grew  eloquent  and 
declamatory,  and  finished  by  quoting  Cowper: 

"  From  such  apostles,  oh  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preserve  the  church  !  and  lay  not  careless  hands 
On  skulls  that  caunot  leach. and  wiU4u)t  learn." 

The  John  Bullism  of  my  good  host  was  roused. 
He  could  not  bear  that  a  foreigner  should  censure 
any  institution  of  his  country,  whatever  he  might 
think  of  it  himselfl  He  too  became  eloquent ;  and 
thus  we  lost  sight  of  the  rector  in  the  dust  of  an 
argument  which  lasted  till  evening.  . 

On  Monday  I  went  up  to  London,  and  soon  af- 
ter returned  home. 

On  my  second  visit  to  Europe  some  years  after, 
I  became  very  intimate  with  a  party  of  young 
Cantabs,  some  of  them  rich,  and  all  of  them  well 
educated,  who  were  sufifering  under  that  uneasi- 
ness  at  hom^,  and  desire  of  locomotion  abroad, 
which  infects  idle  Englishmen  of  affl  ages ;  a  ma- 
lady of  which,  by  the  way,  we  have  inherited  a 
full  share  with  our  English  blood.  Shut  out  from 
the  common  tour  of  Europe  by  the  domination 
of  Napoleon,  my  Cambridge  friends  had  planned 
a  grand  tour  to  Russia,  Greece,  Turkey,  Egypt, 
and  thance  perhaps  to  Persia  and  India.  I  was 
easily  persuaded  Ito  be  of  the  party. 

This,  of  course,  is  not  the  place  to  relate  my 
travels,  nor,  indeed,  is  it  necessary  that  I  should 
ever  do  it  My  companions  have  long  ago  antici- 
\  pa  ted  me  in  sundry  well  printed  London  quartos, 
^.with'  splendid  engravings ;  wherein  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  perpetuated  by  the  burin  of  Heath 
and  other  great  artists,  now,  perched  half  way  up 
a  pyramid,  then  jolting  on  the  bare  back  of  a  hard- 
trotting  camel,  and  sometimes  sitting  cross-legged 
on  the  floor  between  two  well-bearded  Turks,  at  a 
Pasha's  dinner  table,  eating  roast  lamb  and  rice 
with  my  fingers.  Meanwhile,  in  the  letter  prow 
I  go  down  to  posterity  as  the  author's  « intelligent 
friend,"  his  <*  amusing  friend,"  and  even  his  "  en- 
terprising friend."  Thus,  upon  the  whole,  with- 
out the  risk  or  trouble  of  authorship,  I  have  gained 
a  very  cheap  and  agreeable  literary  immortality ; 
except,  however,  that  when  any  disaster  occurs  in 
the  tour,  I  am  somehow  made  to  bear  a  much 
larger  portion  of  it  than  I  can  recollect  to  have 
ever  actually  fiillen  to  my  share.  On  all  such  oc- 
casions I  am  made  to  figure  as  *<  our  unfortunate 
friend." 

It  was  not  till  we  had  again  turned  our  faces  to- 
wards civilized  Edrope,  after  having  traversed  in 
all  directions  the  frozen  North  and  the  gorgeous 
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Eaat,  tnd  gaied  on  muij  a  «  forait  and  field  and 
flood,  temple  and^ower/'  renowned  in  aong  or  in 
Btoiy,  that  we  reached  the  land  of  Egypt 

We  had  consumed  a  full  year  in  our  tour  more 
than  we  had  calculated  on,  and  were  all  of  us  in 
a  feverish  anxiety  to  return  home.  We  therefore, 
una  voce,  <gaTe  op  the  thoughts  of  penetrating  to 
the  sources  of  the  Nile,  and  of  eating  lire  beef- 
steaks with  Bruce's  Abyssinian  friends. 

But  the  Pyramids  and  the  Sphinx,  and  the 
other  wonders  of  antiquity  thereunto  appurtenant, 
we  could  not  return  without  seeing,  though  they 
must  be  seen  in  haste.     And  we  did  see  them. 

It  was  after  having  seen  all  the  sights,  and  ex- 
plored the  great  Pyramid  in  the  usual  way  within, 
and  clambered  to  its  top  without,  whilst  my  fatigued 
companions  were  resting  in  the  shade  with  our 
^uard,  that  I,  who  am  proof  against  any  fatigue  of 
this  sort,  and  a  little  vain  too  of  being  so,  strolled 
forward  towards  the  Sphinx,  which,  as  everybody 
knows,  rears  its  ugly  (colossal  head  out  the  sand 
at  some  distance  in  front  of  what  is  called  the  se- 
cond Pyramid.  I  was  standing  near  it,  making  a 
sketch,  after  my  fashion,  of  the  relative  position  of 
the  four  great  Pyramids,  when  I  was  startled 
by  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  gay  troop  of  Mame- 
luke horse,  whose  approach  had  been  hidden  from 
my  sight  by  the  ruins  of  the  small  pyramid  on  my 
left,  and  who  now  suddenly  darted  by  me  in  gal- 
lant style.  To  my  surprise,  the  leader  of  the  troop, 
who,  from  the  dazzling  splendour  of  his  equip- 
[nents,  seeme(f  to  be  a  chief  of  rank,  in  passing 
looked  me  full  in  the  fece,  and  then  rapidly  wheel- 
ing twice  round  me,  sprang  from  his  horse.  In 
the  meanwhile,  his  party,  to  whom  he  gave  some 
t>rief  command,  went  on  at  a  slow  walk,  and  halted 
in  the  shade  of  a  neighbouring  ruin. 

The  stranger  stood  silently  before  me,  tall  and 
itately,  in  that  gorgeous  amplitude  and  splendour 
^  dress  which  Eastern  warriors  love.  His  wide 
icarlet  trowscrs  marked  him  as  a  Mameluke.  A 
-ich  cashmere  shawl,  such  as  an  English  Duchess 
night  have  envied,  was  fancifully  wreathed,  tur- 
>an-like,  round  his  helm,  and  fell  over  his  shoul- 
lers.  This,  as  well  as  his  clasped  and  silver- 
ttounted  pistols  and  jewel-hilted  dagger  in  his  belt, 
md  his  crooked  cimeter  in  its  crimson  velvet 
iheath,  with  gold  bosses  and  hilt,  marked  the  rank 
ind  wealth  of  the  wearer.  So  too  did  his  slender- 
imbed,  small-headed,  bright-eyed  iron-grey  Ara- 
>ian,  with  black  legs,  mane,  and  tail,  and  sprinkled 
ill  over  with  little  stars  of  white,  who  had  a  mo- 
nent  before  passed  me  with  the  swiftness  of  an  ar- 
ow's  flight,  and  who  now  stood  behind  his  roas- 
er,  with  the  reins  loose  on  his  neck,  gentle  and 
locile  as  a  spaniel. 

Supposing  that  this  might  be  some  Turk  whom 
'.  had  known  at  Alexandria  or  Cairo,  I  looked  him 
ull  in  the  fece,  but  could  not  recollect  having  seen 
lim  before.  He  appeared  young,  except  that  his 
loal-black  whiskers  and  beard  were  here  and  there 
l^rizzled  by  a  greyish  hair.  The  scar  of  a  deep 
labre  cut  across  the  forehe^  and  left  cheek,  showed 
lim  no  holiday  soldier.  There  was  nothing  in  his 
nanner  to  excite  alarm,  and  besides,  my  friends, 


with  a  very  atroog  goaid  of  hone,  were  within 
hearing. 

After  mutually  gaxing  on  each  other  for  some 
moments,  the  customary  ialaam  of  oriental  saluta- 
tion was  on  my  lips,  when  I  was  startled  by  his 
grasping  my  hand  with  a  genuine  English  shake, 
and  calling  me  by  name,  in  a  well-known  voice. 
Then,  too,  the  thickly  mustachioed  upper  lip  drew 
bact,  and  showed  me  the  well-remend>ered  tiger- 
like smile. 

**  Egerton— can  it  be  1 — Major — "  said  I. 

«  No— Hussein — Hussein  Al  Rus.*' 

<*  Then  this  is  not  the  Reverend  Rector  of^" 
I  proceeded,  perplexed  and  confused,  though  certain 
as  to  my  man. 

"  Yes — but  that  was  six  long  yeara  ago.  An 
awkward  circumstance  occurred  which  made  it  ex- 
pedient for  me  to  leave  England ;  as  I  had  no  fan- 
cy to  gain  posthumous  renown,  like  Dr.  Dodd,  by 
preaching  my  own  funeral  sermon  and  being  hung 
in  my  canonicals.'' 

«  But  how  is  it  that  you  tke  in  Egypt ;  and  that, 
it  seems,  in  honour  and  affluence  1" 

<*  Yes.  It  goes  well  enough  with  me  here.  Ac- 
cident brought  me  to  Egypt  The  Pasha  wanted 
men  who  knew  European  tactics,  and  I  found  a 
place  in  his  service.  Another  accident,  of  which 
I  bear  the  mark,  (passing  his  hand  across  his  fore- 
head,) placed  me  about  his  person,  .^ti  re^e,  I 
made  my  own  way,  and  have  a  very  pretty  com- 
mand, which  I  would  not  care  to  exchange  for  any 
regiment  in  his  Majesty's  service." 

*<  But  the  language  V* 

*<0h — I  have  a  great  fiicility  in  catching  lan- 
guages by  the  ear.  I  believe  I  owe  it  to  my  Tus- 
carora  education.  Apropos — How  is  Good  Peter? 
Is  the  old  man  alive  V  I  was  about  to  tell  him 
what  I  knew  about  Good  Peter,  when  he  again 
interrupted  me.  *<  But  for  yourself — what  are 
you  doing  here  ?  Have  you  money-making  Yan- 
kees caught  the  English  foUy  of  digging  up  mum- 
mies, measuring  pyramids,  and  buying  stone  co^ 
fins  ? — sarcophagi  of  Alexander  and  Ptolemy,  as 
the  fools  call  them." 

<*  As  respects  myself,"  I  answered,  **  it  aeema 


so. 


«  Then  I  may  serve  you.  You  onee  did  me  a 
favour,  perhaps  I  can  repay  it  now." 

« I  have  no  favours  to  ask,  but  that  of  your  com- 
pany, and  the  information  you  can  give  me.  I  am 
with  an  English  party,  under  the  protection  of  the 
British  consulate  at  Cairo,  and  have  no  projects 
independent  of  my  friends." 

*<  Ah  \ — is  it  so  ? — then  you  need  nothing  from 
me.  John  Bull  is  in  power  here  just  now,  and  is 
your  best  protector.  I  am  sorry  that  the  company 
you  arc  in  may  prevent  my  seeing  much  of  you. 
But  we'll  meet  somewhere  again.  Good  by,"  said 
he,  leaping  on  his  Arabian.  In  a  few  minutes  he 
was  at  the  head  of  his  troop,  and  in  a  few  more, 
out  of  sight 

<*  Fare  thee  well,"  muttered  I  to  myself^  follow- 
ing him  with  my  eyes  till  he  was  out  of  their 
reach,  "better  thus  than  as  I  saw  thee  last — better 
a  Mohanunedan  renegado  than  a  profligate  priest 


But  why  HuMein  ?     Zimri  should  be  your  name. 

You  are  the  yery  Zimri  of  Dryden^s  glorious  aature.*' 

**In  the  firat  rank  of  these  did  Zimri  staadi 
4  man  so  various  as  he  seemed  to  be, 
Not  one.  but  all  mankind's  epitome." 

Thus  musing  and  quoting  I  rejoined  my  friends; 
whom,  by  the  way,  I  did  not  let  into  the  whole 
histoiy  of  the  Mameloke,  as  he  had  reposed  some 
degree  of  confidence  in  me.  I  satisfied  them  with 
some  general  account  of  meeting  a  Turk  whom 
I  had  seen  before  in  England. 

We  returned  to  Cairo,  and  soon  left  Egypt. 
8lz  months  after  I  landed  once  more  in  New 
York.  Years  rolled  on,  all  pregnant  with  great 
events  to  the  world,  and  with  smaller  ones  of  equal 
interest  to  myselfl  I  did  not  talk  any  more  about 
Egerton  ;  for  his  transformations  had  now  become 
so  multiplied,  that  they  began  to  sound  too  like  a 
traveller's  story  to  be  told  by  as  modest  a  man  as 
I  am.  Besides  there  was  then  no  need  of  telling 
any  old  stories ;  for  those  were  the  glorious  and 
stirring  days  of  Napqleon,  when 

**  Events  of  wonder  swelled  each  gal^, 
And  each  day  brought  a  varytng  laJe." 

Meantime  my  natural  instinct  for  travel-^for  it  is 
certainly  an  instinct — Dr.  Gall,  himself,  once  points 
ed  me  out  in  his  own  lecture-room  as  wholly  de- 
ficient in  the  organ  of  inhabkivcnesSf  and  equally 
conspicuous  for  my  capacity  for  hcalitia.  This 
instinct,  though  long  restrained,  was  as  ardent  as 

ever;  and  when  my  old  fnend  Commodore 

tUTited  me  to  accompany  him  in  his  Mediterranean 
cruise,  to  try  a  neW  seventy-four,  and  parade  our 
naval  force  before  Turks  and  Christians,  I  could 
not  refuse  him. 

Once  more  then  I  gazed  on  the  towers  and 
minarets  of  Constantinople.  Once  more  that  fair 
scene — but  all  that  is  in  Dr.  Clarke  and  the  other 
travellers,  and  I  hate  telling  thrice-told  tales. 

Whilst  at  Constantinople,  or  rather  in  its  su- 
burbs, with  a  party  of  American  officers,  after  hav- 
ing satisfied  our  curiosity,  as  fa;  as  we  could,  on 
the  shore  of  European  Turkey,  my  friends  were 
anxious  to  take  a  look  at  the  Asiatic  coast,  where 
the  true  Turk  was  to  be  seen  in  more  unadulterated 
purity.  80,  among  other  excursions  we  went  to 
Scutari.  It  is  an  old  Turkish  town,  full  of  mosques, 
and  monasteries  of  Dervishes ;  and  the  great  lion 
of  the  place  is  the  exhibition  of  the  Mehvelevehf  or 
dancing  Dervishes,  one  of  the  veiy  few  religious 
ceremonies  of  the  Mohammedans  which  an  infidel 
is  allowed  to  witness. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  that  there  is  so  little  varie- 
ty among  men  in  this  large  world.  Nature  is  in- 
exhaustible in  her  changes,  but  man  is  always 
alike.  Here  are  we  all,  east,  west,  north,  and 
south,  and  have  been  these  two  thousand  years, 
telling  and  hearing  the  same  stories,  laughing  at 
the  same  jokes,  and  playing  the  fool  all  over  in  the 
same  dull  way.  That  the  business  of  life,  and  its 
aoenoe  and  its  pasfdons,  should  be  uniform,  is  a 
matter  of  course.  People  mu8t,;of  necessity,  till 
their  fields  and  learn  their  mathematics,  must  make 
money,  make  war,  make  shoes,  and  make  love, 
pretty  much  as  the  rest  of  the  world  do.    But 


their  fandea  and  their  Ibll^  one  would  think, 
might  be  dissimilar,  irregular,  yqld,  capricious,  and 
original.  Neveilheless  the  nonsense  of  the  world 
smacks  everywhere  of  wearisome  sameness ;  and 
wherever  the  traveller  roams,  the  only  real  variety 
he  finds  in  man  is  that  of  coat,  gown,  cloak,  or 
pelisse— hat,  cap,  helm,  or  turban — the  sitting 
cross-legged  or  on  a  chair — the  eating.dinner  with 
a  fork  or  the  fingers. 

This  nonsense  of  the  dancing  and  howling 
Dervishes  at  Scutari,  is  very  much  the  same  non- 
sense that  many  of  my  readers  must  have  seen  at 
Lebanon  and  Niskayuna  among  our  Shakers.  Ft 
is  a  kind  of  dancing  by  way  of  religious  exercises) 
at  first  heavy,  and  then  becoming  more  and  more 
\iolent  The  chief  difiference  is,  that  the  Turks, 
when  once  excited,  have  more  violence  in  whirl- 
ing round  and  round  on  their  tip-toe%with  shouting 
and  howling,  than  I  have  ^ver  seen  in  our  placid 
and  well-fed  Shaker  monkk  The  Turks  have, 
besides,  the  music  of  flutes  and  tambour,  and  the 
psalter  of  patriarchal  days,  which  they  accompany 
with  a  maniac  guttural  howling  of  Ullahrhoo,  UIf 
lah'hoo.  Those  who  pretend  to  special  sanctity, 
add  some  slight  of  hand  tricks,  such  as  seeming  to 
drive  daggers  into  their  flesh,  and  taking  hot  irons 
into  their  mouths. 

Altogether  it  is  a  very  tedious  and  very  disgust- 
ing spettacle. 

The  emir  or  abbot  of  the  Mohammedan  monas- 
tery was  old  and  fieeble,  and  the  chief  duty  of  lead- 
ing the  dance  and  setting  the  howl,  "devolved  upon 
a  kind  of  aid-de-camp,  to  whom  great  respect  was 
evidently  paid.  He  had  the  ordering  of  the  whole 
ceremony,  and  the  arranging  of  spectators,  and 
was  in  &ct,  as  one  of  my  naval  companions  called 
him,  the  Beau  Nash  of  the  Dervishes'  ball-room. 

He  was  a  stout  dirty  Turk,  with  bushy  gray 
locks  and  beard,  dressed  in  the  old  costiune  of  his 
fraternity;  his  brow  overshadowed  by  the  cap 
which  they  wear  instead  of  the  graccfid  turban  of 
the  east,  and  his  cheek  swelled  up  with  that  tu- 
mour and  scar,  which  is  left  by  the  peculiar  dis- 
temper of  some  Syrian  cities,  and  is  called,  in  Tur- 
key, the  Aleppo  ttunour.  I  remarked  too,  that  his 
eyes,  before  he  was  excited  by  the  dance,  had  that 
dreamy  vacancy,  and  his  skin  that  ghastly  pale 
glossiness,  whidb  indicate  the  habitual  opium-taker. 

This  fellow  eyed  our  party  frequently  and  close- 
ly, and,  as  I  thought,  seemed  to  meditate  some 
plan  for  laying  us  under  special  contribution. 

When  the  dance  was  over,  and  the  rabble,  who 
formed  the  mass  of  the  congregation,  had  gone 
oft*,  our  guide  proceeded  to  show  us  the  monastery, ' 
which  I  thought  curious  only  because  it  diflered 
less  than  I  had  expected  firom  the  convents  of 
Europe.  Just  as  we  were  going  oft*,  an  underling 
howler  pulled  me  by  the  coat,  and  pointed  to  a 
cell  with  many  gesticulations,  and  some  word? 
which  I  could  not  understand.  Our  guide  told 
me  that  I  was  specially  honoured,  for  I  was  in- 
vited to  converse  separately  with  the  Dervish 
Yussuf  the  Wise,  a  most  holy  man,  and,  as  he 
said,  commonly  called  ttie  Wise,  because  he  was 
thought  to  be  out  of  his  senses. 
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I  entered,  and  found  my  dirty,  dancing,  howl- 
ing, iwelled-iaoed,  gray-bearded  Beau  Nash  of  the 
moming^B  sendee,  stretched  on  a  carpet,  evidently 
overcome  with  fatigue,  and  solacing  himself  with 
a  little  box  of  Mask^llah,  a  kind  of  opium  lo> 
zenges.  Scarcely  were  we'  alone,  than  he  rose 
with  an  air  of  dignity,  and  startled  me  by  address-  ' ' 
ing  me  in  English. 

•<Time  has  laid  his  hand  gently  upon  you, 
Francis  Herbert  You  are  stoutei^— and  I  see 
gray  hairs  straggling  through  your  brown  cprls — 
otherwise  you  are  unchanged  since  I  left  you  in 
America  twenty-five  years  ago.  I  am  old.  I  am 
old  before  my  time.  Prisons  and  battles  and  the 
plague  have  borne  me  down.  But  the  hand  of 
God  is  with  me.  He  is  great,  Mohammed  is  his 
prophiet.     Mohammed  Resoul  Allah !" 

«  What — Egerton ! — Hussein ! — ^when — how- 
why  left  you  Egypt  1". 

« It  was  so  written  in  the  eternal  counpils  of  him 
who  fashions  all  things  to  his  wilL  It  was  fore- 
ordained— even  as  all  things  are  fore-ordained — 
that  I  should  escape  from  the  tyrant  and  become 
a  prophet,  and  a  holy  one.  In  that  predestination  is 
thy  fkte  mysteriously  linked  to  mine." 

His  eye  kindled,  his  form  dilated,  and  he  burst 
into  the  horrible  howl  of  his  order — Vllah-hoo, 

Was  this  fanaticism  ?  Was  this  lunacy  1  Was 
it  the  temporary  intoxication  of  opium;  or  was 
this  wretched  man  masking  under  wild  enthusiasm 
some  deep  plot  of  ambition  or  fraud  t 

I  know  not  I  was  glad  to  leave  the  cell.  I 
left  it  wondering,  sorrowing,  disgusted,  and  have 
never  since  seen  him. 

Yet  frequently  in  crowds,  or  in  the  hurry  of 
commercial  cities,  I  have  met  foces  that  seemed 
familiar  to  me,  though  I  knew  them  not,  and  I 
have  often  fancied  some  of  them  to  be  his. 

Sometimes,  too,  I  dream  of  this  fearful  Proteus, 
and  meet  him  in  new  shapes. 

It  was  but  last  vireek  that  I  supped  in  company 
with  an  intelligent  English  officer,  who  had  ac- 
companied Lord  Amherst  in  his  mission  to  Pekin, 
and  went  to  bed  with  my  head  full  of  China  and 
its  customs.  I  dreamt  Uiat  our  government  had 
sent  out  Dr.  Mitchell  as  ambassador  to  the  Celestial 
Empire,  and  that  I  accompanied  my  learned  friend. 
The  moment  we  arrived  at  Canton,  a  fat  old  man- 
darin, with  a  blue  button  in  his  cap,  and  a  gilt 
dragon  on  his  breast,  came  on  board  our  frigate, 
flourished  his  hands  twenty  times,  and  thumped 
his  forehead  as  often  on  the  deck,  and  then  jump- 
ing up,  burst  into  a  laugh,  and  asked  me  if  I  did  not 
recollect  the  Black  Wild  Cat,  alias  the  Reverend 
Major,  Rector,  Romeo,  Bardolph,  Hussein,  Yussuf 
Egerton. 
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there  displayed,  did  not  whoQy  disarm  tbat  dislike; 
I  could  not  help  feeling  towuds  an  establishment, 
which,  poasesstng  so  much  learning  and  so  much 
real  talent,  had  for  the  last  century,  in  its  public 
and  academic  capacity,  done  so  very  little  for  the 
improvement  of  education,  and  had  so  long  been 
the  sanctuary  of  unworthy  (Mrejudices,  and  the 
solid  barrier  against  liberal  principles.  Bat  when 
I  beheld  her  halls  and  chapels,  filled  with  the 
monuments,  and  statues,  and  pictures,  of  the  illus- 
trious men  who  had  been  educated  in  her  several 
colleges ;  when  I  saw  the  walls  covered  with  the 
portraits  of  those  great  scholars  and  eloquent  di- 
vines, whose  doctrines  are  taught,  or  whose  works 
are  daily  consulted  by  the  clergy  of  all  sects 
throughout  our  republic— of  the  statesmen,  and 
judges,  whose  opinions  and  decisions  are  every 
day  cited  as  authorities  at  our  bar  and  in  our  legis- 
lative bodies— of  the  poets  and  orators,  whose 
works  form  the  study  of  our  youth  and  the  amuse- 
ment of  our  leisure, — I  could  not  but  confess  that 
the  young  man  who  lived  and  studied  in  such  a 
presence  must  be  dull  and  brutal  indeed,  if  he 
was  not  sometimes  roused  into  aspirations  after 
excellence,  if  the  countenances  of  the  great  men 
who  looked  down  upon  him  did  not  sometimes 
fill  his  soul  with  generous  thoughts  and  high  con- 
templations. 


THE  FUTURE. 

ntOM  THS  SAMS. 


I  WELL  remember  the  vivid  impressions  pro- 
duced upon  my  own  mind  several  years  ago,  when 
I  first  saw  the  University  of  Oxford.  The  quiet 
grandeur  and  the  pomp  of  literary  ease  which  are 


FomxieH  criticism  has  contemptuously  told  us, 
that  the  national  pride  of  Americans  rests  more 
upon  the  anticipation  of  the  future,  than  on  the 
recollections  of  the  past  Allowing  for  a  little 
malicious  exaggeration,  this  is  not  far  fit>m  the 
truth.  It  is  so.  It  ought  to  be  so.  Wliy  should 
it  not  be  so  1 

Our  national  existence  has  been  quite  long 
enough,  and  its  events  sufficiently  various,  to  prove 
the  value  and  permanence  of  our  civil  and  politi- 
cal establishments,  to  dissipate  the  doubts  of  their 
friends,  and  to  disappoint  the  hopes  of  their  ene- 
mies. Our  past  history  is  to  us  the  pledge,  the 
earnest,  tfie  type  of  the  greater  future.  We  may 
read  in  it  the  fortunes  of  our  descendants,  and  wiUi 
an  assured  confidence  look  forward  to  a  long  and 
continued  advance  in  all  that  can  make  a  people 
great 

If  this  is  a  theme  full  of  proud  thoughts,  it  is 
also  one  that  should  penetrate  us  with  a  deep  and 
solemn  sense  of  duty.  Our  humblest  honest  ef> 
forts  to  perpetuate  the  liberties,  or  animate  the 
patriotism  of  this  people,  to  purify  their  morali, 
or  to  excite  their  genius,  will  be  felt  long  after  us, 
in  a  widening  and  more  widening  sphere,  until 
they  reach  a  distant  posterity,  to  whom  our  very 
names  may  be  unknown. 

Every  swelling  wave  of  our  doubling  and  still 
doubling  population,  as  it  rolls  from  the  Atlantic 
cofist,  inland,  onward  toward  the  Pacific,  most 
bear'  upon  its  bosom  the  influence  of  the  taste, 
learning,  morals,  freedom  of  this  generation. 
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AMERICAN  HISTORY. 

nUM  MKOCMS  BKVOBS  THX  NSW  TOBK  HlBTOEIOALIOCnrT. 

Th*  study  of  the  history  of  mo«t  other  nations 
fills  the  mind  with  eentimcnU  not  unlike  those 
which  the  American  traveller  feels  on  entering  the 
venerable  and  lofty  cathedral  of  some  proud  old 
dty  of  Europe.  Its  solemn  grandeur,  its  vastness, 
ito  obscurity,  strike  awe  to  his  heart  From  the 
richly  painted  windows,  filled  with  sacred  emblems 
and  strange  antique  forms,  a  dim  reUgious  light 
fidls  around.  A  thousand  recollections  of  romance 
and  poetry,  and  legendary  story,  come  thronging 
in  upon  him.  He  is  surrounded  by  the  tombs  ef 
the  mighty  dead,  rich  with  the  labours  of  ancient 
art,  and  emblazoned  with  the  pomp  of  heraldry. 

What  names  does  he  read  upon  them  ?    Those 
of  princes  and  nobles  who  are  now  remembered  only 
for  their  vices;  and  of  sovereigns,  at  whose  death 
no  tears  were  shed,  and  whose  memories  lived  not 
an  hour  in  the  aflfections  of  their  people.    There, 
too,  he  sees  other  names,  long  familiar  to  him  for 
their  guilty  or  ambiguous  fame.     There  rest,  the 
blood-stained  soldier  of  fortune— the  orator,  who 
was  ever  the  ready  apologist  of  tyranny— great 
scholars,  who  were  the   pensioned   flatterers  of 
power — and  poets,  who  profaned  the  high  gift  of 
genius,  to  pamper  the  vices  of  a  corrupted  court. 
Our  own  history,  on  the  contrary,  like  that 
poetical  temple  of  fame,  reared  by  the  imagination 
of  Chaucer,  and  decorated  by  the  taste  of  Pope, 
is  almost  exclusively  dedicated  to  the  memory  of 
the  truly  great    Or  rather,  like  the  Pantheon  of 
Rome,  it  stands  in  calm  and  severe  beauty  amid 
the  ruins  of  ancient  magnificence  and  « the  toys 
of  modern  state."     Within,  no  idle  ornament  en- 
cumbers its  bold  simplicity.     The  pure  light  of 
heaven  enters  from  above  and  sheds  an  equal  and 
serene  radiance   around.     As  the   eye   wanders 
ahout  ite  extent,  it  beholds  the  unadorned  monu- 
mento  of  brave  and  good  men  who  have  bled  or 
toiled  for  their  country,  or  it  rests  on  votive  tab- 
lets inscribed  with  the  names  of  the  best  bene- 
&ctors  of  mankind. 

Hie  manus,  ob  pairiain  pomando.  volnera  paMi, 
Quique  »acerdotc»  casti,  dum  vita  roanebat, 
Quique  pii  vales,  el  Phoe»>o  digna  loculi, 
Inventas  aut  viiain  eicolucre  per  artes.t 
Quique  «ui  memores,  alios  fecere  raerendo.* 

Doubtless,  this  is  a  subject  upon  which  we 
may  be  justly  proud.  But  there  is  another  consi- 
deration, which,  if  it  did  not  naturally  ari^  of  it^ 
self;  would  be  pressed  upon  us  by  the  taunts  of 
£urope4in  criticism. 

What  has  this  nation  done  to  repay  the  world 
for  the  bcnefite  we  have  received  from  others  1  We 
ha,vc  been  repeatedly  told,  and  sometimes,  too,  in 
a  tone  of  affected  impartiality,  that  the  highest 
praise  which  can  fairly  be  given  to  the  American 
mind,  is  that  of  possessing  an  enlightened  selfish- 
ness; that  if  the  philosophy  and  talents  of  this 

•  Patriots  are  here,  in  Frfcdom's  baules  slain, 
Priests,  whose  long  lives  were  closed  without  a  stain, 
Bards  worthy  him  who  breathed  the  poet's  mind, 
Pounders  of  arts  that  dignify  mankind, 
And  lovers  of  our  race,  whose  labours  jfave 
Their  names  a  memor>  that  defies  »he  ffrave. 

ViBoiii— From  the  MS.  of  Bryant 


country,  with  all  theb  eflfects,  were  for  ever  swept 
into  oblivion,  the  loss  would  be  felt  only  by  ourw 
selves;  and  that  if  to  the  accuracy  of  this  general 
charge,  the  labours,  of  Franklin  present  an  illus- 
trious, it  is  still  but  a  solitary,  exception. 

The  answer  may  be  given,  confidently  and  tri- 
umphantly. .  Without  abandoning  the  fame  of  our 
eminent  men,  whom  Europe  has  been  sbw  and 
reluctant  to  honour,  we  would  reply,  that  the  in- 
tellectual power  of  this  people  has  exerted  itself 
in  conformity  to  the  general  system  of  our  inrtitu- 
tions  &nd  manners;  and  therefore,  that,  §at  the 
proof  of  its  existence  and  the  measiure  of  its  force, 
we  must  look  not  so  much  to  the  works  of  ppomi- 
ncpt  individuals,  as  to  the  great  aggregate  results; 
and  if  Europe  has  hitherto  been  wilfully  blind  to 
the  value  of  our  example  and  the  exploits  of  our 
sagacity,  courage,  invention,  and  freedom,  the  blame 
must  rest  with  her,  and  not  with  America. 

Is  it  nothing  for  the  universal  good  of  mankind 
to  have  carried  into  successful  operation  a  system 
of  self-government,  uniting  personal  liberty,  firee- 
dom  of  opinion,  and  equality  of  rights,  with  na- 
tional power  and  dignity;  such  as  had  before 
existed  only  in  the  Utopian  dreams  of  philoso- 
phers 1     Is  it  nothing,  in  moral  science,  to  have 
anticipated  in  sober  reaUty,  numerous  plans  of  re- 
form in  civil  and  criminal  jurisprudence,  which 
are,  but  now,  received  as  plausible  theories  by  the 
politicians  and  economists  of  Europe  1     Is  it  no- 
thing to  have  been  able  to  call  forth  on  every  emer- 
gency, either  in  war  or  peace,  a  body  of  talents  al- 
ways equal  to  the  difficulty  1    Is  it  nothing  to  have, 
in  less  than  a  half  century,  exceedingly  improve 
the  sciences  of  political  economy,  of  law,  and  of 
medicine,  with  all  their  auxiliary  branches ;  to  have 
enriched  human  knowledge  by  the  accumulation  of 
a  great  mass  of  useful  fiicts  and  observations,  and 
to  have  augmented  the  power  and  the  comforts  of 
civilized  man,  by  miracles  of  mechanical  inven- 
tion 1     Is  it  nothing  to  have  given  the  world  «- 
amples  of  disinterested  patriotism,  of  political  wis- 
dom, of  public  virtue ;  of  learning,  eloquence,  and 
valour,  never  exerted  save  for  some  praiseworthy 
endt     It  is  sufficient  to  have  briefly  suggested 
these  considerations ;  every  mind  would  anticipate 
me  in  filluig  up  the  details. 

No— Land  of  Liberty !  thy  children  have  no 
cause  to  blush  for  thee.  What  though  the  arts 
have  reared  few  monuments  among  us,  and  scarce 
a  trace  of  the  Muse's  footstep  is/ound  in  the  paths 
of  our  forests,  or  along  the  banks  of  our  rivers; 
yet  our  soil  has  been  consecrated  by  the  blood  of 
heroes,  and  by  great  and  holy  deeds  of  peace.  Its 
wide  extent  has  become  one  vast  temple  and  hal- 
lowed asylum,  sanctified  by  the  prayers  and  bless- 
ings of  the  persecuted  of  every  sect,  and  the 
wretched  of  all  nations. 

Land  of  Refuge — Land  of  Benedictions !  Those 
prayers  still  arise,  and  they  still  are  heard :  "  May 
peace  be  within  thy  viralls,  and  plenteoosness 
within  thy  palaces!"  «May  there  be  no  decay, 
no  leading  into  captivity,  and  no  complaining 
in  thy  streets  V!  *«  May  truth  flourish  out  of  the 
earth,  and  righteousness  look  down  firom  Heaven." 
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Mr.  Norton  was  born  in  Hingham,  a  rural 
town  near  Boston,  and  was  educated  at  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  recf  iyed  the  degree  of  Ba- 
chelor of  Arts  in  1804.  He  subsequently 
studied  divinity,  but  never  became  a  settled 
clergyman.  He  was  for  a  time  tutor  in  Bo#- 
doin  College,  and  in  1811  was  appointed  tutor 
and  librarian  in  Harvard  University,  in  which 
he  succeeded  William  Ellery  Channing  as 
lecturer  on  biblical  criticism,  in  1813,  and 
upon  the  new  organization  of  the  theological 
department,  in  1819,  was  made  the  first  Dex- 
ter Professor  of  Sacred  Literature,  which  office 
he  held  until  compelled  by  ill  health  to  resign 
it  in  1830.  During  all  this  period  Mr.  Nor- 
ton was  a  close  student,  and  besides  the  ordi- 
nary advantages  of  American  scholars  he  had 
the  intimate  friendship  of  many  learned  men, 
and  the  constant  use  of  the  be^t  library  on  the 
continent.  His  attainments  were  not  merely 
scholastic.  The  cultivation  of  his  taste  and  un- 
derstanding was  as  remarkable  as  the  compass 
of  his  classical  studies.  There  were  few  sub- 
jects of  metaphysics  with  which  he  was  not 
familiar,  and  he  could  turn  from  the  driest  dis- 
quisition to  discuss  with  equal  discrimination 
the  last  new  poem  or  romance. 

Although  while  connected  with  the  uni- 
versity Mr.  Norton  wrote  many  articles  for 
the  literary  and  theological  journals,  and  in 
the  same  period  published  several  tracts,  and 
in  every  thing  displayed  exact  and  compre- 
hensive learning,  and  a  style  singularly  clear, 
compact,  and  beautiful,  yet  his  reputation  as  a 
man  of  letters  and  as  a  theologian  rests  chiefiy 
upon  his  Evidences  of  the  Genuineness  of  the 
Gospels,  to  which  he  has  devoted  nearly  half 
of  his  life,  a  longer  time  than  has  been  given 
to  the  composition  of  any  other  work  in  Ame- 
rican literature.  The  first  volume  appeared 
in  1837,  eight  years  after  its  commencement,  ^ 
and  the  second  and  third  in  1844.  In  these 
are  comprised  the  historical  proofs  that  the 
gospels  were  actually  written  by  the  persons 
whose  names  they  bear,  and  in  a  fourth  vo- 
lume he  proposes  to  discuss  the  internal  evi- 
dence of  the  same  feet. 
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Although  the  subject  of  this  work  has  been 
so  fruitful  of  discussion  for  many  centuries, 
Mr.  Norton's  treatment  of  it  is  eminently  ori- 
ginal both  in  positions  and  in  scope  and  man- 
ner of  argument.  The  edifice  of  Christian 
evidence  h^  has  entirely  reconstructed.  His 
object  appears  to  be  not  so  much  to  combat 
infidels,  popularly  so  called,  as  a  class  of 
nominally  Christian  critics,  most  common  in 
Germany,  who  as  if  intent  upon  astonishing 
the  world  with  the  independence  of  their  faith, 
proclaim  it  while  endeavouring  to  batter  down 
all  the  foundations  upon  which  that  of  others 
is  founded.  They  admit  that  Matthew,  Mark, 
and  Luke  were  in  some  sense  the  autliors  of 
the  books  which  are  attributed  to  them,  but 
deny  that  these  books  are  their  original,  inde- 
pendent, and  uncorrupted  compositions;  and 
while  less  doubtful  of  the  grenuineness  of  the 
gospel  of  John,  are  not  prepared  to  admit  that 
it  is  beyond  controversy.  Mr.  Norton  on  the 
contrary  maintains  the  real  Christian  doctrine 
respecting  the  authorship  of  the  gospels,  and 
that  they  Contain  true  narratives  of  our  Sa- 
viour's life  and  ministry ;  and  does  this  with 
such  copiousness  of  learning,  particularly  in 
Greek  philosophy  and  patristic  literature; 
soundness  of  judgment  as  to  the  value  of  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  testimony,  and  closeness  and 
clearness  of  reasoning,  that  his  work  may  un- 
doubtedly be  ranked  with  Clarke's,  Butler's, 
Lardner's,  or  any  other  of  the  great  defences 
of  the  Christian  religion. 

Mr.  Norton  has  some  opinions  not  held  by 
the  mass  of  Christian  scholars,  but  whatever 
may  be  thought  of  them,  he  must  be  respected 
for  the  deliberation  with  which  they  were 
formed  and  are  published.  They  are  con- 
tained in  his  dissertation  on  the  Old  Testa- 
ment, in  the  remarks  prefatory  to  which  he 
observes,  that  it  seems  to  him  ^*a  weighty 
offence  against  society  to  advance  and  main- 
tain opinions  on  any  important  subject  con- 
nected with  religion  without  carefully  weigh- 
ing them,  and  without  feeling  assured,  as  hi 
as  may  be,  that  we  shall  find  no  reason  to 
change  our  belief."    The  views  to   which 
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reference  has  been  made  were  therefore  not 
given  to  the  public  until  more  than  ten  years 
after  that  part  of  his  work  in  which  they  are 
embraced  was  originally  written.  They  have 
relation  to  the  books  of  the  Old  Testament, 
•  for  the  genuineness,  authenticity,  and  moral 
and  religious  teachings  of  which  he  does  not 
consider  Christianity  responsible,  any  more 
than  it  is  for  what  is  related  in  the  ecclesi- 
astical histories  of  Eusebius,  Sozomen,  and 
Theodoret  He  contends  that  if  this  proposi- 
tion is  true,  it  goes  far  to  remove  difficulties 
which  have  embarrassed  Christians  in  all 
ages,  as  the  most  popular  and  effective  ob- 


jections of  unbelievers  have  been  directed  not 
against  Christianity,  but  against  the  Jewish 
writings  in  the  divine  origin  of  which  its  truth 
has  been  held  to  be  involved. 

Mr.  Norton's  style  is  chaste,  compact,  and 
nervous.  He  expresses  his  meaning  in  as  few 
and  plain  words  as  possible.  This  is  the  best 
evidence  of  true  scholarship  and  refinement 
of  taste. 

Besides  his  theological  works  and  criti- 
cisms and  other  contributions  to  periodicals, 
he  has  published  a  few  poems  of  singular 
marit,  of  which  specimens  are  included  in 
The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America. 


THE  RELIGION  OF  SENTIMENT. 

FBOM    THOUOHIS    OX    TUXTE    AITD    FALSB    RSUOIOll. 


WsKsr  the  religion  publicly  taught  is  of  such  a 
charmctcr  that  reason  turns  away  from  it,  and  re- 
fuses to  acknowledge  its  authority,  it  can  have  but 
a  weak  hold  on  the  minds  of  the  more  intelligent, 
and  exercise  but  little  influence  upon  their  habi- 
tual affections  and  daily  conduct     But  there  is  a 
spurious  sort  of  religion  of  the  imagination  and  of 
temporary  sentiment,  which  sometimes  supplies 
the  place  of  the  religion  of  the  understanding. 
Some  of  the  infidel  writers  of  Grermany  are  willing 
to  admire  Christianity  as  a  beautiful  fable.     There 
is  such  desolation  and  heartlessness  in  utter  Aep- 
ticism,  that  we  are  ready  to  turn  from  it  even  to  a 
shadowy,  misubstantial  image  of  the  truth.     The 
resemblance  may  indeed  be  preferred  to  the  reality; 
for  if  it  has  far  less  of  joy  and  hope,  it  is  also  far 
less  solemn  and  awful  and  authoritative.     Where 
real  living  religion  does  not  exercise  its  permanent, 
unremitting  influence,  wo  may  often  find  in  its 
stead  a  poetical,  theatrical,  mystical  religion,  which 
may  furnish  themes  for  the  expression  of  fine  sen- 
timent and  the  indulgence  of  transient  emotion ; 
which  delights  to  talk  about  sacrifices,  but  forgets 
dnties,  and  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  unnoticed 
patience  of  obscure  suffering,  the  unpraised  self- 
denials  of  humble  goodness,  the  strong  and  silent 
feelings  of  habitual  piety ;  or  indeed  with  any  vir- 
tues but  what  are  splendid  and  popular,  and  fit  for 
exhibition.     It  is  such  a  religion  which  the  au- 
thoress of  Delphine  has  celebrated  with  her  pas- 
sionate and  enthusiastic  eloquence.  It  is  this  religion 
which  the  writer  of  the  Philosophical  Dictionary, 
not  ^  -  mention  any  work  more  infamous,  could 
intro(facc  into  his  tragedies ;  and  it  is  for  such  a 
religion  that  Moore  and  Byron  may  compose  sa- 
cred songs.     Nobody,  I  trust,  will  so  far  misun- 
derstand me,  as  to  suppose  it  my  intention  to  deny 
that  the  sentiments  expressed  by  such  writera  are 
sometimes   very  beautiful  and  correct      I   only 
mean  that  there  is  a  religion,  not  of  the  under- 
standing and  not  of  the  heart,  which  terminates  in 
the  eupvession  of  fine  sentiments 


REFORMERS. 

FBOM  THS  SAMS. 


It  is  delightful  to  remember  that  there  have 
been  men,  who,  in  the  cause  of  truth  and  virtue, 
have  made  no  compromises  for  thoir  own  advan- 
tage or  safety ;  who  have  recognised  **  the  hardest 
du^  as  the  highest;"  who,  conscious  of  the  pos- 
session of  great  talents,  have  relinquished  all  the 
praise  that  was  within  their  grasp,  all  the  applause 
which  they  might  have  so  liberally  received,  if 
they  had  not  thrown  themselves  in  opposition  to 
the  errors  and  vices  of  their  fellow-men,  and  have 
been  content  to  take  obloquy  and  insult  instead ; 
who  have  approached  to  layon  the  altar  of  God 
"  their  last  infirmity."  They,  without  doubt,  have 
felt  that  deep  conviction  of  having  acted  right, 
which  supported  the  martyred  philosopher  of 
Athens,  when  he  asked,  *<  What  disgrace  is  it  to 
me  if  others  are  unable  to  judge  of  me,  or  to  treat 
me  as  they  ought?"  There  is  something  very 
solemn  and  sublime  in  the  feeling  produced  by 
considering  how  ■  differently  these  men  have  been 
estimated  by  their  contemporaries,  from  the  man- 
ner in  which  they  are-  regarded  by  God.  We 
perceive  the  appeal  which  lies  from  the  ignon^ce, 
the  folly,  and  the  iniquity  of  man,  to  the  throne 
of  Eternal  Justice.  A  storm  of  calumny  and  re- 
viling has  too  often  pursued  them  through  life, 
and  continued,  when  they  could  no  longer  feel  it, 
to  beat  upon  their  graves.  But  it  is  no  matter. 
They  had  gone  where  all  who  have  suffered,  an^ 
all  who  have  triumphed  in  the  same  noble  causey 
receive  their  reward ;  but  where  the  wreath  of  the 
martyr  is  more  glorious  than  that  of  the  conqueror. 


THE  LESSONS  OF  DEATH. 

TBOIC  ▲  PAPXR  ON   BUCKMIlfSTEB. 


It  will  be  in  vain  for  us  to  stand  by  the  open 
grave  of  departed  worth  if  no  earthly  passion 
grows  cool,  and  no  holy  purpose  gains  strength. 

We  are  liable  in  this  worid  to  continual  delu- 
sion ;  to  a  most  extravagant  over-estimate  of  thi 
value  of  its  objects.    With  raspect  to  many  of  ool 
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cares  and  pomxits,  the  aeiitiment  expreflsed  in  the 
words  of  David  must  ha^  borne  vriih  all  its  trath 
and  force  upon  the  mind  of  eveiy  considerate  man 
in  some  moments,  at  least,  of  serious  reflection : 
Surely  every  one  walkelh  in  a  vain  $how ;  turely 
they  are  ditptieted  in  vain.  The  events  of  the 
next  month,  or  the  next  year,  often  assume  in  our 
eyes  a  most  disproportionate  importance,  and  al- 
most exclude  from  our  view  all  the  other  infinite 
variety  of  concerns  and  changes  which  are  to  fol- 
low in  the  coui^  of  an  immortal  existence.  The 
whole  happiness  of  our  being  seems  sometimes  to 
be  at  stake  upon  the  success  of  a  plan,  which, 
when  we  have  grown  but  a  little  older,  we  may 
regard  with  indiflference.  These  are  subiectsjon 
which  reason  too  commonly  speaks  to  us  m  vain. 
But  there  is  one  lesson  which  God  sometimes 
gives  us,  that  brings  the  truth  home  to  our  hearts. 
There  is  an  admonition  which  addresses  itself 
directly  to  our  feelings,  and  before  which  they  bow 
in  humility  and  tears.  We  can  hardly  watch  the 
gradual  decay  of  a  man  eminent  for  virtue  and 
talents,  and  hearing  him  uttering,  with  a  voice 
that  win  soon  be  heard  no  more,  the  last  expres- 
sions of  piety  and  holy  hope,  without  feeling  that 
the  delusions  of  life  are  losing  their  power  over  our 
minds.  Its  true  purposes  begin  to  appear  to  us 
in  their  proper  distinctness.  We  are  accompany- 
ing one  who  is  about  to  take  his  leave  of  present 
objects ;  to  whom  the  things  of  this  life,  merely,  are 
no  longer  of  any  interest  or  value.  The  eye,  which 
is  still  turned  to  us  in  kindness,  will  in  a  few  days 
be  closed  for  ever.  The  hand  by  which  ours  is 
still  pressed  will  be  motionless. .  The  affections, 
which  are  still  warin  and  vivid — they  will  not  pe- 
rish ;  but  we  shall  know  nothing  of  their  exercise. 
We  shall  be  cut  off  from  all  expressions  and  return 
of  sympathy.  He  whom  we  love  is  taking  leave 
of  us  for  an  undefined  period  of  absence.  We 
are  placed  with  him  on  the  verge  between  this 
world  and  the  eternity  into  which  he  is  entering ; 
we  look  before  us,  and  the  objects  of  the  latter  rise 
to  view  in  all  their  vast  and  solemn  magnificence. 
There  is,  I  well  know,  an  anguish  which  may 
preclude  this  calmness  of  reflection  and  hope.  O  ur 
resolution  may  be  prostrated  to  the  earth ;  for  he, 
on  whom  we  are  accustomed  to  rely  for  strength 
and  support,  has  been  taken  away.  We  return 
to  the  world,  and  there  is  bitterness  in  all  it  pre- 
sents us ;  for  every  thing  bears  impressed  upon  it 
a  remembrance  of  what  we  have  loet  It  has  one, 
and  but  one,  miserable  consolation  to  ofier : 

"That  anguish  will  be  wearied  down.  I  know, 
What  pang  is  permanent  with  man  ?    From  th*  highest, 
As  from  the  vilest  thing  of  every  day, 
He  learns  to  wean  himself.    For  the  strong  hours 
Conquer  him." 

It  is  a  consolation,  which,  offered  in  this  naked 
and  ofiensive  form,  we  instinctively  reject.  Our 
recollections  and  our  sorrows,  blended  as  they  are 
together,  are  far  too  dear  to  be  parted  with  upon 
such  terms.  But  God  giveth  not  as  the  world 
giveth.  There  is  a  peace  which  comes  fipom  him, 
and  brings  healing  to  the  heart  His  religion 
would  not  have  us  forget,  but  cherish  our  affec- 
tions for  the  dead ;  for  it  makes  known  to  us  that 


these  aflbctions  shall  be  immoitaL  It  graduaOy 
takes  away  the  bitterness  of  our  recollections,  and 
changes  them  into  glorious  hopes ;  for  it  teaches 
us  to  regard  the  friend,  who  is  with  us  no  longer, 
not  as  one  whom  we  have  lost  on  earth,  bnt  as 
one  whom  we  shall  meet  as  an  angel  in  heaven. 


EXAMPLES  OF  THE  DEAD. 
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The  relations  between  man  and  man  cease  not 
with  life.  The  dead  leave  behind  them  their  me- 
mory, their  example,  and  the  effects  of  their  ac- 
tions. Their  influence  still  abides  with  us.  Their 
names  and  characters  dwell  in  our  thoughts  and 
hearts.  We  live  and  commune  with  them  in  their 
writings.  We  enjoy  the  benefit  of  their  labours. 
Our  institutions  have  been  founded  by  them.  We 
are  surrotmded  by  the  works  of  the  dead.  Our 
knowledge  and  our  arts  are  the  fruit  of  their  toiL 
Our  minds  have  been  formed  by  their  instructions. 
We  are  most  intimately  connected  with  them  by 
a  thotisand  dependencies.  Those  whom  we,  have 
loved  in  life  are  8til^  objects  of  our  deepest  and 
holiest  affections.  Their  power  over  ns  remains. 
They  are  with  us  in  our  solitary  walks ;  and  their 
voices  speak  to  our  hearts  in  the  silence  of  mid- 
night Their  image  is  impressed  upon  our  dearest 
recollections  and  our  most  sacred  hopes.  They 
form  an  essential  part  of  our  treasure  laid  up  in 
heaven.  For,  above  ail,  we  are  separated  from 
them  but  for  a  little  time.  We  are  soon  to  be 
united  with  them.  If  we  follow  in  the  path  of 
those  we  have  loved,  we  too  shall  soon  join  the 
innumerable  company  of  the  spirits  of  just  men 
made  perfect  Our  affections  and  our  hopes  are 
not  buried  in  the  dust,  to  which  we  commit  the 
poor  remains  of  mortality.  The  bkesed  retain 
their  remembrance  and  their  love  for  us  in  heaven; 
and  we  will  cherish  our  remembranpe  and  our 
love  for  them  while  on  earth. 

Creatures  of  imitation  and  sympathy  as  we  are, 
we  look  around  us  for  support  and  countenance 
even  in  our  virtues.  We  recur  for  them,  most 
securely,  to  the  examples  of  the  dead.  There  is 
a  degree  of  insecurity  and  imcertainty  about  living 
worUi.  The  stamp  has  not  yet  been  put  upon  it, 
which  precludes  all  change,  and  seals  it  up  as  a 
just  object  of  admiration  for  future  times.  There 
is  no  service  which  a  man  of  commanding  intellect 
can  render  his  fellow-creatures  better  than  that  of 
leaving  behind  him  an  imspotted  example.  If  he 
do  not  confer  upon  them  this  benefit ;  if  he  leave 
a  character  dark  with  vices  in  the  sight  of  God, 
but  dazzling  with  shining  qualities  in  the  view  of 
men ;  it  may  be  that  all  his  other  services  had  bet- 
ter have  been  forborne,  and  he  had  passed  inactive 
and  unnoticed  through  life.  It  is  a  dictate  of  wis- 
dom, therefore,  as  well  as  feeling,  when  a  man, 
eminent  for  his  virtues  and  talents,  has  been 
taken  away,  to  collect  the  riches  of  his  goodness 
and  add  them  to  the  treasury  of  human  improve- 
ment The  true  Christian  Uveth  not  for  hiwuelf, 
and  dieth  not  for  kimeelf;  and  it  is  thus,  in  one 
respect,  that  he  dieth  not  for  himself. 


JOHN  SANDERSON. 


[Bora  ITtf.    Dtod  1144.] 


John  Sanderson,  the  son  of  a  feimer  in 
moderate  circumstances,  who  had  served  in  the 
army  through  the  Revolution,  was  bom  near 
Carlisle  in  Pennsylvania,  in  1783.  There 
were  few  schools  in  the  interior,  and  he  had 
to  ride  between  seven  and  eight  miles  every 
rooming  for  three  years  to  recite  lessons  to  a 
elerg3rman,  in  the  valley  of  the  Juniata,  who 
by  teaching  the  ancient  languages  added  some- 
thing to  a  small  income  derived  from  his  con- 
gregation. In  1806  he  went  to  Philadelphia 
and  commenced  the  study  of  the  law,  but  at 
the  end  of  two  years,  finding  it  necessary  to 
have  recourse  to  employments  more  immedi- 
ately productive,  he  accepted  the  situation  of 
assistant  teacher  in  the  Clermont  Seminary, 
then  under  the  charge  of  Mr.  John  T.  Carre, 
whose  daughter  he  subsequently  married,  and 
with  whom. he  was  many  years  associated  as 
partner.  In  this  period  he  was  a  frequent 
contributor  to  Dennie's  Port  Folio,  and  an  oc- 
casional one  to  the  Aurora  newspaper.  His 
fevourite  st^idies  were  the  Greek,  Roman  and 
French  literatures,  and  his  chief  amusement 
music,  lys  violin,  on  which  he  had  leamed 
to  play  at  a  very  early  age,  was  a  cherished 
companion  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

In  1820  Mr.  Sandereon  wrote  the  first  and 
second  of  the  eight  volumes  of  the  Lives  of 
the  Signers  of  ^e  Declaration  of  Indepen- 
dence, a  work  composed  from  original  mate- 
rials and  therefore  of  considerable  historical 
value,  which  retains  its  place  among  the  po- 
pular collections  of  biographies.  The  sound- 
ness of  his  scholarship  and  his  love  of  leam- 
insf  ied  him  on  several  occasions  to  undertake 
the  defence  of  classical  studies,  and  to  combat 
that  empiricism  in  teaching,  which  has  been 
so  successfully  practised  in  different  periods 
in  most  of  our  cities.  He  put  down  by  a  pam- 
phlet a  plan  which  had  grown  into  favour  for 
a  college  from  which  Greek  and  Latin  were 
to  be  excluded,  and  by  a  series  of  essays  in  a 
newspaper  drove  from  the  country  one  of  the 
most  notorious  of  those  pretenden  who  are 
constantly  offering  in  a  certain  number  of  les- 
sons to  impart  a  knowledge  of  sciences  or 


arts  of  which  they  themselves  have  leamed 
scarcely  more  than  the  names.  In  1833  he 
wrote  the  lettere  which  appeared  under  the 
signature  of  Robertjeot^  against  the  system  of 
instraction  proposed  for  the  school  founded  by 
Si^h#n  Girard,  in  which  a  classical  culture  is 
insisted  upon  with  his  usual  earnestness  and 
good  judgment. 

His  health  now  began  to  firil,  and  he  reluc- 
tantly gave  up  his  school.  He  enjoyed  in  an 
eminent  degpree  the  respect  and  confidence  of 
his  pupils,  in  whom  he  felt  a  parental  interest, 
and  his  success  showed  that  ^e  public  enters 
tained  a  just  sense  of  his  professional  charac- 
ter, abilities  and  services. 

In  the  hope  of  deriving  advantage  from  fo- 
reign travel,  he  sailed  for  Havre  oq  the  firet 
of  June,  1835,  and  on  the  fourth  of  the  fol- 
lowing month  arrived  in  Paris.  His  hon  horn' 
mie,  general  information,  and  scholarehip  here 
made  him  a  favourite  alike  with  wits  and  men 
of  learning;  the  time  passed  pleasantly,  his 
health  improved,  and  he  became  much  attached 
to  the  city  and  its  society,  which  he  described 
to  his  friends  at  home  in  the  series  of  letters  af- 
terward published  under  the  title  of  The  Ame- 
rican in  Paris.  At  the  end  of  a  year  he  went 
to  London,  but  the  Great  Metropolis  did  not 
please  him,  and  in  the  autumn  of  1836  he  re- 
tumed  to  the  United  States,  and  soon  afWr  re- 
sumed the  occupation  of  a  teacher  in  the  Phi- 
ladelphia High  School,  in  which  he  was 
appointed  Professor  of  the  Greek  and  Latin 
languages. 

In  1839  he  gave  to  the  public  The  Ameri- 
can in  Paris,  in  two  volumes,  which  were  soon 
afWr,  on  the  recommendation  of  Mr.  Theodore 
Hook,  republished  in  London,  and  in  1843  in 
Paris,  in  a  French  veraion  by  Jules  Janin,  from 
which  a  retranslation  appeared  in  the  same 
year  in  London  and  New  York.  He  also  com- 
menced the  preparation  of  a  work  to  be  called 
The  American  in  London,  parts  of  which  were 
printed  in  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine,^  for 
which,  and  the  Lady's  Book,  he  wrote  from 
time  to  time  various  sketches  of  travel  and 
descriptive  and  humorous  essays. 
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I  became  acqaainted  with  him  in  1841,  and 
few  except  the  members  of  his  6wn  family 
saw  more  of  him  during  the  remainder  of  his 
life.     For  some  time  he  fesided  in  a  house 
nearly  opposite  to  mine,  and  frequently  in  the 
pleasant  mornings  and  evenings  we  walked 
together,  or  if  the  weather  was  unpropitious, 
discussed  the  merits  of  men,  books  and  opin- 
ions, by  the  fireside.     His  hair  was  white  with 
age,  but  his  eyes  reflected  his  heart,  and  had 
the  glow  of  youth.    Though  he  continued  *to 
be  a  sufferer  from  ill  health,  be  lost  none  of 
his  amiable  cheerfulness,  or  warm  syilpallfy 
with  all  about  him.    His  manners  were  quiet 
and  simple,  hb  conversation  various,  and  en- 
riched with  learning  and  wide  observation,  and 
his  trenchant  wit  and  sportive  humour  unfail- 
ing sources  of  delight  to  all  who  could  appre- 
ciate their  keenness  and  delicacy.     No  one 
could  fail  to  perceive  that  while  he  was  sensi- 
tively alive  to  the  ludicrous,  and  sketched  fol- 
lies quaintly,  forcibly  and  effectively,  the  kind- 
ness of  nature,  which  gave  a  tone  to  his  fami- 
liar intercourse  with  the  world,  prevented  his 
ever  summoning  a  shadow  to  any  face  or  per- 
mitting a  weight  to  lie  on  any  heart.    Indeed 
an  incident  connected  wiih  our  first  meeting 
so  well  illustrates  his  social  character  that  it 
will  serve  better  than  any  thing  else  I  can 
write  to  make  the  reader  acquainted  with  him. 
For  some  reason  I  retired  at  an  early  hour  from 
a  party  given  by  a  common  friend,  at  which 
he  was  present  and  had  satirized  with  a  free- 
dom unusual  to  him  a  person  in  public  life 
with  whom,  he  heard  in  the  course  of  the  even- 
ing, I  was  personally  intimate.     His  gayety 
was  at  an  end,  and  after  the  middle  of  the  night, 
while  a  storm  was  raging,  he  called  to  express 
his  regrets ;  he  **  could  not  sleep  with  any  such 
annoying  recollection.**    His  observations  had 
been  so  good  natured  and  ingenius  that  even 
the  subject  of  them  could  not  have  been  of- 
fended, and  it  happened  aflerward  that  he  and 
Sanderson  regarded  each  other  with  great  re- 
spect and  kindness. 

No  man  was  ever  more  fond  of  his  children. 
He  was  particularly  attached  to  a  daughter, 
who  superintended  his  house;  for  his  wife, 
whose  memory  he  fondly  cherished,  was  dead, 
and  he  should  **  sleep  well  beside  her !" — he 
rose  suddenly,  with  averted  face,  from  my  ta- 
ble, one  day,  as  he  said  these  words,  and  soon, 
from  the  window  by  the  street,  I  saw  him  en- 


tering his  own  door.  I  understood  that  silent 
langruage,  and  when  we  met  again,  a  few 
hours  after,  it  was  felt  that  no  explanation  was 
needed.  The  last  time  I  saw  him  we  took  tea 
together  at  the  house  of  an  eminent  lawyer,  and 
it  has  been  often  mentioned  since,  that  on  that 
occasion  he  playfully  exacted  from  me,  and 
made  our  host  and  his  family  witnesses  (^f  it, 
a  promise  to  be  the  recorder  of  his  virtues 
after  his  death.  I  am  able  to  fulfil  the  readily 
given  pledge  but  imperfectly.  I  can  only  hope 
to  renew  in  the  minds  of  some  who  knew  him 
the  remembrance  of  bis  admirable  qualities. 
He  died  very  suddenly  in  the  following  week,  i 
on  the  fifth  of  April,  1844,  in  consequence  of 
a  slight  cold  which  I  believe  he  received  that 
very  night. 

In  the  beginning  of  his  book  on  Paris,  on 
which  principally  rests  his  reputation  as  a 
writer,  he  says  that  he  will  be  a  Boswfll  to 
that  city.  The  work  is  certainly  unsurpassed 
in  its  way,  a  very  mirror  of  that  home  of  the 
gay,  the  brilliant  and  profound,  of  all  in  life  or 
art  that  attracts  the  man  of  genius,  learning,  or 
taste.  It  displays  excellent  humour,  accura- 
cy of  observation,  and  skill  in  character  writ- 
ing; and  occasionally  a  compass  of  know- 
ledge, a  judicious  philanthropy,  and  a  sound- 
ness of  judgment,  for  which  those  who  had 
little  knowledge  of  him  would  not  have  been 
likely  to  give  him  credit.  His  essays,  enti- 
tled The  French  and  English  I^tchen,  and 
miscellaneous  magazine  papers,  are  not  less  ad- 
mirable in  their  way ;  and  the  anonymous  sa- 
tires, in  which  at  an  earlier  period  he  assailed 
popular  absurdities  and  abuses,  show  how 
well  he  could  have  kept  fools  and  knaves  in 
a  restraining  terror,  had  not  his  good  nature, 
and  delicate  taste  and  perception,  led  him  to 
the  study  of  the  beautiful. 

* 

"  When  heartii,  whose  truth  was  proren, 
Like  thine,  are  laid  in  earth, 
There  should  a  wreath  be  woven  ^ 

To  tell  the  world  their  worth. 

**  And  I,  who  woke  each  morrow 
To  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine, 
Who  shared  thy  joy  and  sorrow, 
Whose  weal  and  wo  were  thine^~ 

"  It  should  be  mine  to  braid  it 
Around  thy  faded  brow ; 
But  Tve  in  vain  essay'd  it. 
And  feel  I  cannot  now."* 

*  Lines  on  the  Death  of  Joseph  Rodnuui  Drakes  by 
Halleck. 
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TAGLIONI. 

rSOM  THX  A.MKRICAV  IH  PAHS. 

Thsbi  wu  a  flatter  through  the  house,  the  music 
announcing  some  great  event,  and  at  length  amidst 
a  burst  of  acclamations,  Mademoiselle  Taglioni 
stood  upon  the  margin  of  the  scene.  She  seemed 
to  have  alighted  there  firom  some  other  sphere. 

I  expected  to  be  little  pleased  with  this  lady,  I 
hacf  heard  such  frequent  praises  of  her  accomplish^ 
ments,  but  was  disappointed.  Her  exceeding  beau- 
ty surpasses  the  most  exoesaiTe  eulogy.  Her 
dance  is  the  whole  rhetoric  of  pantomime ;  its 
movements,  pauses  and  attitudes  in  their  purest 
Attic  simplicity,  chastity  and  urbanity.  She  has 
a  power  over  the  feelings  which  you  will  be  un- 
willing to  concede  to  her  art  She  will  make 
your  heart  beat  with  joy :  she  will  make  you  weep 
by  the  sole  eloquence  of  her  limbs.  What  inimi- 
table grace!  In  all  she  attempts  you  will  love 
her,  and  best  in  that  which  she  attempts  last  If 
she  stands  still,  you  will  wish  her  a  statue  that  she 
may^tand  still  always ;  or  if  she  moves,  you  will 
wisliher  a  wave  of  the  sea  that  she  may  do  no- 
thing but  that — «  move  still,  still  so,  and  own  no 
other  function.**  To  me  she  appeared  last  night  to 
have  filled  up  entirely  the  illusion  of  the  play — to 
have  shuffled  off  this  gross  and  clumi^  humanity, 
and  to  belong  to  some  more  airy  and  spiritual  world. 

But  ray  companion,  who  is  a  professor,  and  a 
little  ecclesiastical,  and  bred  in  that  most  undancing 
country.  New  England,  was  scandalized  at  the 
whole  performance.  He  is  of  the  old  school,  and 
has  ancient  notions  of  the  stsge,  and  does  not  ap- 
prove this  modern  way  of  "  holding  the  mirror  up 
to  nature."  He  was  displeased  especially  at  the 
scantiness  of  the  lady*s  wardrobe.  I  was  bom 
fiulber  south  and  could  better  bear  it. 

The  art  of  dressing  has  been  carried  often  by 
the  ladies  to  a  blamable  excess  of  quantity;  so 
much  so,  that  a  great  wit  said  in  his  day,  woman 
was  **  the  least  part  of  herself.'*  Taglioni*8  sins, 
it  is  true,  do  not  lie  on  this  side  of  the  category ; 
she  produced  last  evening  nothing  but  herself^ 
Mademoiselle  Taglioni  in  the  abstract  Ovid 
would  not  have  complained  of  her.  Her  lower 
limbs  wore  a  light  silk,  imitating  nature  with  un- 
diatinguishable  nicety,  and  her  bosom  a  thin  gauze 
which  just  relieved  the  eye,  as  you  have  seen  a  fine 
fleecy  cloud  hang  upon  the  dazzling  sun.  But 
there  is  no  gentleman  out  of  New  England  who 
would  not  have  grieved  to  see  her  spoilt  by  villan- 
ous  mantuamakers.  She  did  not,  moreover,  exceed 
what  the  courtesy  of  nations  has  permitted,  and  what 
is  necessary  to  the  proper  exhibition  of  her  art . . . 

Dancing,  you  know,  is  a  characteristic  amuse- 
ment of  the  French,  and  you  may  suppose  they 
have  accommodations  to  gratify  their  taste  to  its 
fiiUest  extent  There  are  elegant  rotundas  for 
dancing  in  neariy  all  the  public  gardens,  as  at 
"Tivoli,"  «  Waxhal  d*  Ete,'*  and  the  «  Chaumiere 
de  Mont  Parnasse.**  Besides  there  are  <*Guin- 
guetCe^^  at  every  Barriere ;  and  in  the  **  Village 
Fetes,'*  which  endure  the  whole  summer,  dancing  is 
the  chief  amusement ;  and  public  ball-rooms  are 
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distributed  through  every  quarter  of  Paris,  suited 
to  every  one*s  rank  and  fortune.  The  best  socie- 
ty of  Paris  go  Ur  the  balls  of  Ranelah,  Auteuil  and 
St  Cloud.  The  theatres,  too,  are  converted  into 
ball-rooms,  especially  for  the  masquerades,  firom 
the  beginning  to  the  end  of  the  Carnival. 

I  hired  a  cabriolet  and  driver  the  other  night, 
and  went  with  a  lady  firom  New  Orleans,  to  see 
the  most  famous  of  the  ^  Guinguettes.*'  Here  all 
the  little  world  seemed  to  me  completely  and 
reasonably  happy ;  behaving  with  all  the  decen- 
cy, and  dancing  with  almost  the  grace  of  high 
life.  We  visited  half  a  dozen,  paying  only  ten 
sous  at  each  for  admission.  I  must  not  tell  you 
ili'wai  Sunday  night;  it  is  so  difficult  to  keep 
Sunday  all  alone,  and  without  any  one  to  help 
you ;  the  clergy  find  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to 
keep  it  themselves  here,  there  is  so  little  encou- 
ragement On  Sunday  only  these  places  are  seen 
to  advantage.  I  am  very  far  from  approving  of 
dancing  on  this  day,  if  one  can  help  it;  but  I  have 
no  doubt  that  in  a  city  like  Paris,  the  dancers 
are  more  taken  from  the  tavern  and  gin  shops 
than  from  the  churches.  I  do  not  approve,  either, 
of  the  absolute  denunciation  this  elegant  amuse- 
ment incurs  from  many  of  our  religious  classes  in 
America.  If  human  virtues  are  put  up  at  too  high 
a  price  no  one  will  bid  for  them.  Not  a  word 
is  said  against  dancing  in  the  Old  or  New  Testa- 
ment, and  a  great  deal  in  favour.  Miriam  danced, 
you  know  how  prettily ;  and  David  danced  <«  be- 
fore the  Lord  with  all  his  might  ;**  to  be  sure  the 
manner  of  his  dancing  was  not  quite  so  commend- 
able according  to  the  fashioii  of  our  climates.  If 
you  will  accept  classical  authority  I  will  give  you 
pedantry  pardessus  la  tele.  The  Greeks  ascribed 
to  dancing  a  celestial  origin,  and  they  admitted  it 
even  amongst  the  accomplishments  and  amuse- 
ments of  their  divinities.  The  Graces  are  repre- 
sented almost  always  in  the  attitude  of  dancing ; 
and  Apollo,  the  most  amiable  of  the  gods,  and  the 
god  of  wisdom  too,  is  called  by  Pindar  the  "  dan- 
cer.** Indeed,  I  could  show  you,  if  I  pleased,  that 
Jupiter  himself  sometimes  took  part  in  a  cotillon, 
and  on  one  occasion  danced  a  gavot 

There  it  is  proved  to  you  from  an  ancient  Greek 
poet  I  could  show  you,  too,  that  Epaminondas, 
amongst  his  rare  qualities,  is  praised  by  Cornelius 
Nepos  for  his  skill  in  dancing ;  and  that  Themis- 
tocles,  in  an  evening  party  at  Athens,  passed  for 
a  clown  for  refusing  to  take  a  share  in  a  dance. 
But  it  is  so  foppish  to  quote  Greek  iind  to  be  talking 
to  women  about  the  ancients.  Don*t  say  that 
dancing  is  not  a  natural  inclination,  or  I  will  set 
all  the  savages  on  you  of  the  Rocky  Mountains; 
and  I  don*t  know  how  many  of  the  dumb  animals 
— especially  the  bears,  who,  even  on  the  South 
Sea  Islands,  where  they  could  not  have  any  rela- 
tions with  the  Acadomie  Royale  de  Musique,  al- 
ways express  their  extreme  joy,  Captain  Cook 
says,  by  this  agreeable  agitation  of  limbs.  And 
if  you  won't  believe  all  this,  I  will  take  you  to  see 
a  Neg^o  holiday  on  the  MississippL 
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DINING  IN  PARIS. 

FBOM  THE  FBSNCH  AND  EKOLBH  KITCHS!!. 


Tre  English  are  before  all  nations  in  butl-dogs ; 
perhaps  also  in  morals ;  but  for  the  art  of  dressing 
themselves  and  their  dinners  the  first  honours  are 
due  by  general  acknowledgement  to  the  French, 
l^e  French  are  therefore  entitled  to  our  first  and 
most  serious  consideration. 

The  Revolution  having  broken  up  the  French 
clerical  nobility,  cookery  was  brought  out  from  the 
cloisters,  and  made  to  breathe  the  free  and  venti- 
lated air  of  common  life,  and  talents  no  longer 
engrossed  by  the  few  were  forced  into  the  service 
of  the  community.  A  taste  was  spread  abroad, 
and  a  proper  sense  of  gastronomy  impressed  upon 
the  public  mind.  Eating-houses,  or  restaurans 
and  ca/<i9,  multiplied,  and  skill  was  brought  out  by 
competition  to  the  highest  degree  of  cultivation  and 
development.  The  number  of  such  houses  now 
in  Paris  alone,  exceeds  six  thousand.  But  the 
shortest  way  to  give  value  to  a  profesnon  is  to  be- 
stow honour  and  reward  upon  those  who  adminis- 
ter its  duties,  and  to  this  policy,  nowhere  so  well 
understood  as  in  Paris,  the  French  kitchen  chiefly 
owes  its  celebrity*  I  begin  therefore  with  a  brief 
notice  of  some  of  its  mo^t  distinguished  artists. 

I  must  premise,  however,  that  in  fine  arts  gene* ' 
rally,  and  eating  in  particular,  America  lags  behind 
the  civilization  of  Europe,  a  deficiency  the  more  to 
be  deplored  that  ingenious  foreigners  who  visit  us 
do  not  fail  to  infer  from  it  a  low  state  of  morals  and 
intellect.  How,  iqdeed,  entertain  a  favourable 
opinion  of  a  nation  which  gives  us  bad  dinners !  I 
must  observe,  too,  that  women  are  the  natural  pio- 
neers in  this  and  other  matters  of  taste,  and  that 
their  special  province  is  to  take  care  their  country 
be  not  justly  at  least  subjected  to  these  injurious 
imputations.  Men,  it  is  true,  are  accounted  the 
be^t  cooks,  and  the  kitchen,  like  the  grammar,  pre- 
fers the  masculine  to  the  feminine  gender;  but 
this  argues  no  incapacity  in  the  sex,  as  I  shall  show 
hereafter,  but  a  mere  physical  inferiority.  The 
best  culinary  critics  and  natural  legislators  in  this 
department  are  indisputably  women.  And  farther, 
it  is  scarcely  possible  to  impress  the  world  with  an 
idea  of  one's  gentility  without  a  studied  knowledge 
of  this  science,  its  verj'^  language  having  become 
a  part  of  the  vocabulary  of  polite  conversation.  All 
over  Europe  it  is  ranked  with  the  liberal  sciences, 
and  has  its  apparatus,  its  technology  like  the  rcsL 
Indeed,  a  very  sensible  French  writer,  president  of 
the  court  of  Causation,  has  declared  gastronomy  to 
be  of  greater  use  and  dignity  than  astronomy ; "  for," 
says  he,  <*  we  have  stars  enough,  and  we  can  never 
have  enough  of  dishes."  Nor  is  it  to  be  looked  at 
as  a  mere  accomplishment  to  him  or  her  who  visits 
Paris,  but  a  dire  necessity.  How  often,  alas,  have 
I  seen  a  poor  countryman  seated  in  despair  at  a 
French  table,  scratching  his  head  over  its  crabbed 
catalogue  of  hard  names,  as  a  wrecked  voyager  who 
looks  from  his  plank  upon  the  desolate  sea  for  some 
signs  of  safety — upon  its  fifty  soups,  its  cotuommS  ; 
purd  a  la  julienne;  iiM  casserole,  grenouilleSf  potUets 
en  blanquettes,  fyc.  Nothing  can  he  see,  for  the  life 


of  him,  in  all  this,  but  castor  oil,  green  owls,  and 
chickens  in  blankets. 

Some  writers  do  indeed  pretend  that  republican- 
ism is  of  a  gross  nature,  and  opposed  to  any  high 
degree  of  polish  in  this  and  the  other  arts.  But  it 
is  sheer  assertion  without  a  shadow  of  evidence. 
Surely,  the  Roman  who  dined  at  Lucullus*s,  with 
Tully  and  Pompeius  Magnus,  in  the  *«HalI  of 
Apollo ;"  and  sorely  the  Athenian,  who  passed  his 
morning  at  an  oration  of  Pericles  in  the  senate, 
who  strolled  after  dinner  with  Phidias  to  the  Pan- 
theon, who  went  to  the  new  piece  of  Sophocles  at 
night,  and  to  complete  his  day  supped  with  Aspa- 
sia,  was  not  greatly  to  be  pitied  or  contemned  by 
the  most  flagrant  gourmands  of  Crockford*s  or 
.Tortoni's.  These  are  but  foreign  and  monarchical 
prejudices,  which  will  wear  away  under  the  slow 
but  sure  influence  of  time  and  the  ladies.  Indeed, 
if  I  am  not  greatly  mistaken,  there  is  a  revolution 
in  eating  silently  going  on  in  this  country  at  this 
very  time.  Many  persons  in  our  large  cities  begin 
already  to  show  taste  in  culinary  inquiries,  and  a 
proper  appreciation  of  the  dignity  of  the  sulyect ; 
and,  in  some  instances,  a  degree  of  the  enthusiasm 
which  always  accompanies  and  intimates  genius, 
and  which  leaves  the  question  about  capacity  for 
the  higher  attainments  indisputable.  I  know  a 
lady  of  this  city — a  Quaker  lady — who  never  speaks 
of  terrapins  without  placing  her  hand  upon  her 
heart  I  shall  now  proceed,  without  any  apology  for 
selecting  the  «  Lady's  Book"  as  a  proper  medium, 
to  ofler  some  remarks  upon  this  interesting  subject 

The  classical  school  has  at  its  head  the  name  of 
Bcauvilliers,  of  the  Rue  Richelieu,  No.  20.  He 
was  in  great  vogue  at  the  end  of  the  imperial  go- 
vernment, and  in  1814-15,  shared  with  Very  the 
favour  of  "  our  friends  the  enemy,"  as  he  used  to 
call  the  allies.  He  left  a  standard  work,  in  one 
vol.  8vo,  on  the  Jirt  de  Cuinne,  and  closed  his  il- 
li^trious  career  the  same  year  as  Napoleon,  and 
his  monument  rivals  those  of  the  heroes  of  Wag- 
ram  and  Rivoli,  at  Pere  la  Chaise.  He  died,  loo, 
of  a  good  old  age,  in  the  course  of  nature ;  while 
the  tap  of  the  drum  was  thy  death  larum.  Prince 
of  Moscow. 

At  the  head  of  the  romantic  school,  and  ahead  at 
no  moderate  distance,  is  Jean  de  Carcme,  whose 
works  are  in  the  hands  of  every  one,  and  whose 
name  is  identified  with  the  great  personages  of  his 
age.  His  descent  is  fi^m  the  famous  Chief  of 
Leo  X.,  and  is  called  Jean  de  Careme,  (Jack  of 
Lent,)  in  honour  of  a  sovpe  maigrc  he  invented  for 
his  holiness  during  the  abstemious  season.  He  be- 
gan his  studies  with  a  regular  course  of  roasting, 
under  celebrated  professors,  served  liis  dme  to  sauces 
under  Richaut^  of  the  House  of  the  Prince  de 
Cond^,  and  finished  his  studies  with  Robert  the 
elder,  author  of  "  Elegance  Aloderm**  a  pers<Mi  re- 
markable not  only  for  his  great  invention,  but  for 
a  bad  memory,  as  you  may  see  in  his  epitaph — 

Qui  de<(4'age  le  plus  tendre, 
Inventa  la  soupe  Robert ; 
Mais  jamais  il  ne  peut  apprendre 
Ni  son  Credo  iii  son  Pater. 

After  refusing  nearly  all  the  sovereigns  of  Eur(^|>c 

he  was  prevailed  upon  to  become  chief  to  George 
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rV.  at  1600  guineas  per  annum.  But  at  Carlton 
House,  he  was  before  the  age,  and  quit  after  a  few 
months,  indignant  at  wasting  his  time  upon  a  na- 
tion 80  imperfectly  able  to  appreciate  his  services. 
On  his  return  he  accepted  an  appointment  from  the 
Baron  Rothschild,  and  remained  with  **  the  Jew," 
dining  the  best  men  of  a  glorious  age,  and  acquiring 
new  laurels  till  the  close  of  life,  with  the  conscious 
pride  of  having  consecrated  his  entire  mind  to  the 
advantage  and  honour  of  his  native  country. — Drop 
a  tear,  gentle  reader,  if  thou  hast  ever  tasted  a  soupe 
miigre  d  la  Pap^  Piesepty  or  Potage  a  la  Roths- 
chilii'—ik  tear  upon  the  memory  of  Jack  of  *Lent ! 
Very,  of  the  Palais  Royal,  ilso  is  of  this  school, 
and  belongs  to  the  haute  cuisine.  He  feasted  the 
allied  sovereigns,  and  has  a  monument  at  Pere  la 
Chaise,  on  which  you  will  read  this  simple  inscrip- 

"  His  life  was  devoted  to  the  useful  arts." 

This  is  a  name  also  to  be  revered  wherever  eat- 
ing is  held  in  proper  veneration — a  veritable  and 
autiftentic  artist,  seeking  fame  by  no  diplomatic 
trick,  no  ruse  de  cuisine^  but  honestly  and  instincts 
ively  obeying  the  impulses  of  his  splendid  abilities. 
He  employed  his  mornings  and  heat  of  imagina- 
tion in  composing — pouring  out  a  vast  number  of 
dishes,  as  Virgil  used  to  do  verses  of  the  .^neid, 
and  giving  his  afternoons,  when  fancy  was  cool  and 
judgment  predominated,  to  revisal,  correction,  and 
experiment  A  person  came  in  once  of  a  morning 
inconsiderately  to  consult  him,  and  addressing  the 
waiter,  "  Pas  visible.  Monsieur"  replied  the  gar- 
(on,  with  an  air  significative  of  his  sense  of  the 
impropriety.  **  11  compose;" — and  the  gentleman 
with  an  apologetic  bow  retired.  * 

I  omit  many  others  of  nearly  equal  dignity,  for 
want  of  space.  There  is  one,  however,  of  the  old 
school,  who  like  Homer  or  Hesiod,  announced  from 
afar  the  future  glory  of  his  country,  whom  I  cannot 
pass  altogether  in  silence —  Va(eL  While  in  Paris, 
I  went  out  to  Chantilly — ^theUtica  of  the  gourmands 
— not,  as  you  may  conceive,  to  see  the  races,  or  the 
stables  of  the  great  Conde,  that  cost  thirty  mil- 
lions, or  his  m'ii(nifique  maison  de  Plaisance, -which 
opened  its  folding  doors  to  a  thousand  guests  of  a 
night,  but ...  I  stood  in  the  very  spot  in  which  the 
illustrious  Martyr  fell  upon  his  sword — the  very 
spot  in  which  he  screamed  in  glorious  agony — 
**Quoi  le  nuirais  rC arrive  pas  encode!"  and  died. 
Poor  fellow  !  scarce  had  they  drawn  Uic  fieitai  knife 
from  his  throat  when  the  codfL-^h  arrived.  I  would 
give  more  of  this  tragical  history,  but  it  is  told  in 
its  beautiful  details  by  Madamo  de  Sevign^,  to 
whom  the  reader  is  respectfully  lefcrred  ...  I  must 
hasten  tp  other  branches  of  my  subject 

Houses  of  established  notoriety  in  Paris  are  quite 
numerous,  beginning,  most  of  them,  upon  the  fame 
of  a  single  dish,  and  many  new  ones  are  struggling 
into  notice  by  some  specific  excellence.  So  inge- 
nious persons  often  practise  ^ne  of  the  virtues,  and 
thereby  get  up  a  reputation  for  all  the  others.  For 
ices  you  go  to  Tortoni's,  of  course ;  for  a  ro/-au- 
vent,  to  the  Provincial  Brothers ;  for  a  delicious 
talmi,  to  the  Caf^  de  Paris ;  to  Very's  for  truffles, 


and  to  the  Rocher  Cancale  for  turbots,  frogs,  and 
its  exq  uisite  wines.  The  great  repute  of  this  house 
(the  Rocher)  was  originally  founded  upon  oysters. 
It  first  overcame  the  prejudice  against  those  months 
which  are  undistinguished  by  the  letter  r,  serving 
its  oysters  equally  delicious  in  all  the  months  of 
the  year.  It  gave  a  dinner  in  1819,  which  was 
the  topic  of  general  conversation  for  one  month — 
about  two  weeks  more  than  is  given  in  Paris  to  a 
revolution.  The  bill  is  published  for  the  eye  of  the 
curious  in  the  MmuTunh  des  Gourmands.  Frogs 
having  been  made  to  talk  by  iEsop,  and  looking 
so  very  like  little  babies,  when  swimming  in  their 
ponds,  many  dilettanti,  especially  ladies,  feel  an 
aversion  to  eating  them ;  and  the  French,  being  the 
first  of  the  modems  to  introduce  them  generally 
upon  the  table,  have  infixed  thereby  a  stigma  inde- 
libly upon  the  French  name,  their  bactrachony- 
mical  designation  being  now  as  significative  as  the 
*<  John  Bull"  of  a  neighbouring  kingdom.  An 
Englishman  being  compelled  lately  to  go  to  Paris 
on  business,  and  holding  frogs  in  abhozrence,  espe- 
cially French  frogs,  carried  his  provisions  with  him. 
I  take  the  occasion  to  state  that  this  was  an  idle 
apprehension,  and  that  Paris  not  only  has  other 
provisions  now,  but  that  this  quadruped  is  even  less 
common,  perhaps,  in  the  French  than  the  Eng- 
lish kitchen.  But,  indeed,  to  the  refined  and  in- 
genious it  is  in  good  esteem,  always— especially  to 
professors,  doctors,  savans,  and  diplomatists,  the 
classes  most  addicted  to  gourmandize  in  all  coun- 
tries. These  do  not  forget  that  the  same  immortal 
bard  who  sang  of  heroes  and  the  gods,  sang  also 
of  bulfrogs.  ,  ^ 

The  Freneh  being  naturally  a  more  social  people 
than  the  English,  and  being  less  wealthy,  and  hav- 
ing less  comfortable  homes,  frequent  more  pub- 
lic-houses; so  that  these  establishments  are,  of 
course,  made  to  excel  in  decoration  and  conveni- 
ence as  well  as  science.  Indeed,  cookery  at  home, 
and  many  other  things  at  home,  will  always  want 
the  stimulus  necessary  to  a  very  high  state  of  im- 
provement No  one  of  the  arts  has  attained  emi- 
nence ever,  unless  fostered  by  rivalship  and  public 
patronage,  and  brought  under  the  popular  inspec- 
tion. Much  is  said  about  tlie  undomesticated  way 
of  the  French  living,  but  certain  it  is  that  the  social 
qualities  have  gained  more  than  the  domestic  have  < 
lost,  and  it  is  certain  that  the  wealthy  and  fiuhion- 
able  French  are  after  all  less  erratic  in  their  habits 
and  less  discontented  with  their  homes  than  the 
domestic  and  comfortable  English.  Comfort !  com- 
fort !  nothing  but  comfort !  To  escape  they  wan- 
der everywhere  upon  the  broad  sea  and  land,  and 
reside  among  the  Loo-koos,  Creeks,  and  Negroes 
^-everywhere  disgusted.  Where — into  what  un- 
civiUzcd  nook  of  earth  can  you  go  without  finding 
even  their  women  1 

"  If  to  the  west  you  roam. 
There  some  blue  '*  '  at  liome' 

Among  the  blacks  of  Carolina. 
Or  fly  you  to  the  cast,  you  see 
Some  Mrs.  Hopkins  at  her  tea 

And  toast,  u^wn  the  walls  of  China." 

The  very  genteel  Parisians  do  not  encumber  their 
houses  with  kitchens  at  all,  and  that  ugly  hebdoma- 
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dal  event,  s  washday,  ia  totally  unknown  in  the 
Parisian  domestic  economy.  The  families  dine  out 
in  a  &mily  group,  or  by  appointment  with  friends, 
or  the  dinner  is  served  in  their  apartment»-Hi  duty 
which  is  assigned  to  an  individual  you  meet  every- 
where in  a  white  nightcap  and  apron,  and  whom 
they  call  a  traiteur.  Not  a  fellow  to  be  quartered 
and  his  head  set  up  on  the  Temple  Bar,  but  a  loyal 
subject,  very  welcome  in  the  best  houses,  and  dig- 
nified as  the  entnprtneur  general  of  diplomatic 
dinners.  «i 

What  a  gay  and  animated  picture  the  Parisian 
restaurant  with  its  spacious  mirrors,  and  marble 
tables  gracefully  distributed,  vnth  its  pretty  woman 
at  the  comptoir,  erected  for  her  often  at  the  expense 
of  many  thousand  francs,  and  with  its  linen  of  the 
vrinnowed  snow,  the  whole  displayed  at  night  un- 
der a  blaze  of  glittering  chandeliers,  and  alive  with 
its  joyous  and  various  company  !  The  custom  of 
dining  the  best  bred  ladies  in  these  public  saloons 
gives  them  an  air  of  elegance,  decency  and  vivacity 
it  is  in  vain  to  hope  for  under  any  direction  where 
there  is  a  public  separation  of  the  sexes,  as  in  Eng- 
land and  America. 

Cooking,  like  the  drama,  will  conform  with  pub- 
lic opinion,  and  bad  eaters  and  bad  judges  of  a  play 
are  alike  the  ruin  of  good  houses,  and  the  reputa- 
tion o{  the  artists.  Wo  to  the  gastronomy  of  a 
people  whose  public  taste  is  gross  and  uncultivated. 
In  those  countries  where  men  dine  with  cynical 
voracity  in  fifteen  minutes,  why  talk  of  ill-— dine, 
as  Careme  eloquently  and  indignantly  expresses  it, 
as  if  they  had  craws  for  the  comminution  of  their 
food  after  its  deglutition. 

I  remember  about  five  hundred  dyspeptics  who 
used  to  group  themselves  about  the  Red  sulphur, 
(which  they  paefcrred  of  all  the  Virginia  Springs 
fop.  the  abundance  of  its  table ;)  how  they  used  to 
saunter  about  in  little  squads,  or  huddle  altogether 
at  the  source  of  the  little  ruby  and  sulphurous  foun- 
tain, and  discourse  the  live-long  day  of  gastnc 
juices,  peristaltic  motions,  kneading  of  itomachs, 
virtues  of  aliments  and  remedies,  inquiring  dili- 
gently into  the  cause  that  might  be  assigned  for  the 
almost  epidemic  prevalence  of  this  disease ;  some 
blaming  the  stars,  some  hot  rolls,  others  the  caco- 
chymical  qualities  of  our  American  climate,  and  a 
few  threatened  to  leave  the  country.  Two  Virgi- 
nia members  believed  it  was  the  exciting  nature  of 
our  institutions,  and  they  sat  about  upon  stumpw, 
(these  gentlemen  having  a  great  afHnity  for  stumps^) 
pale,  abdominous,  and  wan,  and  nearly  dbgusted 
with  republicanism ;  and  there  was  an  Irish  gen- 
tleman, who  had  a  strong  suspicion  he  might  have 
been  changed  at  nurse,  for  he  was  a  healthy  baby. 

These  things  are  better  managed  in  China. 
Chewing  is  done,  they  say,  at  a  large  Chinese  or- 
dinary, by  a  kind  of  isochVonical  movement,  regu- 
lated by  music.  They  have  a  leader,  as  at  our 
concerts,  and  up  go  the  jaws  upon  sharp  F,  and 
down  upon  G  flat  I  wish  our  «  Conscript  Fathers" 
at  Washington,  if  it  would  not  interfere  too  much 
with  the  liberty  of  the  subject,  would  take  this 
matter  under  consideration,  and  if,  themselves,  they 
would  chew  and  digest  a  little  more  their  dinners 


and  speeches,  I  beg  leave  to  intimate,  it  would  be 
not  only  a  personal  c<^fort,  but  an  economy  of  the 
money  and  reputation  of  the  republic.  The  des- 
tiny  of  a  nation,  says  a  sensible  French  writer,  may 
depend  upon  the  digestion  of  the  first  minister. 
Who  knows,  then,  but  the  distress  that  has  fiiUen, 
without  any  assignable  cause,  like  a  blight  upon 
our  prosperity ;  that  the  contentious  ill-humours  of 
our  two  houses ;  their  sparrings,  duellings,  flog- 
gings, removal  of  deposits,  expungings,  vetoinga^ 
*  and  disruption  of  cabinets,  may  not  he  chiefly 
owing  to  an  imperfect  mastication  by  the  two  lio- 
nourable  bodiiii,  the  president,  secretaries,  and 
others  intrusted  with  the  mismanagement  6f  the 
country.  Legislation  on  such  subjects  is  not  with- 
out respectable  precedent  The  emperor  Domi- 
tian  had  it  brought  regularly  before  hit  senate  what 
sauce  he  should  em[|loy  upon 'a  turbot  It  was 
put  to  vote  in  committee  of  the  whole,  and  the 
decree  (as  related  by  Tacitus,  and  translated  by 
the  Almanack  det  Gourmand»)wtisn»auce  piquante. 

The  entire  force  of  appetite  is  concentrated  in 
Paris,  upon  two  meals,  and  an  infinite  variety  of 
dishes  is  sought  to  give  enjoyment  to  these  two 
meals.  Td"  dine  on  a  single  dish  the  French  call 
an  **  atrocity."  The  precept  of  the  gourmand  is  to 
economize  appetite  and  prolong  pleasure,  and  there- 
fore intermediate  refreshments  of  all  kinds  are 
strictly  forbidden.  Cake-shops  are  patronized  by 
foreigners  only.  Madame  Felix — alas,  how  difli- 
cult  to  resist  her  seducing  little  pies ! — sells  1 5,000 
daily  !  If  vou  offer  to  touch  one  in  company  with 
a  Frenchwoman,  she  insists  on  your  not  impairing 
the  integrity  of  your  appetite  for  the  regular  meals ; 
and  she  only  remarks,  «  C*eMt  pour  les  AngUiu*^ 
While  the  allies  stayed  in  Paris,  Madame  Sullot  sold 
from  her  room,  twelve  feet  square,  of  her  incom- 
parable p€tit8  paUi  12,000  per  day.  The  English-  ^ 
man  will  have  his  breakfiist,  will  have  his  Idnch, 
his  dinner  and  supper,  and  thus  anticipating  hun- 
ger has  no  meal  at  all  of  enjoyment  So,  also,  is 
he  morose  and  peevish,  snuffing  with  suspicious 
nose  the  flavour  of  his  wine,  and  approaching  his 
dishes  with  a  degustatory  fastidiousness,  not  unlike 
that  town  mouse  so  well  described  by  Lafontaine. 
In  the  ca^s  you  see  him  alone  at  his  table,  spoon- 
ing his  soup,  and  encouraging  appetite  by  prelimi- 
nary excitementsy  or  with  newspaper,  eating  and 
perusing,  apparently  seeing  no  one,  with  an  air  that 
intimates  the  very  great  honour  he  does  the  French 
nation  by  dining  at  all.  Moreover,  they  do  ^  not 
in  Paris,  as  in  Ldndor^  under  pretext  of  giving  an 
appetite,  cozen  you  out  of  your  dinner  by  oysters. 
A  Frenchman,  on  a  visit  to  England,  once  tried 
this  experiment ;  but  sf^r  eating  three  dozen,  he 
declared  he  did  not  feel  in  the  least  mor^  hungry 
than  when  he  began. 

The  rules  of  eating  of  the  French  table  are  as 
accurately  defined  as  axionis  of  geometry — bot 
these  rules  I  defer  to  another  occasion. 

The  French  Breaffast, — It  is  not  your  ghost  of 
a  breakfast,  tea  and  toast  and  the  newspaper,  to 
guests  eating  in  their  sleep.  It  is  late ;  it  is  at 
eleven ;  above  all  it  is  with  appetite  sharp  from 
eariy  exercise ;  it  is  the  ornamental  butter  of  gold 
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in  a  fine  firost-work,  as  if  winter  heraelf  had  wo- 
ten  it,  spicy  a«  Epping  or  Goehen,  and  the  little 
loaf  and  heaving  omelet,  tlib  agpreeable  ragout,  the 
fruit  and  fragrant  Burgundy,  spread  as  by  the  fair 
hand  of  Ceres  herself  upon  the  snowy  luien,  bor- 
'  dered  blue  or  red,  to  enhance  its  immaculate  white- 
ness. And  for  those  Who  love  better  Araby  apd 
the  Indies,  cofSse  poured  from  the  strainer,  fresh 
and  aromatic,  into  the  giMed  porcelain,  with  rich 
cream,  or  of  a  strength  to  be  diluted  with  more  than 
half  milk,  poured  out  cftactly  at  the  point  of  ^ul- 
IBtion ; — but  the  Chambertin  or  Burgundy  to  re*^ 
fined  .tastes  is  better.  Coffee,  pure,  and  at  its  side 
the  little  glass  of  Cognac  or  Maraschino,  worth  a 
^l^iigrhnagpB  to  Mocha,  is  the  glorious  appendix  of 
tl|e  dinner. 

The.  French  Dinner, — Atmosphere  from  13  to  16 
degrees,  Reaumur.     Dkung-room  simple,  with  only 
mirrors  and  a'faw  agreeable  pictures  by  Teniers. 
A  light  soup  introduces  this  meal,  by  all  means 
without  bread,  followed  by  a  gentle  glass  of  claret. 
'  A  rich  and  heavy  soup,  where  any  thing  else  is  tfi 
be  served,  is  a  total  misconcention  of  a  dinner. 
Then  follow,  with  a  nice  regard  to  succession  and 
analogy^  fish,  poultry,  roasts,  with  the  entremets, 
and  finally  game.     A  delicate  eater  may  begin 
with  a  patS  of  larks  or  other  petit  plat,  and  over- 
^  leap  the  fish,  which  deadens  somewhat  the  sense  of 
delicious  aromas ;  and  the  dessert  is  spared  always 
by  the  very  prudent  of  both  sexes.     The  monstrous 
desserts  are  superseded  by  a  better  taste.     Instead 
of  the  Louvre  or  IBt  Peter's,  of  such  dimensions  as 
required  sometimes  the  ceiling  to  be  removed,  you 
have  now  for  the  robust  ol&ctories  a  little  Gruer 
If    cheese— or  for  the  softer  sex,  perhaps,  an  ice,  a 
creme  touffU^  and  you  jQay  offer  a  Dutch  lady  an 
accompaniment  to  her  coffee,  a  little  Cupid  just 
starting  from  sugar  candy  into  ife.     Each  service 
must  have  the  air  of  abundance.     Any  apprehen- 
sion of  deficiency,  or  the  being  obliged  to  refuse 
out  of  politeness,  would  check  the  appetite  and 
natural^impulses  of  the  guests.     All  that  you  ad- 
mit upon  your  plate  is  to  be  eaten ;  ii\  your  glass 
to  be  drunk ;  you  intimate  otherwise  the  badness 
of  the  fiire,  and  insult  your  host ;  besides,  to  have 
the  eyes  larger  than  the  appetite  is  proverbially 
vulgar.     No  solos  are  allowed,  or  4f  long  yarn,'*  as 
it  is  styled,  and  liorn  are  in  bad  taste.     Also,  there 
IS  no  rush^of  waiters;  servants  at  the   slightest 
hint  anticipate  your  wants,  and  a  tender  conversa- 
tion is  never  interrupted  by  the  untimely  interpo- 
sition or  removal  of  a  dish;  observing  always  that 
a  sentence,  though  two-t^df  gone,  should  it  even 
be  a  declaration,  is  to  be  suspended  at  the  entrance 
of  ^dinde  aux  irvffe^   No  one  at  table  descants 
'  on  the  excellence  of  a  dish  or  the  wine.    There 
is  no  surprise  at  what  one  is  osed  to  daily.    In 
converaition  gentlemen  are  to  be  without  preten- 
sion, and  ladies,  if  possible,  without  coquetry,  and 
the  mind,  by  all  mfeans,  left  to  its  natural  impulses. 
^0  one  is  pressed-^1  is  <*  fortuitous  elegance  and 
luistudied  grace ;"  this  is  one  of  Johnson's  defini- 
tbns  of  happiness.    In  the  first  course  the  guest 
is  required  to  be  polite  merely ;  he  is  expected  to 
be  gallant  in  the  second,  and  at  the  dessert  he  may 


be  afiectionate ;  but  after  tb«  champagne . . .  (no 
rules  of  propriety  are  laid  down  in  any  of  the  hooka.) 

In  the  drawing-room  is  merry  conversation  and 
music,  if  excellent,  tea  of  a  rich  flavour,  or  punch 
of  the  best  Together  at  eleven — in  bed  at  mid- 
night 

The  English  and  French  hare  with  truffles,  is  a 
delicacy  well .  worth  our  canvas-^cks.  The  Ro- 
man ladies  believed  the  food  of^  hares  improved 
beauty.  Martial,  in  an  epigram,  tells  of  a  woman 
so  ugly  in  his  time,  as  to  set  hares  at  defiance.  I 
do  not  know  if  the  modem  hare  inherits  this  beau- 
tifying quality,  and  few  of  my  female  acquaintances 
have  any  interest  in  the  inquiry.  Many  sensible 
people,  however,  believe  there  is  such  efficacy  in 
nourishment,  and  it  is  worth  consideration.  Achil- 
les, they  remind  us,  was  fed  on  lion's  marrow,  and 
Mailame  Grisi,  I  have  heard  said,  was  nourished 
in  her  teifder  years  upo^,  nightingales'  tongues,  a 
diet  much  to  be  recommended  to  others  of  the  quire, 
some  of  whom  seem  to  have  been  brought  up  upon 
bulfrogs. 

It  is  a  matter  of  much  interest  to  those  who 
would  dine  out  to  have  their  sense  of  eating,  as  far 
as  possible,  refined.  By  rich  persons,  who  enter- 
tain, bad  eaters  are  held  in  a  kind  of  horror,  and 
shuimed  as  much  as  tuneless  ears  by  musicians. 
To  serve  an  exquisite  dish  to  a  face  that  expresses 
no  rapture — it  is  Timotheus'  song  to  the  Scythian, 
who  preferred  the  neighing  of  a  hocpe.  And  well- 
bred  gourmands  are  known  to  have  applied  oflen 
certain  diagnostics  by  which  to-  detect  indifferent 
or  refined  eaters.  When  a  dish  of  indisputable 
excellince  is  served,  it  is  expected  the  very  aspect 
of  it  will  excite  in  a  well-organized  person  all  the 
powers  of'taste,  and  any  one  who,  under  such  cir- 
cumstances, shows  no  flashes  of  desire,  no  radiant 
ecstasy  of  countenance,  is  noted  down  at  once  as 
unworthy,  and  left  out  in  subsequent  invitations. 

The  learned  author  of  the  Phygiogmmtif  du  Mout^ 
has  given  three  sets  of  dishes,  (I  beg  leave  to  trans- 
late for  your  edification,)  which  he  calls  eprouvettet 
gas-ronofgiiqueg,  or  tests  of  good  eaters,  suited  to 
three  several  conditions  of  fortune— for  you  are  not 
to  suppose  a  person  bom  in  the  J\ue  Coquenard, 
though  equally  endowed,  should  have  the  same 
acumen  as  one  bred  au  premier  in  the  Rue  Rivoli, 
or  the  vicinity  of  the  Palais  RoyuL  Here  they 
are: 

FIBST  CLASS. 

Revenue  5000  francs.    (Medioerity,) 

A  large  veal  steak,  larded,  and  done  inns  own  gravy. 

A  farmyard  turkey,  stuffed  with  chesinut»,  from  Lyons. 

Tame-pigeons,  fattened,  and  larded  with  a  slice  of  ba- 
con, done  nicely. 

Eges  d  la  neigf.. 

A  dish  of  sour-kraut,  garnished  with  sausages,  and 
crowned  with  hacon  iVora  Strasbourg. 

Exprusi^. — Pest!  that  looks  well:  we  must  do  it 
honour. 

SECOND^  CLASS. 

Revenue  1.5,000  francs.    (Easy  cimtmstanees.) 
Chine  of  beef  ^rtn  rosi,ptqu6  done  in  its  own  gravy. 
Haunch  of  venison,  chopped-pickle-sauce. 
A  boiled  turbnt. 

Leg  ortnutton,  presali  ft  la  Provenfok. 
A  turkey  with  truiiies. 
Early  sweet  peas. 

Expressions. — Mami!  a  delicious  spectacle. — This  is 
indeed  a  regale. 
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TM&D  CLAfll. 

^  Revcnoe  ;M),000  francs.    {J^uenee.) 

A  piece  of  poultry,  7  Jb».,  stuffed  wiih  truffles  of  Peri- 
gord  till  it  becomes  a  spheroid. 

An  enormous  Die  of  Strasbourg,  in  form  of  a  bastion. 

A  large  carp  from  the  Rhine,  Ula  Chauibord richly  de- 
corated. 

'  Quails  with  truffles,  A  la  MosU,  laid  on  pieces  of  but- 
tered toast,  and  9wcet  basil. 

A  rich  pike.  piqu<l,  stufled  and  soaked  in  cream  of  lol>* 
sters,  seeundttm  or^fm. 

A  pheasant  Uxon  point,  piqui  en  trou/etf  resting  om  a 
roast,  done  holv-alliance-fashion.* 

One  hundred  asparagus,  5  or  0  lines  in  diameter,  in 
season^  sauce  A  rormag&me. 

.'    Two  dozen  ortolans,  t  la  ProvenfoU^  as  described  in 
the  secretaire,  and  cuisinier.  * 

A  pyramid  of  maringufs,  with  vanilla  androse.  (This 
last  for  women  only,  and  men  of  feminine  and  delicate 
habiu.)      ' 

Expre$flhns. — Ahi  niilord !  An  admirable  man  is  your 
Oook?    Sii^h  dishes  are  found  on  your  table^oniy. 

The  last  of  these  bilU,  our  learned  author  thinks 
a  decisive  test  pf  cultivated  taste  and  natural  en- 
lii^wments.  « I  was  lately"  says  he,  «  af  a  dinner 
of  gourmands  of  this  third  category,  and  had  a  fair 
chance  of  verifying  the  effects.  After  a  first  course 
an  enormous  coovierge  de  BurhezieuXj  trxiffi  a  tout 
TcmvpTty  tt  im  Gibraltar  defoU  gras  de  Strashourg, 
was  brought  in. . . .  In  the  whole  assembly  this  ap- 
parition produced  a  marked  effect,  hut  difficult  to 
be  described.  Something  like  the  sild^it  laugh  de- 
scribed by 'Cooper.  In  fact  converaation  ceased 
among  all  the  guests.  Their  hearts  were  too  fiiU  ! 
The  attentions  of  pXf  were  soon  turned  to  the  skill 
of  the  caryarB,4Bnd  when  the  plates  of  distribution 
were  passed  round,  I  saw  succeed  each  other,  in 
every  countenance,  the  fire  of  desire,  the  ecstasy  of 
joy,  the  perfect  repose  of  beatitude  !** 

Persons  are  rarely  subject  to  these  violent  emo- 
tions, if  not  bred  in  Paris,  and  to  many  they  might 
appear  exaggerated,  but  let  them,  look  into  history. 
I  will  cite  a  few  authen^c  anecdotes  in  illustration 
of  this  part  of  tJie  subject ;  and  I  will  show,  too, 
that  these  gastronomic  emotions  and  elegant  din- 
ners'do  not  appertain  exclusively  to  the  French, 
and  are  marks  of  a  high  civilization  in  all  countries. 

Fontenelle,  dining  a  friend  one  day,  and  his  po- 
liteness getting  the  better  of  his  reason,  yielded 
reluctantly  to  his  desire  of  having  the  asparagus 
dressed  with  butter  instead  of  oU,  and  went  slowly 
towards  the  head  of  the  stairs  to  give  orders  to  this 
effect.  During  the  absence  his  firiend  had  fal- 
len down  in  apoplexy,  which  t)bserving  at  his  re- 
turn, he  hastened  ba9k  to  the  stairs :  «  Cook  !  cook  ! 
cook !"  he  cried  out  in  a  subdued^ voictf,  "  you  can 
drean  them  with  oil  !*'  and  he  afibrdcd  then  to  his 
deceased  friend  the  due  offices  of  humanity. 

Judge  Savarin,  hunting  one  day  ^ith  Jefferson, 
near  Paris,  caught  a  couple  of  hares,  and  t^ey  re- 
turned home  with  their  game  late  in  the  evening. 
To  lighten  the  way,  the  American  ambassador  re- 
lated to  the  judge  various  anecdotes  of  Washing- 
ton ;  and  was  Encouraged  to  continue  for  two  or 
three  miles  by  the  close  attention  and  meditative 
air  of  his  companion.  But  at  length  the  judge 
awaking  up  and  breaking  through  his  long  sildnce, 
said,  with  the  decision  of  one  who  has  made  up 
his  mind,  "  Yes !  I  will  cook  them  with  truffles," 
Jeffisrson  being  about  half  through  the  battle  of 
the  Cowpena. 


Among  the  Latins  and  Greeks  a  great  many  ; 
teresting  examples  are  recorded  of  the  sauJiB  kinc» 
Cratinut  seeing  his  jgHinc  spilt,  bne  day,  died  6f 
grief;  he  had  survived  the  loss  of  his  wife.  His 
fiite  is  recorded  in  Aristophanes.  Jlpicivt  sailed 
to  Africa  to  pass  his  life  there,  hearing  that  the 
oysters  were  better  than  in  ^is  native  country ;  but 
finding  them  worse,  sailed  baek  again.  An  epi- 
curean is  menUoned  by  Ajheii&us,  who,  having  eaten 
a  sturgeon  at  a  meal-— all  but  the  head — fell  into 
indteition,  and  was  given  up  by  the  doctots— 
aays^e,  "  Well !  if  I  must  die,«ril  thank  you  4f^ 
bring  me  in  the  rest  of  the  fish."  Apicius,  ^  it 
is  well  knownj  spent  two  millions  of  dollars  upon 
his  table,  and  when  he  had  but  %.  fipptmiy-bil  left» 
blew  out  his  brains. 

Some  very  creditable  instances  have  been  found 
even  in  England.  Pope^^thc  actor,  one  day  re- 
ceived the  invitation  of  a  lord:  ;<9ear  Pope,  if 
you  can  dine  on  a  roast,  come  at  six ;  we  have 
nothing  else."  He  came  and  ^ctc(>  accordingly. 
At  the  conclusion,  however,  a  tnilBed  hare  of  most 
appetizing  flavour  was  brought  in.  Astonishment 
and  dismay  succel^cd  in  Pope's  countenance,  as 
he  looked  at  it,  scarce  beUeving  his  eyes.  ^He  took 
up  his  knife,  tried,  Imt  could  not ...  At  length,  af- 
ter several  vain  efforts,  pushing  his  plate  aside  and 
putting  down  his  knife,  he  said,  tears  starting  in  his 
eyes, «  From  an  old  friend,  I  did  not  expect  tliis!" 

Of  Lady  Morgan*!  France^  one  of  the  prettiest 
pagcfl  by  far,  is  her  description  of  a  dinner  at  Roths- 
child's villa,  near  Paris^  served  u]^by  the  celebrated 
Car^me,  at  which  she  was  present.  A  few  sen- 
tences of  which  will  show  that  the  fair  authorecs 
would  have  run  no  risk  from  M.  Gerardin's  ^  Ga^ 
tronomical  q)rouv€U€$"  and  furnish  proof,  if  proof 
be  wanting  in  a  matter  of  such  notoriety',  that  la- 
dies have  talents*for  eating,  when  rightly  culti* 
vatcd,  quite  equal  to  the  other  sex. 

"With  less  genius,"  says  her  ladyship,  «  than 
went  to  the  composition  of  this  dinner,  men  have 
written  epic  poems ;  and  if  crownA  were  distributed 
to  cooks  as  to  actors,  the  wreath  of  Pesta  afid  Son- 
tag  (divine  as  they  are)  was  never  mora  fairly  won 
than  the  laurel  that  should  have  graced  the  brow 
of  Car^me  for  this  specimen  of  the  intell^ual 
perfection  of  h^  art — the  standard  and  gauge  of 
modem  civilization.  Crueltj^iolence,  barbarism 
were  the  characteristica  of  men  who  %d  upon  th^ 
tough  fibres  of  half-fed  oxen.  Humanity,  know- 
ledge, refinement,  of  the  generation,  whose  tastes 
and  temper  are  regulated  by  the  science  of  such 
philosophers  as  Car^me,  and  su6h  Amphytrions  a 
Rothschild."  ^ 

Of  thtf  dinner,  she  says,  "  Tt  was  in  season ; 
was  up  to  the  time — in  the  spirit  of  the  age.  Therv 
was  no  perruque  in  its  composition,  no  trace  of  the 
*  wisdom  of  our  ancestors,*  in  a  single  dish ;  4io 
high-spiced  sauces,  no  tautf  hlanrke ;  no  flavour 
of  cayenne  and  alspice,  no  tincture  of  catsup,  and 
walnut  pickles ;  no  visible  agenty  of  those  vu1|w 
elements  of  cookery  of  the  good  old  tunes.  Fire 
and  water  distillations  of  the  most  delicate  viands 
exhaled  in  silver  dews,  with  chemical  precision, 

*  On  tepid  clouds  of  rising  steam. 
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formed  the  fond  of  alL  Every  meat  presented  its 
natural  aroma ;  every  vegetable  its  shade  of  verdure ; 
margonnese  was  tiied^^  lA^  (as  Ninon  said  of 
devigne's  heart,)  and  thJB  tempered  chill  of  the 
pbbian,  which  jield  the  place  of  the  eternal /on^us 
and  90ufflet»  of  an  Englishman's  table,  anticipated 
the^shook,  and  broke  n  of  the  ^aggerated  av»> 
-lanche,"  dec  dtc. 

It  is  scarcely  fair  to  quote  farther  of  a  work  so 
accessihie  t^  all,  dr  I  would  give  you  also  her  de- 
seriplion  t>f  the  dinin^^rSom,  so  romantically  t^lffA' 
llig  apart  from  thee  house,  in  the  shade  of  oranges; 
of  4te  elegant  pavilion  of  green  marble,  refreshed 
by  fountaliiifi^ihat  sh^t  into  the  air  through  sdntil- 
Jating  strefl^s.  Of  the  table  itself,  covered  with 
its  beautiful  and  picturesque  dessert,  emitting  no 
odour  that  was  not  in  perfect  conformity  with  the 
,freshnem  df  the  scene,  aftd  fervour  of  the  season^ — 
**  No  bumishdi  gold  reflected  the  glowing  sunset, 
mar  brilliant  silver  dazzled  the  eye ;  porcelain,  be- 
yond the  prictf  of  ay  precious  metals  by  its  beauty 
and  its  fragility  ;  every  plate  a  picture,  consorted 
with  the  general  character  of  sumptuous  simplici- 
ty, which  reigned  over  the  whole? and  showed  how 
wen  the  Blaster  of  the  feast  had  consulted  the  ge- 
nius of  the  place  in  all.**       m 

Lady  Morgan  solidted  and  obtained  permission 
jt  to  see  and  converse  with  the  illustrious  ch^f,  who 
in  the  evening  entered  the  circle  of  the  saloon, 
where  a  feeling  and  interestii/g  interview  ensued. 
(8ee  her  own  account  of  it.)  Such  honourrare 
every  day  lavishedgupon  heroes,  and  surely  he  who 
teaches  to  nourish  men  is  well  worth  him  who 
teaches  to  kill  them. 

Lord  Byron  has  expressed  his  dislike  of  "  eating 
women.'*  But  his  lordibip  had  an  infinity  of  lit^ 
tie  capricious  dislikes.  Monsieur  Savarin,  of  much 
better  taste  in  such  matters,  des^ibes  his  "  pretty 
gounnande  under  arms,"  as  one  of  the  most  inte- 
.^rei^g  of  objects.'  From  the  stimulus  of  eating, 
die  has  greater  brilliancy  of  eyes  and  grace  of  con- 
versation \  the  vefmilion  of  her  lips  is  of  a  deeper 
dye,  ano^  she  is  improved  in  all  the  attributes  of 
her  beauty,  and  in  all  respects  better  recommended 
to  our  sympathies,  as  the  honey-bee  that  sips  the 
goldefl  flower  is  better  liked  for  its  appetites.  No- 
thing that  is  natural  can  be  justly  c^Ied  an  imper- 
fection, and  \  would%espectfully  suggest  in  reply 
t<|bis  fastidiJtis  lordship  that  the  first  ^mptation 
of  mankind  was  eating,  and  that  it  began  with  the 
fidr  sex.  ' 
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Ir  first  impressions  are  sp  v||y  potent,  I  shall 
hat^  London  abominably.  I  have  come  in  by 
the  East  End,  which  is^enough  for  ill  humour  of 
itself,  and  I  am  lodged  in  Threadneedle-street,  with 
tln^rtatin/^  ftf  ihe  owl,  who  finds  out  a  sickly  cave 
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to  mope  and  be  melancholy  in.  A  single  ray  of 
sun  has  not  fallen  upon  the  island  since  I  set  foil 
on  it,  four  days  ago.  I  lefV'  in  Paris  an  agreeable* 
circle  of  friends,  bright  suns,  and  the  lilacs  of  the 
Tuileries  in  bloom,  and  am  here,  doing  penance 
in  a  back  room  of  «  Little  Britam,"  where  Boreas  ' 
shakes  blue  devils  from  his  dripping  wings. ,,,, 

llie  crowd  upon  the  street,  of  vtq^icles  cramm^ 
to  stiffocation,  and  th^  dense  mass  of  pedestrisns, 
with  the  addition  of,  umbrellas,  on  a  wet  day,  is 
indeed  a  spectacle.  .  As  I  stood  wrapped  up  in  a 
stupid  asto^hment,  and  looking  on,  I  met*  an  ad- 
Venture,  wffih  nuule  me  a  ridiculous  part  of  the 
.exhibition.  .  I  saw  a  person  at  8<^e' distance,  a  lit- 
tle above  the  others,  who,  with  a  most  aflabi^  smile 
of  recognition,  beckoned  me  toward  him.  Sup-  * 
posing  it  a  friend,  of  whom  I  had  just  now  so  much 
need,  who  had  observed  me,  I  made  haste  to  obey. 
He  had  mdianted  on  the  ||^r  of  an  omnibus,  the 
better  to  draw  my  attention.  Close  byj  in  a  simi- 
lar utualion,  was  another,  who,  as  I  approached, 
diiputed  with  bin  the  honour  of  my  acquaintance. 
*«  This  vay,  iir !"  said  the  one ;  "  This  vay,  sir !" 
said  tke  other^  both  with  great  animation.  I  now  • 
thought  they  were  warning  me  of  some  imminent 
danger,  but  not  knowing  in  what  direction,  I  stood 
still,  paying  them  my  respects  attomately  ;  a  kind 
of  Scotch  reel,  setting  now  to  this  lady,  now  to 
that ;  till  at  length  I  made  up  my  mind  in  favour 
of  one,  without  giving  pitfereifce  to  ^th«r,  as  hap- 
pens often  in  love,  or  a  presidents  Election,  and" 
stepped  in,  aided  by  the  civility  of  the  gentleman,, 
who  slammed  the  door  upon  my  heels.  In  a* 
French  omnibus,  you  get  in,  to  be  sure,  with  impe- 
diments, sitting  about  on  the  women's  laps ;.  but 
they  take  it  in  good  part,  and  assist  your  move- 
ments, and  you  even  sometimes  get  into  httle  con- 
versations :  <»  I  hope  I  have  not  hurt  you,  Ma'am  1". 
^*Au  contrairiy  Monsieur;^*  and  UsI whole  aflair  is 
agreeable  enough.  But  only  think  of  running  the 
gauntlet  between  two  rows  of  Englishmen's  faces ! 
»*Take  care,  sir!" — "Hal-loo!"  It  is  a  cold  bath  at 
the  Yellow  Springs  !  But  I  had  no  sooner  reached 
the  back  seat,  than  I  recollected,  with  great  pre- 
sence of  mind,  that^  had  not  the  slightest  inter>- 
tion  of  riding,  and  that  I  must  absolutely,  and  in 
spite  of  the  general  displeasure,  get  out.  How- 
ever, I  found  that  on«  always  leaves  a  crowded  ve- 
hicle with  general  consent,  and  I  passed  out  with- 
out any  othar  obstacle  than  from  the  conductor 
(classically  "  cad'*)  insisting  on  sixpence,  his  fee 
for  having  outwitted  me,  which- 1  willingly  paid, 
and  again  set  foot  on  the  pavement  I  observed, 
by  the  fifbes  of  my^ellow  passengers,  that  they  un- 
derstood the  joke,  and  enjoyed  it  at  fny  expense ; 
but  swearing  a  little  French,  in  getting  out,  put 
the  scandil  upon  the  French  nation,  and  spared 
brother  Jonathan's  blushes.  The  mistake  was  na- 
tural enough,  since  neither  in  France  nor  America 
do  they  solicit  passengera  in  this  senseless  man- 
ner. 
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It  is  a  disgrace  to  the  literary  character  of 
this  nation  that  so  little  is  ki^own  of  the  works 
of  Richard  Henrt  Dana,  who  as^^  poet  and 
as  a  noyelist  is  worthy  to  be  ranked  with  any 
living  writer  in  the  English  language.  For 
himself  he  can  afford  to  **  bide  his  time,*'  bat 
it  is  a  loss  as  well  as  a  dishonour  to  the  peo- 
ple tiiat  The  Buccaneer  and  Paul  Felton  and 
his  other  productions  all  not  more  read.  In  the 
pre&ce  to  the  only  and  very  imperfect  edition 
of  his  prose  works  that  has  been  publ^hed  he 
says,  ^*To  be  liked  of  those  whose  hearts  and 
minds  I  esteem  would  be  unspeakable  comfort 
to  me,  and  would  open  sympathies  with  them 
in  my  nature,  which  lie  deep  in  the  immortal 
part  of  me,  and  which,  therefore,  though  be- 
ginning in  time,  will  doubtless  live  on  in 
eternity.'*  To  such  he  commends  himself, 
and  by  such,  so  far  as  he  is  known,  he  is  ap- 
preciated ;  but  for  more  than  ten  years,  owing 
to  our  system  of  literary  piracy,  which  by 
giving  all  foreign  works  to  American  publish- 
ers without  copy-money  shuts  out  the  native 
author  from  competition,  there  has  not  been  a 
set  of  his  poeffts.  tales,  or  essays  in  the  mar- 
ket, and  the  great  mass  even  of  intelligent 
readers  know  nothing  about  tiiem. 

Mr.  Dana  comes  of  good  blood.  His  grand- 
father, Richard  Dana,  was  an  eminent  lawyer 
in  Massachusetts  and  an  ac^ve  whig  before 
the  Revolution,  and  his  father,  Francis  Dana, 
was  minister  to  Russia,  member  of  Congress, 
and  of  the  convention  in  Massachusetts  for  the 
adoption  of  the  Federal  Constitution,  and  af- 
terward chief  justice  of  the  Commonwealth. 
His  mother's  father,  William  Ellery,  of  Rhode 
Island,  was  a  signer  of  the  D^laration  of  In- 
dependence, and  through  him  he  is  descend- 
ed from  the  early  governors,  Bradstreet  and 
Dudley. 

Mr.  Dana  'Was  bom  at  Cambridge,  near 
Boston,  on  the  fifteenth  of  November,  1787. 
When  nine  or  ten  years  of  age  he  went  to 
Newport,  Rhode  Island,  where  he  r^ained 
until  within  a  year  or  two  of  entering  Har- 
vard College,  in  which  he  was  a  student  three 
years.    In  time  he  became  a  member  of  the 
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bar,  but  feeble  health  and  great  constitutional 
senpitiveness  soon  convinced  him  that  ttie 
practice  of  the  law  would  never  do  for  him, 
as  much  as  he  had  been  interested  in  the  sfddy 
of  it.  Yet  one  would  almost  hav^'suppo'sed 
he  should  have  "  taken  naturally"  to  the  pro- 
fession, seeing  that  his  father  and  grandfather 
were  of  it,  and  his  mother's  father  and  grand- 
father also.  However,  he  was  ^long  enough 
at  the  bar  to  prevent  the  double  line  that  had 
come  down  to  him  being  broken,  and  his  two 
sons,  (the  eldest  of  whom,  Richard  H.  Dana, 
Jr.,  is  well  known  in  the  literary  world  by  his 
admirable  work  entitled  Two  Yeait  before 
the  Mast,)  are  now  among  the  most  success- 
ful counsellore  and  advocates  of  Boston. 

Mr.  Dana  was  of  the  glorious  old  federal 
party,  of  which  Washington,  Hamilton,  Mar- 
shall, Jay,  Ames,  and  so  many  other  great 
men  had  been  ornaments;  and  his  first  public 
production  was  a  politico-literary  oration,  pro- 
nounced on  the  fourth  of  July,  1814.     From 
this  time  he  wrote  little,  perhaps  nothing,  for 
the  press,  until  1817,  when  he  contributed  his 
first  article  to  the  North  American  Review. 
It  was  a  brilliant  and  justly  severe  criticism 
of  the  poetry  of  Moore.     Not  long  af^r,  he 
became  a  member  of  the   North  Agierican 
Club,  and  when  his    relative,   EMward  T. 
Channing,  now  a   Harvard  professor,  was 
made  editor  of  the  Review,  he  took  some*  part 
in  the  management  of  it.  according  to  an 
agreement  between  them,  and  continued  tQ 
do  so  until  Channing  entered  the  college,  in 
1820,  when  his  connection  with  the  work  en- 
tirely ceased.    Among  the  articles  which  he 
wrote  for  it  was  one  on  Hazlitt's  Lectures  on 
the  British  Poets,  which  excited  much  atten- 
tion at  the  time,    llie  Pope  and  Queen  Anne 
school  was  then  triumphant,  and  the  dicta  of 
Jeffrey  were  law.    Dana  praised  Wordsworth 
and  Coleridge,  and  saw  much  to  admire  in 
Byron;   he  thought  poetry  was   somelhiog 
more  than  a  recreation;   that  it  was  some- 
thing superinduced  upon  the  realities  of  life ; 
he  believed  the  ideal  and  the  spiritual  might 
be  as  real  as  the  visible  and  the  tangible; 
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tkoaght  there  were  truths  heyond  the  u; 

stuiding  and  the  senses,  aqtf  not  to  he  reached 

bj  latiocination ;  and  indeed  hroached  many 

paradoxes  not  to  be  tolerated  by  the  literary 

nen  of  Boston  and^  Cambridge  then,  but 

irhi<Jb  now  the  same  community  has  taken 

up  and  carried  to  an  extent  at  that  time  un- 

thoQght  of. 

Soon  after  his  withdrawal  from  the  NcMh 

'  Ame^can  Club,  Mr.  Dana  began  The  Idle 

Man,  of  which  the  first  yolume  appeared  in 

1831.    In  me  following  year  came  out  what 

was  intended  for  the  first  number  of  the  second 

volume,  but  receiving  information  from  his 

publisher  that  he  was  writing  himself  into 

debt,  he  stopped.    In  The  Idle  Man  was  first 

printed  Tom  Thornton,  his  other  stories,  and 

several  essays,  with  poems  by  Bryant,  and  a 

few  pieces  by  a  third  hand.  ,  Allston  wrote 

for  it  Monaldi,  which  would   have  formed 

part  of  the  second  volume  l^d  the  work  been 

continued. 

Bryant  had  also  contributed  to  the  North 
American  Review  while  Dana  was  connected 
with  it,  (among  other  things  Thanatopsis,  the 
finest  poem  ever  produced  by  a  youth  of  eight- 
een,) and  in  1825,  when  he  was  editor  of  the 
New  York  Review,  Dana  in  turn  became  a 
writer  for  that  miscellany,  in  which  he  pub- 
lished his  first  poem.  The  Dying  Raven. 

Discouraged  by  the  failure  of  The  Idle  Man, 
Dana  did  not  make  another  attempt  for  him- 
self until  1827,  when  he  gave  to  the  public 
a  small  volume  entitled  The  Buccaneer  and 
other  Poems,  which  was  well  received,  the 
popular  taste  having  in  the  five  years  which 
had  elapsed  since  the  publication  of  The  Idle 
Man  been  considerably  improved  ;  but  as  his 
publishers  failed  yon  after  it  was  printed, 
he  was  no^^made  any  richer  by  it.  In  1833 
he  published  his  Poems  and  Prose  Writings, 
including  The  Buccaneer,  and  other  pieces 
embraced  in  his  previous  volume,  with  some 
new  poems,  and  The  Idle  Man  except  the  few 
papers  written  for  it  by  his  friends.  For  this 
be  received  from  his  bookseller  about  enough 
to  make  up  for  the  loss  he  had  originally  sus- 
tained by  the  last  mentioned  volume. 

Here  I  must  again  refer  to  the  atrocious  sys- 
tsil  of  robbery  of  foreign  authors,  which,  like 
every  other  sort  of  crime,  however  impercepti- 
bly^ brings  sure  .punishment  to  the  criminals. 
The  printer  to  whom  the  privilege  of  snatch- 
ing the  bread  from  th^jnaouth  of  the  European 
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hoor  was  secured  by  act  of  Congress,  was 
not  going  to  pay  copy  money  to  an  American. 
Had  The  Idle  Man  succeeded,  as  it  would  have 
done  if  not  undersold,  and  thus  Mr.  Dana  en- 
couraged to  go  on,  he  would  have  been  a  volu- 
minous writer,  a  benefactor  and  a  glory  to  the 
nation.  As  it  is,  indeed,  what  man  that  is  a 
man  does  not  feel  that  he  has  done  more  for 
the  substantial  adyantage  and  honour  of  his 
country  tl^n  the  greatest  of  our  heroes,  so 
called,  who  have  lived  in  this  generation. 

Since  1833  Mr.  Dana  has  published  nothing 
except  two  or  three  articles  in  the  Literary 
and  Theological  Review,  and  the  Spirit  of  the 
Pilgrims,  and  a  few  poems,  which  appeared  in 
a  magazine  of  which  tile  writer  of  this  was 
editor;  but  in  the  wintere  of  1839  and  1840 
he  delivered  a  series  of  ten  lectures  upon 
Shakspedre,  in  the  'cities  of  Boston,  New 
York,  and  Philadelphia,  which  were  listened 
to  with  extreme  interest  and  satisfaction  by 
assemblies  composed  of  the  very  best  portions 
of  the  people  of  those  cities. 

Of  Mr.  Dana's  poems  I  shall  here  say  but 
little.  The  Buccaneer  must  undoubtedly  be 
considered  one  of  the  first  productions  of  this 
age,  and  his  other  pieces  are  such  as  any  poet 
might  be  proud  to  have  written.  But  they 
are  not  likely  to  be  very  popular;  they  have 
none  of  the  mawkish  sentiment  which  intro- 
duces so  many  worthless  volumes  to  the  draw- 
ing-room; nor  are  they  of  soHhin  a  texture 
and  so  easily  to  be  understood,  as  to  commend 
themselves  to  shop-boys  and  chambermaids. 
Whether  in  verse  or  prose  Mr.  Dana  addresses 
himself  to  men,  and  in  a  style  that  is  a  praise 
of  his  audience. 

Of  his  novels,  Tom  Thornton  was  the  first, 
and  perhaps  it  has  been  most  generally  read. 
The  hero,  a  youth  of  reckless  kidepeudence 
and  vehemence  of  character,  unrestrained  by 
principle,  but  not  without  traits  of  generosity 
and  nobleness,  leaves  a  home  in  which  the  too 
fond  indulgence  of  a  weak  mother  and  the  in- 
judicious severity  of  a  passionate  father  had 
nearly  blighted  what  in  him  was  good,  and 
caused  what  was  evil  to  grow  with  an  unna* 
tural  luxuriance.  An  old  school4bllow  whom 
he  finds  in  the  city,  under  a  specious  show  of 
friendship  assists  him  wiA  money,  introduce^ 
him  to  votaries  of  pleasure,  and  for  selfish  pupl 
poses  leads  him  from  one  difficulty  into  an* 
other  until  he  is  utterly  ruined.  Discovering 
at  length  his  treachery  Thornton  murders  himi 
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and  the  death  of  his  father  and  mother,  has- 
tened  by  his  own  wickedness,  occurring  soon 
after,  **  remorse,  defeated  pride,  prosperity  sub- 
yerted,"  drive  him  to  madness,  and  he  dies. 
The  story  is  one  of  extraordinary  interest,  but 
this  is  a  quality  of  secondary  importance. 
The  grossness  and  vulgar  sufferings  of  vice, 
which,  as  he  remarks  in  his  essay  on  the  po- 
etry of  Moore,  are  generally  kept  very  much 
out  of  sight  in  such  compositions,  he  has 
painted  with  startling  fidelity  and  effect. 

Edward  and  Mary  is  a  tale  of  quiet  domestic 
life,  in  which  love  is  exhibited  as  a  sentiment; 
and  The  Son,  which  is  little  more  than  a 
cord  of  the  feelings  of  a  young  man  of  a 
thoughtful,  dreamy  mind,  on  the  death  of  his 
mother,  is  of  a  similar  character.  They  ap- 
propriately follow  the  powerful  and  terrible 
exhibitions  of  passion  in  Tom  Thornton  and 
Paul  Felton. 

This  last  is  altogether  the  most  striking 
and  impressive  of  his  novels.  The  hero  is  a 
moody  man,  delighting  in  self-torture,  who 
becomes  the  slave  of  the  phantoms  of  his  ima- 
gination, and  is  driven  to  acts  of  which,  a  little 
time  before,  the  prophecy  would  have  filled 
him  with  horror.  I  shall  not  attempt  an  out- 
line of  the  story.  Indeed  it  is  so  rapid  in  ac- 
tion, so  sudden  in  its  revelations  of  passion, 
in  all  respects  so  closely  woven,  as  to  seem 
itself  but  a  skilful  abstract  of  a  longer  tale. 

It  used  to  be  the  custom  with  tricksters  in 
literature  to  startle  with  the  pasteboard  horrors 
of  old  castles,  and  caverns,  and  shadowy 
woods,  and  all  the  machinery  of  the  melo- 
drama. The  time  for  this  sort  of  stuff  has 
gone  by.  Among  the  multitudes  of  readers 
there  are  scarce  any  to  be  satisfied  with  it. 
And  it  is  not  an  object  with  the  true  artist  to 
produce  such  an  effect,  though  sometimes  the 
blood  congeals  and  the  hair  stands  on  end  as 
he  lif\s  the  curtain  from  the  soul  in  its  conflict 
with  sin. 

Tlie  strength  of  Mr.  Dana  lies  very  much 
in  the  union  of  sentiment  with  imagination, 
or  perhaps  in  an  ascendency  of  sentiment  over 
his  other  faculties.  It  is  this  which  makes 
every  character  of  his  so  actual,  as  if  he  en- 
tered into  each  with  his  own  conscience,  and 
in  himself  suffered  the  victories  over  the  will, 
and  the  remorse  which  follows  tiiem.  There 
are  beautiful  touches  of  &ncy  in  his  tales,  but 
as  in  his  poems,  the  fancy  is  inferior  and  sub- 
ject to  the  imagination. 


He  has  a  solemn  sense  of  the  grandeur  and 
beauty  of  nature,  and  his  descriptions,  some- 
times by  a  single  sentence,  have  remarkable 
vividness  and  truth.  His  observations  on 
society  are  particular  and  profound,  and  he 
brings  his  characters  before  us  with  singular 
facility  and  distinctness,  and  invests  them,  to 
our  view,  with'  the  dignity  and  destiny  of 
immortal  beings. 

Of  Mr.  Dana's  essays  that  on  Keen's  acting 
is  one  of  the  best,  though  his  unpublished  dra- 
matic lectures  are  commonly  thought  to  excel 
any  thing  in  this  way  that  he  has  printed. 
These  are  preeminently  distinguished  for  the 
ability  they  exhibit  in  the  analysis  of  the  nicest 
shades  as  well  as  of  the  boldest  traits  of  cha- 
racter. Another  that  was  printed  in  the  Idle 
Man,  is  entitled  Musings,  and  seems  to  reflect 
more  fully  and  exactly  his  own  mind  than  any 
other  single  piece  he  has  written.  It  is  an 
exhibition  of  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  a 
man  of  genius,  the  appearance  which  outward 
objects  take  from  the  assimilating  influence 
of  his  own  spirit,  his  sources  of  enjoyments, 
and  the  trials  he  must  endure  from  those  who 
cannot  understand  or  appreciate  the  workings 
of  his  mind.  Among  his  contributions  to  the 
Spirit  of  the  Pilgrims  is  an  excellent  essay 
on  a  man's  keeping  a  diary,  and  another  on 
religious  controversy. 

His  mind  *  is  earnest,  serious,  and  benevo- 
lent, delicately  susceptible  of  impressions  of 
beauty,  and  apt  to  dwell  upon  the  ideal  and 
spiritual.  Its  characteristics  pervade  his 
stylcj  which  is  pure  English,  and  has  a  cer- 
tain antique  energy  about  it,  and  an  occasional 
simple  but  deep  pathos  which  is  sure  u 
awaken  a  kindred  feeling  in  the  mind  of  the 
reader. 

The  papers  of  Washington  AUston,  his 
**most  loved,  most  honoured  friend,"  are  in 
the  possession  of  Mr.  Dana,  and  it  is  under^ 
stood  that  he  has  been  some  time  engaged 
upon  a  memoir  of  the  life  and  works  of  that 
great  artist. 

Mr.  Dana  holds  little  commerce  with  the 
world,  and  since  the  deaths  of  Channing  and 
Allston,  his  seclusion  is  more  perfect  than  be- 
fore. He  passes  the  wintere  in  Boston,  and 
the  summers  distant  a  few  miles,  in  a  cottage, 
by  the  sea.  No  man  is  more  sincerely  re- 
spected and  reverenced  than  he,  by  the  few 
who  have  the  happiness  to  be  personally  ac- 
quainted with  him. 
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fWliat  a  md  reflection  upon  our  nature  it  is^  that  en 
atDoseinent  so  intellectual  in  its  character,  as  seeing  a 
plajr  is.  and  capable  of  being  made  to  administer  so  much 
|o  oar  moral  state,  should  be  so  tainted  with  impurity — 
dial  the  theatre  should  be  a  place  where  coi^egate  the 
most  licentious  appetites  and  passions,  and  m>m  which 
is  breathed  oat  so  foul  an  atmosphere.  Such  as  it  it,  I 
am  now  done  with  it.  I  would  sooner  forego  the  intel- 
ktrtaal  pleasure  I  might  receive  from  another  Kean, 
Iwere  there  ever  to  be  another  Kean,)  than  by  yielding 
to  it,  five  countenance  to  vice,  by  going  where  infecting 
and  open  corruption  sits,  side  by  side,  with  the  seemlyj 

^  I  HAD  scarce!  J  thought  of  the  theatre  for  several 
jeara,  4rhen  Kean  arrived  in  this  country ;  and  it 
was  more  from  curiosity  than  from  any  other  mo- 
tive, that  I  went  to  see,  for  the  first  time,  the  great 
actor  of  the  age.  I  was  soon  lost  to  the  recollec- 
tion of  being  in  a  theatre,  or  looking  upon  a  grand 
display  of  the  **  mimic  art."  The  simplicity,  earn- 
estness, and  sincerity  of  his  acting  made  me  for- 
grtful  of  the  fiction,  and  bore  me  away  with  the 
power  of  reality  and  truth.  If  this  be  acting,  said 
I,  as  I  returned  home,  I  may  as  well  make  the 
theatre  my  school,  and  henceforward  study  nature 
at  second  hand. 

How  can  I  describe  one  who  is  nearly  as  versa- 
tile and  almost  as  full  of  beauties  as  nature  itself — 
who  grows  upon  us  the  more  we  are  acquainted 
with  him,  and  makes  us  sensible  that  the  first  time 
we  saw  him  in  any  part,  however  much  he  may 
have  moved  us,  we  had  but  a  vague  and  poor  ap- 
pr^enflon  of  the  many  excellencies  of  his  acting. 
We  cease  to  consider  it  as  a  mere  amusement :  It 
is  a  great  intellectual  feast ;  and  he  who  goes  to  it 
with  a  disposition  and  capacity,  to  relish  it,  will 
receive  from  it  more  nourishment  for  his  mind 
than  he  would  be  likely  to  in  many  other  ways  in 
four-fold  the  time.     Our  &culties  are  opened  and 
enlivened  by  it ;  our  reflections  and  recollections 
are  of  an  elevated  kind ;  and  the  very  voice  which 
is  sounding  in  our  ears  long  after  wc  have  left  him, 
'-eates  an  inward  harmony  which  is  for  our  good. 
Kean,  in  truth,  stands  very  much  in  that  rela- 
n  to  other  players  whom  we  have  seen,  that 
ikspeare  does  to  other  dramatists.     One  player 
ailed  classical ;  another  makes  fine  points  here, 
d  another  there.     Kean  makes  more  fine  points 
.-jm  all  of  them  together ;  but  in  him  these  are 
only  httle  prominencies,  showing  their  bright  heads 
above  a  beautifully  imdulated  surface.     A  constant 
change  is  going  on  in  him,  partaking  of  the  na- 
ture of  the  varying  scenes  he  is  passing  through, 
and  the  many  thoughts  and  feelings  which  are 
shifting  within  him. 

In  a  clear  autumnal  day,  we  may  see  here  and 
there  a  deep  white  cloud  shining  with  metallic 
biig^tneas  against  a  blue  sky,  and  now  and  then 
a  dark  pine  swinging  its  top  in  the  wind  with  the 
melancholy  sound  of  the  sea ;  but  who  can  note 
the  shifting  and  untiring  play  of  the  leaves  of  the 
wood  and  their  passing  hues,  when  each  one  seems 
a  hrftg  thing  full  of  delight,  and  vain  of  its  gau(^y 
attire?  A  sound,  too,  of  universal  harmony  is  in 
oor  ears,  and  a  wide-spread  beauty  before  our  eyes, 
wbich  we  cannot  define ;  yet  a  joy  is  in  our  hearts. 
Our  delight  increases  in  these,  day  after  day,  the 


longer  we  give  ourselves  to  tjiem,  till  at  last  we 
become  as  it  were  a  part  of  the  existence  without 
us.  80  it  is  with  natural  characters.  They  grow 
upon  us  imperceptibly  till  we  become  fiist  boimd 
up  in  them,  we  scarce  know  when  or  how.  80  it 
will  fare  with  the  actor  who  is  deeply  filled  with 
nature,  and  is  perpetually  throwing  off  her  beau- 
tiful evanesrenccs.  Instead  of  becoming  tired  of 
him,  as  we  do,  after  a  time,  of  others,  be  will  go 
on,  giving  something  which  will  be  new  to  the 
observing  mind ;  and  will  keep  the  feelings  aUve, 
because  their  action  will  be  natural.  I  have  no 
doubt  that,  excepting  those  who  go  to  a  play  as 
children  look  into  a  show-box  to  admire  and  ex- 
claim at  distorted  figures,  and  raw,  tmharmonious 
colours,  there  is  no  man  of  a  moderately  warm 
temperament,  and  with  a  tolerable  share  of  uisight 
into  human  nature,  who  would  not  find  his  inte- 
rest in  Kean  increasing  with  a  study  of  him.  It 
is  very  possible  that  the  excitement  would  in  some 
degree  lessen,  but  there  would  be  a  quieter  delight, 
instead  of  it,  stealing  upon  him  as  he  became  fa^ 
miliar  with  the  character  of  his  acting. 

The  versatility  in  his  playing  is  striking.  He 
seems  not  the  same  being,  taking  upon  him  at  one 
time  the  character  of  Richard,  at  another  that  of 
Hamlet ;  but  the  two  characters  appear  before  you 
as  distinct  individuals,  who  had  never  known  nor 
heard  of  each  other.  80  completely  docs  he  be- 
come the  character  he  is  to  represent,  that  we  have 
sometimes  thought  it  a  reason  why  ho  was  not 
universally  better  liked  here  in  Richard ;  and  that 
because  the  player  did  not  make  himself  a  little 
more  visible,  he  must  needs  bear  a  share  of  our 
hate  toward  the  cruel  king.  And  this  may  the 
more  be  the  case,  as  his  construction  of  the  cha- 
racter, whether  right  or  wrong,  creates  in  us  an ' 
unmixed  dislike  of  Richard,  till  the  anguish  of  his 
mind  makes  him  the  object  of  pity ;  firom  which 
moment  to  the  close,  Kean  is  allowed  to  play  the 
part  better  than  any  one  has  before  him. 

In  his  highest  wrought  passion,  when  every 
limb  and  muscle  are  alive  and  quivering,  and  his 
gestures  hurried  and  violent,  nothing  appears 
ranted  or  over-acted;  because  he  makes  us  feel 
that,  with  all  this,  there  is  something  still  within 
him  vainly  struggling  for  utterance.  The  very 
breaking  and  harshness  of  his  voice  in  these  parts, 
though  upon  the  whole  it  were  better  otherwise, 
help  to  this  impression  upon  us,  and  make  up  in 
a  good  degree  for  the  defect 

Though  he  is  on  the  very  verge  of  truth  in  his 
passionate  parts,  he  docs  not  pass  into  extrava- 
gance ;  but  runs  along  the  dizzy  edge  of  the  roar- 
ing and  beating  sea,  with  feet  as  sure  as  we  walk 
our  parlours.  We  feel  that  he  is  safe,  for  some 
preternatural  spirit  upholds  him  as  it  hurries  him 
onward;  and  while  all  is  uptom  and  tossing  in 
the  whirl  of  the  passions,  we  see  that  there  is  a 
power  and  order  over  the  whole. 

A  man  has  feelings  sometimes  which  can  only 
be  breathed  out;  there  is  no  utterance  for  them  in 
words.  I  had  hardly  written  this  when  the  ter- 
rible ai^  indistinct,  «Ha!"  with  which  Kean 
makes  Lear  hail  Cornwall  and  Regan,  as  they 
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enter,  in  the  fourth  scene  of  the  lecond  act,  came 
to  my  mind.  That  cry  seemed  at  the  time  to  take 
me  ap  and  sweep  me  along  in  its  wild  swell.  No 
description  in  the  world  could  give  a  tolerably  clear 
notion  of  it ;  it  must  be  formed,  as  well  as  it  may 
be,  from  what  has  just  been  said  of  its  eflect. 

Kean's  playing  is  frequently  giving  instances  of 
yarious,  inarticulate  sounds— Uie  throttled  struggle 
of  rage,  and  the  choking  of  grief — the  broken  laugh 
of  extreme  sufiering,  when  the  mind  is  ready  to 
deliver  itself  over  to  an  insane  joy — ^the  utterance 
of  over-full  love,  which  cannot,  and  would  not 
speak  in  express  words— and  that  of  bewildering 
grief,  which  blanks  all  the  faculties  of  man. 

No  other  player  whom  I  have  heard  has  at- 
tempted these,  except  now  and  then ;  and  should 
any  one  have  made  the  trial  in  the  various  ways 
in  which  Kean  gives  them,  no  doubt  he  would 
have  failed.  Kean  thrills  us  with  them  as  if  they 
were  wrung  from  him  in  his  agony.  They  have 
no  appearance  of  study  or  artifice.  The  truth  is, 
that  the  labour  of  a  mind  of  his  genius  constitutes 
its  existence  and  delight  It  is  not  like  the  toil  of 
ordinary  men  at  their  task-work.  What  shows 
effort  in  them,  comes  from  him  with  the  freedom 
and  force  of  nature. 

Some  object  to  the  frequent  use  of  such  sounds; 
and  to  others  they  are  quite  shocking.  But  those 
who  permit  themselves  to  consider  that  there  are 
really  violent  passions  in  man's  nature,  and  that 
they  utter  themselves  a  little  differently  from  our 
ordinary  feelings,  understand  and  feel  their  lan- 
guage, as  they  speak  to  us  in  Kean.  Probably 
no  actor  ever  conceived  passion  with  the  in  tense- 
ness and  life  that  he  does.  It  seems  to  enter  into 
him  and  possess  him,  as  evil  spirits  possessed  men 
of  old.  It  is  curious  to  observe  how  some  who 
have  sat  very  contentedly  year  after  year,  andl'^ 
called  the  face-making  which  they  have  seen  ex- 
pression, and  the  stage-stride  dignity,  and  the  noisy 
declamation,  and  all  the  rhodomontade  of  acting, 
energy  and  passion,  complain  that  Kean  is  apt  to 
be  extravagant;  when  in  truth  he  seems  to  be 
little  more  than  a  simple  personation  of  the  feeling 
or  passion  to  be  expressed  at  the  time. 

It  has  been  s6  common  a  saying,  that  Lear  is 
the  most  difficult  of  all  characters  to  personate, 
that  we  had  taken  it  for  granted  no  man  could 
play  it  so  as  to  satisfy  us.  Perhaps  it  is  the  hard- 
est to  represent  Yet  the  part  which  has  gene- 
rally been  supposed  the  most  difficult,  the  insanity 
of  Lear,  is  scarcely  more  so  than  the  choleric  old 
king.  Inefficient  rage  is  almost  always  ridiculous ; 
and  an  old  man,  with  a  broken  down  body  and  a 
mind  falling  in  pieces  from  the  violence  of  its  un- 
controlled passions,  is  in  constant  danger  of  excite 
ing  along  with  our  pity  a  feeling  of  contempt  It 
is  a  chance  matter  to  which  we  are  moved.  And 
this  it  is  which  makes  the  opening  of  Lear  so 
difficult 

We  may  as  well  notice  here  the  objection  which 
BovQe  make  to  the  abrupt  violence  with  which  Kean 
begins  in  Lear.  If  this  is  a  fault,  it  is  Shakspeare, 
and  not  Kean,  who  is  to  blame.  For  we  have  no 
doubt  that  he  has  conceived  it  according  to  his 


author.  Perhaps,  however,  the  mistake  lies  in 
this  case,  where  it  does  in  most  others — ^with  those 
who  put  themselves  into  the  seat  of  judgment  to 
pass  upon  greater  men. 

In  most  instances,  Shakspeare  has  given  us  the 
gradual  growth  of  a  passion  with  such  little  ac- 
companiments as  agree  with  it,  and  go  to  make 
up  the  whole  man.  In  Lear,  hb  object  being  to 
represent  the  beginning  and  course  of  insanity,  he 
has  properly  enough  gone  but  a  little  back  of  it, 
and  introduced  to  us  an  old  man  of  good  feelings, 
but  one  who  had  lived  without  any  true  principle 
of  conduct,  and  whose  ungovemed  passions  had 
grown  strong  with  age,  and  were  ready,  upon  any 
disappointment,  to  make  shipwreck  of  an  intellect 
always  weak.  To  bring  this  about,  he  begins 
with  an  abruptness  rather  unusual ;  and  the  old 
king  rushes  in  before  us  with  all  his  passioiis  at 
their  height,  and  tearing  him  like  fiends. 

Kean  gives  this  as  soon  as  a  fit  occasion  ofiers 
itself.  Had  he  put  more  of  melancholy  and  de- 
presiiion,  and  less  of  rage  into  the  character,  we 
should  have  been  very  much  puzzled  at  his  so  sud- 
denly going  mad.  It  would  have  required  the 
change  to  have  been  slower ;  and,  besides,  his  in- 
sanity must  have  been  of  another  kind.  It  must 
have  been  monotonous  and  complaining,  instead 
of  continually  varying ;  at  one  time  full  of  grief, 
at  another  playful,  and  then  wild  as  the  winds  that 
roared  about  him,  and  fiery  and  sharp  as  the  light- 
ning that  shot  by  him.  The  truth  with  which  he 
ccmceived  this  was  not  finer  than  his  execution  of 
it  Not  for  an  instant,  in  his  utmost  violence,  did 
he  suffer  the  imbecility  of  the  old  man's  anger  to 
touch  upon  the  ludicrous ;  when  nothing  but  the 
moa^  just  conception  and  feeling  of  character  could 
have  saved  him  from  it 

It  has  been  said  that  Lear  was  a  stody  for  any 
one  who  would  make  himself  acquainted  with  the 
workings  of  an  insane  mind.  There  is  no  doubt 
of  it  Nor  is  it  less'  true,  that  the  acting  of  Kean 
was  a  complete  imbodying  of  these  workings.  His 
eye,  when  his  senses  are  first  forsaking  him,  giving 
a  questioning  look  at  what  he  saw,  as  if  all  before 
him  was  undergoing  a  strange  and  bewildering 
change  which  confused  his  brain — the  wandering, 
lost  motions  of  his  hands,  which  seemed  feeling 
for  something  familiar  to  them,  on  which  they 
might  take  hold  and  be  assured  of  a  safe  reality — 
the  under  monotone  of  his  voice,  as  if  he  was  ques- 
tioning his  own  being,  and  all  which  surrounded 
him — the  continuous,  but  slight  oscillating  motion 
of  the  body — all  these  expressed  with  fearful  truth 
the  dreamy  state  of  a  mind  fast  unsettling,  and 
making  vain  and  weak  efforts  to  find  its  way  back 
to  its  wonted  reason.  There  was  a  childish,  feeble 
gladness  in  the  eye,  and  a  half  piteous  smile  about 
^e  mouth  at  times,  which  one  could  scarce  look 
upon  without  shedding  tears.  As  the  ^derange- 
ment increased  upon  him,  his  eye  lost  its  notice  of 
what  surrounded  him,  wandoring  over  every  thing 
as  if  he  saw  it  not,  and  festening  upon  the  crea- 
tures of  his  crazed  brain.  The  helpless  and  de- 
lighted fondness  with  which  he  clings  to  Edgar  as 
an  insane  brother,  is  another  instance  of  the  just- 
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6f  Keaii*8  conceptions.  Nor  does  he  loac  the 
•ir  of  insanity  even  in  the  fine  moralizing  parts, 
and  where  he  inveighs  against  the  corruptions 
of  the  world :  There  is  a  madness  even  in  his 
reason. 

The  violent  and  immediate  changes  of  the  pas- 
sions in  Lear,  so  difficult  to  manage  without 
offending  os,  are  given  by  Kean  with  a  spirit  and 
with  a  fitness  to  nature  which  we  had  hardly  ima- 
gined possible.  These  are  equally  well  done  both 
j|before  and  after  he  loses  his  reason.  The  most 
difficult  scene,  in  this  respect,  is  the  last  interview 
between  Lear  and  his  daughters,  Goneril  and  Re- 
gan— (and  how  wonderfully  docs  Kean  carry  it 
through  !) — the  scene  which  ends  with  the  horrid 
shout  and  cry  with  which  he  runs  out  mad  trom 
their  presence,  as  if  his  very  brain  had  taken  fire. 
The  last  scene  which  we  are  allowed  to  have  of 
Shakspcare's  Lear,  for  the  simply  pathetic,  was 
played  by  Kean  with  unmatched  power.  We 
sink  down  helpless  under  the  oppressive  grief.  It 
Ues  like  a  dead  weight  upon  our  bosoms.  We 
are  denied  even  the  relief  of  tears ;  and  are  thank- 
fiil  for  the  startling  shudder  that  seizes  us  when 
he  kneels  to  his  daughter  in  the  deploring  weak- 
ness of  his  crazed  grief. 

It  is  lamentable  that  Kean  should  not  be  allowed 
to  show  his  unequalled  powers  in  the  last  scene  of 
Lear,  as  Sbakspeare  has  written  it ;  and  that  this 
mighty  work  of  genius  should  be  profaned  by  the 
miserable,  mawkish  sort  of  by-play  of  Edgar's  and 
Cordelia's  loves :  Nothing  can  surpass  the  imper- 
tinence of  the  man  who  made  the  change,  but  the 
folly  of  those  who  sanctioned  it 

When  I  began,  I  had  no  other  intention  than 
that  of  giving  a  few  general  impressions  made 
upon  me  by  Kean*s  acting ;  but,  falling  accident-^ 
ally  upon  bis  Lear,  I  have  been  led  into  more  par- 
ticulars than  I  was  aware  of.  It  is  only  to  take 
these  as  some  of  the  instances  of  his  powers  in 
Lear,  and  then  to  think  of  hiin  *as  not  inferior  in 
his  other  characters,  and  a  slight  notion  may  be 
formed  of  the  ef&ct  of  Kean's  playing  upon  those 
who  understand  and  like  him.  Neither  this,  nor 
all  I  could  say,  would  reach  his  great  and  various 
powers. 

Kean  is  never  behind  his  author;  but  stands 
forward  the  living  representative  of  the  character 
he  has  drawn.  When  he  is  not  playing  in  Sbak- 
speare, he  fills  up  where  his  author  is  wanting, 
and  when  in  Sbakspeare,  he  gives  not  only  what 
is  set  down,  but  whatever  the  situation  and  cir- 
cmnstances  attendant  upon  the  being  he  person- 
ates would  naturally  call  forth.  He  seems,  at  the 
time,  to  have  possetwed  himself  of  Shakspeare's 
imagination,  and  to  have  given  it  body  and  form. 
Kf»d  any  scene  of  Shakspeare— for  instance,  the 
last  of  Lear  that  is  played,  and  see  how  few  words 
are  there  set  down,  and  then  remember  how  Kean 
fills  it  out  with  variid  and  multiplied  expressions 
and  circumstances,  and  the  truth  of  this  remark 
will  be  obvious  At  once.  There  are  few  men,  I 
believe,  let  them  have  studied  the  plays  of  Shaks- 
peare ever  so  attentively,  who  can  see  Kean  in 
them  witl^out  confessing  that  he  has  helped  them 


almost  as  much  to  a  true  conception  of  the  author, 
as  their  own  labours  had  done  for  them. 

It  is  not  easy  to  saj  in  what  character  Kean 
plays  best  He  so  fits  himself  to  each  in  turn, 
that  if  the  eflect  he  produces  at  one  time  is  less 
than  at  another,  it  is  because  of  some  infsriority 
in  stage-efiect  in  the  character.  Othello  is  pro- 
bably the  greatest  character  for  stage-efiect ;  and 
Kean  has  an  uninterrupted  power  over  us  in  play- 
ing it  When  he  commands,  we  are  awed ;  when 
his  fiice  is  all  sensitive  with  love,  and  love  thrills 
in  his  soft  tones,  all  that  our  imaginations  had  pio 
tured  to  us  is  realized.  His  jealousy,  his  hate,  his 
fixed  purposes,  are  terrific  and  deadly ;  and  the 
groahs  wrung  from  him  in  his  grief  have  the  par 
thos  and  anguish  of  Esau's  when  he  stood  before 
his  old  blind  fiither,  and  sent  up  <*  an  exceeding 
bitter  cry." 

Again,  in  Richard,  how  does  he  hurry  forward 
to  his  object,  sweeping  away  all  between  him  and 
it !  The  world  and  its  affiurs  are  nothing  to  him 
till  he  gains  his  end.  He  is  all  life,  and  action, 
and  haste — he  fills  every  part  of  the  stage,  and 
seems  to'  do  all  that  is  done. 

I  have  before  said  that  his  voice  is  harsh  and 

breaking  in  his  high  tones,  in  his  rage,  but  that 

this  defect  is  of  little  consequence  in  such  places. 

Nor  is  it  well  suited  to  the  more  declamatory  parts. 

This  again  is  scaice  worth  oonndering ;  for  how 

very  little  is  there  of  mere  declamation  in  good 

English  plays !     But  it  is  one  of  the  finest  voices 

in  the  world  for  all  the  passions  and  feelings  which 

can  be  uttered  in  the  middle  and  lower  tones.    In 

Lear — 

"  If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it" 

And  again, 

**  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  o'  the  grave. 
Thou  an  a  aoul  in  bliss." 

Why  should  I  cite  passages  ?  Can  any  man 
open  upon  the  scene  in  which  these  are  contained, 
without  Kean's  piteous  looks  and  tones  being  pre- 
sent to  him?  And  does  not  the  mere  remem- 
brance of  them,  as  he  reads,  bring  tears  into  his 
eyes  1     Yet,  once  more,  in  Othello— 

"  Had  it  pleased  heaven 
To  try  me  with  alfliction,*'  &c. 

In  Uie  passage  beginning  with — 

'•  O  now  for  ever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind," 

there  was  *<  a  mysterious  confluence  of  sounds'' 
passing  off  into  infinite  distance,  and  every  thought 
and  feeling  withm  him  seemed  travelling  with  them. 

How  very  graceful  he  is  in  Othello.  It  is  not 
a  practised,  educated  grace,  but  the  <<unbought 
grace"  of  his  genius  uttering  itself  in  its  beauty 
and  grandeur  in  each  movement  of  the  outward 
man.  When  he  says  to  lago  so  tonchingly, 
**  Leave  me,  leave  me,  lago,"  and  turning  from 
him,  walks  to  the  back,  of  the  stage,  raising  his 
hands,  and  bringing  them  down  upon  his  head 
with  clasped  fingers,  and  stands  thus  with  his  back 
to  us,  there  is  a  grace  and  imposing  grandeur  in 
his  figure  which  we  gaze  on  with  admiration. 

Talking  of  these  things  in  Kean  is  something 

like  reading  the  **  Beauties  of  Shakspeare ;"  for  he 
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is  as  good  in  his  subordinate  as  in  his  great  parts. 
But  he  must  be  content  to  share  with  other  men 
of  genius,  and  think  himself  fortunate  if  one  in  a 
hundred  sees  his  lesser  beauties,  and  marks  the 
truth  and  deUcacy  of  his  under  playing.  For  in- 
stance ;  when  he  has  no  share  in  the  action  going 
on,  he  is  not  busy  in  putting  himself  into  attitudes 
to  draw  attention,  but  stands  or  sits  in  a  simple 
posture,  like  one  with  an  engaged  mind.  His 
countenance  is  in  a  state  of  ordinary  repose,  with 
only  a  slight,  general  expression  of  the  character 
of  his  thoughts ;  for  this  is  all  the  face  shows  when 
the  mind  b  taken  up  in  silence  with  its  own  reflec- 
tions. It  does  not  assume  marked  or  violent  ex- 
pressions, as  in  soliloquy.  When  a  man  gives 
utterance  to  his  thoughts,  though  alone,  the 
charmed  rest  of  the  body  is  broken ;  he  speaks  in 
his  gestures  too,  and  the  countenance  is  put  into 
a  sympathizing  action. 

I  was  first  struck  with  this  in  his  Hamlet ;  for 
the  deep  and  quiet  interest  so  marked  in  Hamlet, 
made  the  justness  of  Kean^s  playing,  in  this  re- 
spect, the  more  obvious. 

Since  then,  I  have  observed  him  attentively, 
and  have  found  the  same  true  acting  in  his  other 
characters. 

This  right  conception  of  situation  and  its  gene- 
ral effect,  seems  to  require  almost  as  much  genius 
as  his  conceptions  of  his  characters.  He  deserves 
praise  for  it ;  for  there  is  so  much  of  the  subtil ty 
of  nature  in  it,  if  1  may  so  speak,  that  while  a  very 
few  are  able  from  his  help  to  put  themselves  into 
the  situation,  and  admire  the  justness  of  his  acting 
in  it,  the  rest,  both  those  who  like  him  upon  the 
whole,  as  well  as  those  who  profess  to  see  little 
that  is  good  in  him,  will  be  very  apt  to  let  it  pass 
by  them  without  observing  it  ^ 

Like  most  men,  however,  Kean  receives  a  par- 
tial reward,  at  least,  for  his  sacrifice  of  the  praise 
of  the  many  to  what  he  thinks  the  truth.  For 
when  ho  pdsses  from  the  state  of  natural  repose, 
even  into  that  of  gentle  motion  and  ordinary  dis- 
course, he  is  at  once  filled  with  a  spirit  and  life 
which  he  makes  every  one  feel  who  is  not  armour 
proof  against  him.  This  helps  to  the  sparkling 
brightness  and  warmth  of  his  playing ;  the  grand 
secret  of  which,  like  that  of  colours  in  a  picture, 
lies  in  a  just  contrast  We  can  all  speculate  con- 
cerning the  general  rules  upon  this ;  but  when  the 
man  of  genius  gives  us  their  results,  how  few  are 
there  who  can  trace  them  out  with  an  observant 
eye,  or  look  with  a  full  pleasure  upon  the  grand 
whole.  Perhaps  this  very  beauty  in  Kean  has 
[  helped  to  an  opinion,  which,  no  doubt,  is  some- 
times true,  that  he  is  too  sharp  and  abrupt  For 
I  well  remember,  while  once  looking  at  a  picture 
in  which  the  shadow  of  a  mountain  fell  in  strong 
outline  upon  a  stream,  I  overheard  some  quite 
sensible  people  expressing  their  wonder  that  the 
artist  should  have  made  the  water  of  two  colours, 
seeing  it  was  all  one  and  the  same  thing. 

Instances  of  Kean's  keeping  of  situations  were 
very  striking  in  the  opening  of  the  trial  scene  in 
the  Iron  Chest,  and  in  Hamlet  when  the  father's 
ghost  tells  the  story  of  his  death. 


The  determined  composure  to  which  he  is  bent 
up  in  the  first,  must  be  present  with  every  one 
who  saw  him.  And,  though  fi*om  my  immediate 
purpose,  shall  I  pass  by  the  startling  and  appalling 
change,  when  madness  seized  upon  hb  brain  with 
the  deadly  swiftness  and  power  of  a  fanged  mon- 
ster ?  Wonderfully  as  this  last  part  was  played, 
we  cannot  well  imagine  how  much  the  previous 
calm  and  the  suddenness  of  the  unlookod  for 
change  firom  it' added  to  the  terror  of  the  scone. — 
The  temple  stood  fixed  on  its  foundations ;  the  4 
earthquake  shook  it,  and  it  was  a  heap. — Is  this 
one  of  Kean*s  violent  contrasts  ? 

While  Kean  listened  in  Hamlet  to  the  £aitBer's 
story,  the  entire  man  was  absorbed  in  deep  atten- 
tion, mingled  with  a  tempered  awe.  His  posture 
was  quite  simple,  with  a  slight  inclination  forward. 
The  spirit  was  the  spirit  of  his  father  whom  he 
had  loved  and  reverenced,  and  who  was  to  that 
moment  ever  present  in  his  thoughts.  The  first 
superstitious  terror  at  meeting  hioi  had  passed  oSL 
The  account  of  his  father^s  appearance  given  him 
by  Horatio  and  the  watch,  and  his  having  followed 
him  some  distance,  had  in  a  degree  familiarized 
him  to  the  sight,  and  ho  stood  before  us  in  the 
stillness  of  one  who  was  to  hear,  then  or  never, 
what  was  to  be  told,  but  without  that  eager  reach- 
ing forward  which  other  players  give,  and  which 
would  be  right,  perhaps,  in  any  character  but  that 
of  Hamlet,  who  always  connects  with  the  present 
the  past  and  what  is  to  come,  and.  mingles  reflcc* 
tion  with  his  immediate  feelings,  however  deep. 

As  an  instance  of  Kean's  familiar,  and,  if  I  may 
be  allowed  the  term,  domestic  acting,  the  first  scene 
in  the  fourth  act  of  his  Sir  Giles  Overreach  may 
be  taken.  His  manner  at  meeting  Lovcll,  and 
j  through  the  conversation  with  him,  the  way  in 
wliich  he  turns  his  chair  and  leans  upon  it  were 
all  as  easy  and  natural  as  they  could  have  been  in 
real  life  had  Sir  Giles  been  actually  existing,  and 
engaged  at  that  lAoment  in  conversation  in  LoveIl*6 
room. 

It  is  in  these  things,  scarcely  less  than  in  the 
more  prominent  parts  of  his  playing,  that  Kean 
shows  himself  the  groat  actor.  He  mu«t  always 
make  a  deep  impression ;  but  to  suppose  the  world 
at  large  capable  of  a  right  estimate  of  his  various 
powers,  would  be  forming  a  judgment  against 
every-day  proof.  The  gradual  manner  in  which 
the  character  of  his  playing  has  opened  upon  roe, 
satisfies  me  that  in  acting,  as  in  every  tiling  else, 
however  great  may  be  the  first  effect  of  genius 
upon  us,  we  come  slowly,  and  through  study,  to  a 
perception  of  its  minute  beauties  and  fine  charac- 
teristics; and  that,  after  aU,  the  greater  part  of 
men  seldom  get  beyond  the  first  vague  and  gene- 
ral impression. 

As  there  must  needs  go  a  modicum  of  fault-find- 
ing along  with  commendation,  it  mHy  be  proper 
to  remark,  that  Kean  plays  his  hands  too  much 
at  times,  and  moves  about  the  dress  over  his  breast 
and  neck  too  frequently  in  hisiiurried  and  impa- 
tient passages, — that  he  docs  not  always  adhere 
with  sufficient  accuracy  to  the  received  readings 
of  Shakspearc,  and  that  the  effect  would  be  greater 
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opofn  &e  whole,  were  he  to  be  morS  flparing  of 
•udden  changes  from  violent  voice  and  gesticula- 
tion to  a  low  conversation  tone  and  subdued 
manner. 

His  frequent  use  of  these  in  Sir  Giles  Overreach 
is  with  great  eficct,  for  Sir  Giles  is  playing  his 
pert;  so,  too,  in  Lear,  for  Lear's  passions  are  gusty 
and  shifUng ;  biit,  in  the  main,  it  is  a  kind  of  play- 
ing too  marked  and  striking  to1)ear  frequent  repe- 
tition, and  had  better  sometimes  be  spared,  where, 
considered  alone,  it  might  be  properly  enough  used 
for  the  sake  of  bringing  it  in  at  some  other  place 
with  greater  effect 

IX  is  well  to  speak  of  these  defects,  for  though 
the  little  faults  of  genius,  in  themselves  considered, 
but  slightly  affect  thc^  who  can  enter  into  its  true 
character,  yet  such  persons  arc  made  impatient  at 
the  thought  that  an  opportunity  is  given  those  to 
carp  who  know  not  how  to  commend. 

Though  I  have  taken  up  a  good  deal  of  room,  I 
must  end  without  speaking  of  many  things  which 
occur  to  me.  6ome  will  be  of  the  opinion  that  I 
have  already  said  enough.  Thinking  of  Kean  as 
I  do,  I  could  not  honestly  have  said  less ;  for  I 
hold  it  to  be  a  low  and  wicked  thing  to  keep  back 
from  merit  of  any  kind  its  due, — and,  with  Steele, 
that  *«  there  is  something  wonderful  in  the  narrow- 
n^s  of  those  minds  which  can  be  pleased,  and  be 
barren  of  bounty  to  thoee  who  please  them." 

Although  the  self-important,  out  of  self-concern, 
give  praise  sparingly,  and  the  mean  measure  theirs 
by  their  likings  or  dislikings  of  a  man,  and  the 
good  even  are  often  slow  to  allow  the  talents  of 
the  faulty  their  due,  lest  they  bring  the  evil  into 
repute,  yet  it  is  the  wiser  as  well  as  the  honester 
course,  not  to  take  away  from  an  excellence  be 


countenance  of  a  child  1 — ^who  that  has  not  felt  his 
impurities  foul  upon  him  in  the  presence  of  a  sin- 
less child  ?  These  feelings  make  the  best  lesson 
that  can  be  taught  a  man ;  and  tell  him  in  a  way, 
which  all  else  ho  has  read  or  heard  never  could, 
how  paltiy  is  all  the  show  of  intellect  compared 
with  a  pure  and  good  heart  He  that  will  humble 
himself  and  go  to  a  child  for  instruction,  will  come 
away  a  wiser  man. 

If  children  can  make  us  wiser,  they  surely  can 
make  us  better.  There  is  no  one  more  to  be  en- 
vied than  a  goodnatured  man  watching  the  work- 
ings of  children's  minds,  or  overlooking  their  play. 
Their  eagerness,  curious  about  every  thing,  mak- 
ing out  by  a  quick  imagination  what  they  see  but 
a  part  of — their  fancifrd  combinations  and  magic 
inventions,  creating  out  of  ordinary  circumstances 
and  the  common  things  which  surround  them, 
strange  events  and  little  ideal  worlds,  and  ^ese 
all  working  in  mystery  to  form  matured  thought, 
is  study  enough  for  the  most  acute  minds,  and 
should  teach  us,  also,  not  too  officiously  to  regu- 
late what  we  so  little  understand.  The  still  m us- 
ing and  deep  abstraction  in  which  they  sometimes 
sit,  affect  us  as  a  playful  mockery  of  older  heads. 
These  little  philosophers  have  no  foolish  ^stem, 
with  all  its  pride  and  jargon,  confusing  their  brains. 
Theirs  is  the  natural  movement  of  the  soul,  in- 
tense with  new  life  and  busy  after  truth,  working 
to  some  purpose,  though  without  a  noise. 

When  children  are  lying  about  seemingly  idle 
and  dull,  we,  who  have  become  case-hardened  by 
time  and  satiety,  forget  that  they  are  all  sensation, 
that  their  outstretched  bodies  are  drinking  in  from 
the  common  sun  and  air,  that  every  sound  is  taken 
note  of  by  the  ear,  that  every  floating  shadow  and 


cause  it  neighbours  upon  a  fault,  nor  to  disparagoiffipassing  form  come  and  touch  at  the  sleepy  eye, 
another  with  a  view  to  our  own  name,  nor  to  rest  "  and  that  the  little  circumstances  and  the  material 


our  character  for  discernment  upon  the  piomp^ga 

of  an  unkind  heart     Where  God  has  not  feared 

to  bestow  great  powers,  we  may  not  fear  giving 

hem  their  due ;  nor  need  we  be  parsimonious  of 

mmendation,  as  if  there  were  but  a  certain  quan- 

y  for  distribution,  and  our  liberality  would  be  to 

our  lods'j  nor  should  we  hold  it  safe  to  detract 

from  another's  merit,  as  if  we  could  always  keep 

the  world  blind ;  lest  we  Uve  to  see  him  whom  we 

disparaged  praised,  and  whom  wo  hated  loved. 

Whatever  be  his  failings,  give  every  man  a  full 
and  ready  commendation  for  that  in  which  he  ex- 
cels ;  it  will  do  good  to  our  own  hearts,  while  it 
cheers  his.  Nor  will  it  bring  our  judgment  into 
que^ition  with  the  discerning ;  for  strong  enthusi- 
asm for  what  is  great  docs  not  argue  such  an  un- 
happy want  of  discrimination,  as  that  measured 
and  cold  approval  which  is  bestowed  alike  upoi\ 
men  of  mediocrity,  and  upon  those  of  gifted  minds. 


CHILDREN. 
raoM  DOMEsnc  life. 


«<  HsATSH  lies  aiwut  us  in  our  infancy,"  says 
Wordsworth.  And  who  of  us  that  is  not  too  good 
to  be  conscious  of  his  own  vices,  who  has  not  felt 
rebuked  and  humbled  under  the  clear  and  open 


world  about  them  make  their  best  school,  and  will 
be  the  instructors  and  formers  of  their  characters 
for  life. 

And  it  is  delightful  to  look  on  and  see  how 
busily  the  whole  acts,  with  its  countless  parts  fitted 
to  each  other,  and  moving  in  harmony.  There 
are  none  of  us  who  have  stolen  softly  behind  a 
child  when  labouring  in  a  sunny  comer  digging  a 
lilliputian  well,  or  fencing  in  a  six-inch  barn-yard, 
and  listened  to  his  soliloquies  and  his  dialogues 
with  some  imaginary  being,  without  our  hearts  be- 
ing touched  by  it  Nor  have  we  observed  the 
flush  which  crossed  his  face  when  finding  himself 
betrayed,  without  seeing  in  it  the  delicacy  and 
propriety  of  the  after  man. 

A  man  may  have  many  vices  upon  him,  and 
have  walked  long  in  a  bad  course,  yet  if  he  has  a 
love  of  children,  and  can  take  pleasure  in  their 
talk  and  play,  there  is  something  still  left  in  him 
to  act  upon — something  which  can  love  simphcity 
and  truth.  I  have  seen  one  in  whom  some  low 
vice  had  become  a  habit,  make  himself  the  play- 
thing of  a  set  of  riotous  children  with  as  much  de- 
light in  his  countenance  as  if  nothing  but  goodness 
had  ever  been  expressed  in  it ;  and  have  felt  as 
much  of  kindness  and  sympathy  toward  him  as  I 
have  of  revolting  toward  another  who  has  gone 
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through  life  with  all  doe  propriety,  with  a  coU 
and  supercilious  befring  toward  children,  which 
makes  them  shrinking  and  stilt  I  have  known 
one  like  the  latter  attempt,  with-  uncouth  conde- 
scension, to  court  an  open-hearted  child  who  would 
draw  back  with  an  instinctive  aversion;  and>I 
have  felt  as  if  there  were  a  cune  upon  him.  Bet- 
ter to  be  driven  out  from  among  men  than  to  be 
disliked  of  chDdren. 


THE  MURDER. 

PROX    P417L    PXLTOV. 


Paul  drew  near  the  house  and  watched  till  the 
last  light  was  put  out — «  The  innocent  and  guilty 
both  sleep,  all  but  Paul !  Not  even  the  grave 
will  be  a  resting-place  for  me !  They  hunt  and 
drive  me  to  the  deed;  and  when  His  done,  will 
snatch  the  abhorred  soul  to  fires  and  tortures. 
Why  should  I  rest  more?  The  bosom  I  slept 
sweetly  on — ^blissful  dreams  stealing  over  roe — the 
bosom  that  to  my  delighted  soul  seemed  all  fond 
and  faithful — ^why,  what  harboured  in  it  ?  Lust 
and  deceit,  and  sly,  plotting  thoughts,  showing 
love  where  they  most  loathed.  They  stung  me, — 
ay,  in  my  sleep,  crept  out  upon  me  and  stung  mo, 
— poisoned  my  vejy  soul — hot,  burning  poisons ! 
— Peace,  peace,  your  promptings,  Ye  that  put  me 
to  this  deed, — drive  me  not  mad!  Am  I  not 
about  it!" 

He  walked  up  cautiously  to  die  door,  and  taking 
a  key  from  his  pocket  unlocked  it  and  went  in. 
There  was  now  a  suspense  of  all  feeling  in  him. 
He  entered  the  parlour.  His  wife's  shawl  was 
hanging  on  the  back  of  a  chair ;  books  in  which' 
he  had  read  to  her  wore  lying  on  the  table,  and 
her  work-table  near  it  open.  His  eye  passed  over 
them,  but  there  was  no  emotion.  He  left  the 
room  and  ascended  the  stairs  with  a  slow,  soft 
step,  Rtealing  through  his  own  house  cautiously  as 
a  thief.  He  unlocked  the  door  of  his  dressing- 
room,  and  passed  on  without  noticing  any  part  of 
it  His  hand  shook  as  he  partly  opened  his  wife's 
chamber-door.  He  listened — all  was  still.  He 
cast  his  eye  round,  then  entered  and  shut  the  door 
after  him.  He  walked  up  by  the  side  of  her  bed 
Tvithout  turning  his  eyes  toward  it,  and  seated 
himself  down  upon  it  by  her.  •  Then  it  was  he 
durcd  to  look  on  her,  as  she  lay  in  all  her  beauty, 
wrapt  in  a  sleep  so  gentle  he  could  not  hear  her 
breathing.'  She  looked  as  if  an  angel  talked  with 
her  in  her  dreams.  Her  dark,  glossy  hair  had 
fallen  over  her  bright  fair  neck  and  bosom,  and 
the  moonlight,  striking  through  it,  pencilled  it  in 
beautiful  thready  shadows  on  her. 

Paul  sat  for  awhile  with  folded  arms,  looking 
down  on  her.  His  eye  moved  not,  and  in  his  dark 
iacc  was  the  unchanging  hardness  of  stone.  His 
mind  appeared  elsewhere.  There  was  no  longer 
feeling  in  him.  He  seemed  waiting  the  order  of 
some  Rtem  power.  The  command  at  last  oame. 
He  hiid  his  hand  upon  her  heart  and  felt  its  regu- 
lar beat;  then  drew  the  knife  from  his  bosom. 


Onqe  mqve  ne  laid  his  hand  Qpon  her  h^art ;  then 
put  thef  point  there.  He  pressed  his  eyes  close 
with  one  hand,  and  the  knife  sunk  io  tiie  handle. 
T^ere  was  a  convulsive  start  and'a  groan.  He 
looked  on  her.  A  slight  flutter  pafs^  ov^r  her 
frame,  and  her  filmy  eyes  opeded  on  him  once; 
but  he  looked  as  senseless  as  th'6  body  thai  lay 
l)^fore  him.  The  moon  shone  full^  on  the  corpse, 
and  oa  him  that  sat  by  it ;  and  the  stlent  nieht 
went  on.  By  and  by,  up  eam«  the  sun  in  the  hot 
flushed  sky,  and  sent  his  rays  qyer  them.  Paul 
moved  not,  nor  heeded  the  chai^.  There  was 
no  noise  nor  motion — there  were  they  two  toge- 
ther, like  two  of  the  dead. 

At  last  Esther's  attendant,  entering  suddenly, 
saw  the  gloomy  figure  of  P«ul  before  her.  She 
ran  out  with  a  cry  of  terror,  and  in  a  moment  the 
room  was  filled  with  servants^.  The  old  man 
came  in  trembling  and  weak ;  no  tear  was  wrung 
from  him,  nor  a  groan.  He  bowed  his  head  as 
saying.  It  is  done. 

The  alarm  was  given,  and  Frank,  with  the 
neighbours,  went  up  to  the  chamber.  Though 
the  room  was  nearly  full,  not  a  sound  was  heard. 
The  stillness  seemed  to  spread  from  Paul  and  the 
dead  over  them  all.  Frank  and  some  others  came 
near  him  and  stood  before  him ;  but  he  continued 
booking  on  his  wife,  as  he  sat  with  his  crossed 
hands  resting  on  hb  thigh :  while  the  one  which 
had  done  the  murder  still  held  the  bloody  knife. 

No  one  moved.  At  last  they  looked  at  each 
other,  and  one  of  them  took  Paul  by  the  vrrist 
He  turned  lus  slow,  heavy  eye  on  them,  as  if  ask- 
ing who  they  were,  and  what  they  wanted.  They 
instinctively  shrunk  back,  letting  go  their  hold, 
and  his  arm  fell  like  a  dead  man's. 

There  was  a  movement  near  the  door ;  and  pre- 
sently Abel  stood  directly  before  Paul,  his  haods 
dra#n  between  his  knees,  his  body  distorted  and 
writhing  as  with  pain.  . . .  There  was  a  gleam  and 
ghtter,  and  something  of  a  laugh  and  anguish,  too, 
in  his  crazed  eye,  as  it  flitted  back  and  forth  frt>m 
Esther  to  Paul.  At  last  Paul  glanced  upon  him. 
At  the  sight  of  Abel  he  gave  a  shuddering  start 
that  shook  the  room.  He  looked  once  more  on 
his  wife ;  hb  hair  rose  up,  and  hb  eyes  became 
wild. — "  Esther !"  he  ga^jied  out,  tossing  up  hu 
arms  as  he  threw  himself  forward.  He  strudc  the 
bed  and  fell  to  the  floor.  Abel  lookfd  and  nw 
hb  face  black  with  the  rush  of  blood  to  the  head ; 
then  giving  a  leap  at  which  he  nearly  touched  the 
ceiling,  with  a  deafening  shriek  that  wrung  through 
the  house,  darted  out  of  ^le  chamber,  and,  at  a 
spring,  reached  the  outer  door. 

They  felt  of  Paul.— Life  had  left  him. 
.    Frank  took  the  father  from  the  room.     Piepan 
tions  were  hastily  made;  and  about  the  close 
the  day  Esther's  body,  followed  by  a  few  neig 
hours  and  friends,  was  carried  to  the  grave.    T 
grave-yard  was  not  far  from  the  foot  of  the  r 
ridge.     As  they  drew  near  it,  the  sun  was 
going  down,  aod  the  sky  clear,  and  of  a  I 
warm  gl  "'    "  "  seen  roi 

and  dart...;,  ...  .  along  th 
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a  creature  of  the  air  than  of  the  earth,  for  it  hardly 
seemed  to  toQch  on  thy  thing.  It  was  mad  Abel. 
80  swift  and  shboting  were  his  motions,  and  so 
quickly  did  he  leap  and  danco  to  and  fro;  that  it 
appeared  to  the  dazzled  eye  as  if  th^re  were  hun- 
dreds hofdihg  tfieit  hellish  revels  in  the  air  ;*  and 
now  and  then  a  wild  laugh  reached  the  mourners, 
that  seemed  to  come  out  from  the  still  sky.  When 
it  was  night,  the  inen  who  had  made  Paul's  grave 
a  fittle  without  th|  consecrated  ground  came  to  t^e 
house,  and  taking  ap  the  body  moved  off  toward 
the  place  in  which  they  were  to  lay  it — No  bell 
toUod  fo»  the  departed ;  no  one  followed  to  mourn 
over  him,  as  he  was  laid  in  the  ground  away  from 
man,  or  to  hear  the  earth  fall  on  his  cofHn — that 
sound  which  makes  us  feel  as  if  our  living  bodies, 
too,  were  crumbling  into  dust.  • 

It  had  been  a  chilly  night :  and  while  the  frost 
w^p  yet  heavy  on  the  grass,  some  of  the  neighbours 
went  to,  wonder'  and  moralize  over  Paul's  grave. 
There  appealed  something  singular  upon  it  They 
ventured  timidly'  on,  and  found  lying  across  it 
poor  AbeL  He  was  apparently  dead :  and  some 
of  the  boldest  took  hold  of  him.  He  opened  his 
eyes  a  little  and  uttered  a  faint,  weak  cry.  They 
dropped  their  hold ;  his  limbs  quivered  and  stretched 
out  rigid — then  relaxed.  His  breath  came  once, 
broken  and  quick — it  was  his  last 


•        LOVE. 

VBOM   KDWARD   AKD  MAST. 


To  love  deeply  and  to  believe  our  love  returned, 
and  yet  to  be  sensible  that  we  should  not  make 
our  love  known,  is  one  of  the  hardest  trials  a«ium 
can  undergo.  It  asks  the  more  of  us,  because  the 
pa^on  is  the  m(»t  secret  in  our  natures.  All 
sympaUiy  is  distastefril  except  that  of  one  being, 
and  that,  in  such  a  case,  we  must  deny  ourselves. 
In  our  sorrow  at  the  loss  of  friends,  if  we  shun 
direct  and  proffered  consolations,  we  love  the  as- 
suagings  which  another's  pity  administers  to  us 
in  the  gentle  tones,  mild  manners,  kind  looks,  and 
nameless  little  notices  which  happen  in  the  num- 
berless affairs  of  daily  life.  But  the  man  that 
loves  is  unhappy,  starts  at  a  soothing  voice  as  if 
he  were  betrayed ;  eyes  turned  in  affectionate  re- 
gard upon  him,  seem  to  search  his  heart ;  his  way 
is  not  in  the  path  of  other  men,  and  his  suffering 
mu«t  be  borne  unseen  and  alone. 

This  severance  from  the  world,  this  desertion  of 
intercourse  with  man,  gives  a  bitterness  to  grief 
greater  than  any  evil  life  shares  in,  and  yet  here 
we  drink  it  of  ourselves ;  we  make  our  own  soli- 
tude, root  up  the  flowers  in  it,  and  watch  them  as 
they  wither ;  we  lay  it  bare  of  beauty  and  make 
*'  'npty  of  life,  and  then  feel  as  if  others  had 
^d  us  and  left  us  to  perish.     Relief  from  trou- 

be  found  in  society  and  employment; 

)sperous  love  goes  everywhere  with  a 

.      *' ^*-     -3  for  ever  upon  it ;  it  is  in 

ind  -  Uke  the  air,  breaking  his 

him  to  hide  himself  from 
i3 


the  morning  light  The  music  of  the  open  sky 
aings'a  dirge  over  his  joys,  and  the  strong  trees  of 
the  forest  droop  over  the  grave  of  all  he  held  dear. 
Thwarted  love  is  more  romantic  than  even  that 
which  is  bletaed ;  the  imagination  grows  forgetive, 
and  the  mind  idles,  in  its  melancholy,  among  hn- 
tastic  shapes ;  all  it  hears  or  sees  is  turned  to  its 
own  uses,  taking  new  forms  and  new  relations, 
and  mtihiplying  without  end ;  and  it  wanders  off 
amongst  its  own  creations,  which  crowd  thicker 
round  it  the  farther  it  goes,  till  it  loses  sight  of  the 
world  and  becomes  bewildered  in  the  many  and 
uneven  paths  that  itself  had  trodden  out 


IDEAL  CHARACTER  iOF  A  TRUE  LIFE. 

FBOM   MUSINGS. 


To  the  man  of  fine  feeling  and  deep  and  delicate 
and  creative  thought,  there  is  nothing  in  nature 
which  appears  only  as  so  much  substance  and 
form,  nor  any  connections  in  life  which  do  .not 
reach  beyond  their  immediate  and  obvious  pur- 
poses. Our  attachments  to  each  other  are  not  felt 
by  him  merely  as  habits  of  the  mind  given  to  it  by 
the  customs  of  life ;  nor  does  he  hold  them  to  be 
only  as  the  goods  of  this  world,  and  the  loss  of 
them  as  merely  turning  him  fctrth  an  outcast  from 
the  social  state ;  but  they  are  a  part  of  his  joyoiis 
being,  and  to  have  them  torn  from  him,  is  taking 
from  his  very  nature. 

Life,  indeed,  with  him,  in  all  its  connections  and 
concerns,  has   an  ideal   and  spiritual  character, 
which,  while  it  loses  nothing  of  the  dcfinitencss 
of  reality,  is  for  ever  suggesting  thoughts,  taking 
new  relations,  and  peopling  and  giving  action  to 
the  imagination.     All  that  the  eye  falls  upon  and 
all  that  touches  the  heart,  run  off  into  airy  distance, 
and  the  regions  into  which  the  sight  stretches  are 
alivo  and  bright  and  beautiful  with  countless  shap- 
ings and  fair  hues  of  the  gladdened  fancy.     From 
kind  acts  and   gentle  words  and  fond  ?--' -  **^  — 
spring  hosts  many  and  glorious  as  Millo 
and  heavenly  deeds  are  done,  and  un 
heard,  and  forms  and  faces,  graceful 
Uriel's,  are   seen  in  the  noonday 
would  only  have  given  pleasure  fc 
another,  or,  at  most,  be  now  and  the 
his  memory,  in  the  man  of  feeling 
tion,  lays  by  its  particular  and  si 
irregular  nature,  and  puts  on  the  ge.. . 
ritual  beings,  and  takes  the  everhistini^ 
the  soul.     The  ordinary  acts  which  sp 
the  good  will  of  social  life,  take  up  their  d^ 
within  him  and  iMngle  with  his  sentiment,  fomi- 
ing  a  little  society  in  his  mind,  going  on  in  har- 
mony with  its  generous  enterprises,  its  friendly 
labours,  and  tasteful  pursuits.     They  undergo  a 
change,  becoraiag  a  portion  of  him,  making  a  part 
of  his  secret  joy  ajid  melancholy,  and  wandering 
at  large  among  his  far-off  thoughts.     All  that  his 
mind  falls  in  with,  it  sweeps  along  in  its  deep  and 
swifl  and  continuous  flow,  and  bears  onward  with 

the  multitude  that  fills  its  shoreless  and  living  sea. 
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'  (Born  irw.] 


The  youth  of  Mr.  Wilde  was  passed  in  Bal- 
timore, where  his  father,  who  h&d  emigrated 
from  Dublin  near  the  close  of  the  American 
revolution,  was  engage^  in  commerce,  until 
his  death,  which  occurred  in  1801.  By  the 
mismanagement  of  a  partner  in  Dublin  he  had 
lost  nearly  all  his  pfoperty,  and  his  widow  with 
her  children,  in  1803,  removed  to  Augusta, 
Georgia,  where  under  various  disadvantages 
our  author  acquired  a  gentlemanly  education, 
and  laid  the  basis  of  his  high  professional  re- 
putation. 

Unable,  in  consequence  of  the  reduced  cir- 
cumstances of  his  family,  to  pay  the  customary 
fees  for  instruction,  but  determined  neverthe- 
less to  study  the  law,  he  secretly  borrowed  a, 
few  elementary  books  from  his  friends,  and 
while  attending  to  business  in  his  mother's 
store,  tasked  himself  every  day  to  read  fifty 
pages  and  write  five  pages  of  notes ;  and  to 
overcome  a  natural  diffidence,  increased  by  a 
slight  impediment  in  his  speech,  he  became  a 
member  of  a  dramatic  society  and  frequently 
appeared  as  an  actor,  from  which  his  older  ac- 
quaintances, ignorant  of  his  designs,  argued 
badly  of  his  future  life.  He  bore  their  injus- 
tice in  silence,  and  at  the  end  of  a  year  and  a 
half,  pale,  emaciated,  feeble,  and  with  a  con- 
sumptive cough,  sought  a  distant  court  to  be 
examined,  that,  if  rejected,  the  news  of  his 
defeat  might  not  reach  his  mother.  Upon 
his  arrival,  he  found  he  had  been  wrongly  in- 
formed, and  Ihat  the  judges  had  no  power  to 
_  i_  :.  1.:^^     j|g  j^g^  ^  friend  there,  however, 

going  to  the  Greene  Superior  Court, 
and,  on  being  invited  by  him  to  do  so,  deter- 
mined to  proceed  immediately  to  that  place. 
as  the  March  term  for  1809,  Judge  Early 
i^^vjiding;  and  the  young  applicant,  totally 
unknown  to  every  one,  save  the  friend  who 
accompanied  him,  was  at  intervals,  during 
three  days,  subjected  to  a  most  rigorous  ex- 
amination. Judge  Early  was  well  known 
for  his  strictness,  and  the  circumstances  of  a 
youth  leaving  his  own  circuit  excited  his  sus- 
picion ;  but  every  question  was  answered  to 
the  satisfaction  and  even  admiration  of  the  ex- 


amining  committee,  and  he  declared  that  *'  the 
young  man  could  not  have  l6ft  his  circuit  be- 
cause he  was  unprepared."  His  friend  certi- 
fied to  the  correctness  of  his  moral  character, 
and  he  was  admitted  without  a  dissenting  yoice, 
and  returned  in  triumph  to  Augusta.  He  waF 
at  this  time  under  twenty  years  of  age. 

His  health  improved,  but  at  the  same  timt 
the  small  profits  from  his  profession  ceased, 
for  the  6ourts  of  law  were  elosed  by  an  act 
of  the  legislature  on  account  of  the  geoferal 
distress  of  the  country.  Though  clearly  im- 
pairing the  obligation  of  contracts,  and  there- 
fore unconstitutional,  this  statute,  familiarlj 
called  the  Alleviating  Law,  was  a  great  fa- 
vourite with  the  debtor  class,  then  a  large  ma- 
jority of  the  people  of  Georgia,  and  was  con- 
tinued with  various  modifications  for  several 
years,  with  certain  exceptions,  such  as  crimi- 
nal process  against  abscondihg  debtors,  &c. 
At  this  time  in  that  part  of  the  country  the 
principles  of  constitutional  law  were  little  un-  ^ 
dcrstood.  Even  the  right  of  the  judiciary  to 
declare  a  law  unconstitutional  was  vehement- 
ly denied  by  many  of  the  most  distinguished 
politicians.  The  contrary  doctrine  was  fierce- 
ly denounced  on  all  sides  as  a  dangerous  usur- 
pation. War  had  added  its  calamities.  Many 
of  the  militia  were  in  the  field,  and  the  neces- 
sity of  protecting  their  property  from  the  gripe 
of  avaricious  creditors  was  ad  ed  to  all  the 
other  pleas  of  overruling  necessity.  Unawed 
by  popular  clamour,  convinced  of  the  injus- 
tice, impolicy  and  unconstitutionality  of  the 
law,  and  urged  by  some  clients  to  make 
the  point  at  whatever  personal  hazard,  Mr. 
Wilde  brought  up  the  question  at  two  diflfer- 
ent  circuits,  argued  it  before  the  courts,  and 
printed  his  argument  for  the  public  atiiis  own 
expense.  Though  unnecessarily  diffuse,  ar'' 
embracing  numerous  authorities  from  the  lav 
of  nature  and  nations,  which  a  court  und^ 
such  circumstances  could  not  adopt  as  n'''' 
of  decision,  this  argument  embraces  the  i 
stitutional  grounds  since  recognised  by 
highest  tribunal  of  the  Union,  and  iilustra 
-on  principles  of-natiiral  justice  the  iiiiqui^ 
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and  impolicy  of  legislative  interference  with 
private  contracts.  The  judges  held  the  cases 
onder  advisement,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  act 
expired.  The  legislature  renewed  it,  but  Judge 
Early  was  now  governor,  and  that  able  and 
upright  lawyer  interposed  his  veto  on  consti- 
tutional grounds.  The  judges  also  assembled 
and  declared  the  law  unconstitutional.  Both 
were  violently  denounced,  but  the  storm  was 
in  part  allayed  by  the  news  of  peace.  The 
judges  of  Gedrgia  are  elected  every  third  year, 
and,  at  the  next  election,  those  at  this  time 
in  office  were  all  but  one  turned  out.  Mr. 
Wilde's  Argument,  however,  won  him  repu- 
tation as  a  lawyer,  and  he  lost  less  of  the  es- 
teem and  respect  of  his  fellow  citizens  by  his 
fearless  discharge  of  professional  duty  than  his 
best  friendsrliad  predicted.  He  was  shortly  af- 
terward elected  Attorney-General  of  the  state. 
*  While  receiving  these  honours  his  life  was 
embittered  by  the  loss  of  his  younger  brother, , 
James  Wilde,  an  officer  of  the  army  of  the 
United  St^Kes  who  had  served  iq  the  first 
campaigrn  against  the  Florida  Indians,  and  for 
whom,  during  their  familiar  correspondence,  a 
poem  had  been  projected,  in  honour  of  his  and 
his  companion's  exploits.  This  was  the  ori- 
rin  of  the  song,  since  so  well  known,  entitled 
rhe  Lament  of  the  Captive.*  James  Wilde, 
from  the  moment  of  obtaining  his  commission, 
had  shared  with  his  brother  the  expense  of 
maintaining  his  moth  A  and  sisters,  by  whom 
he  was  tenderly  loved.  He  was  shot  through 
the  heart  in  a  duel,  but  a  few  days  before  he 
had  promised  his  family  a  visit.  The  manner 
and  suddenness  of  his  death  overcame  his  mo- 
ther's fortitude.  She  lingered  some  months, 
but  never  recovered  from  the  shock. 

In  1815,  when  but  a  fortnight  over  the  age 
required  by  law,  Mr.  Wilde  was  chosen  a 
member  of  the  national  House  of  Represent- 
atives, but  at  the  next  election  being  defeated, 
with  all  but  one  of  his  colleagues,  he  returned 
to  the  bar,  at  which  he  remained,  except  during 
a  short  service  in  the  same  body  in  1825,  until 
1828,  when  he  again  became  a  representative, 
and  so  continued  until  1835.   In  Congress  he 

4*  This  beautiful  song,  commencing,  "  My  life  is  like 
the  summer  rose,^^  is  printed  in  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of 
America,  eightli  edition,  p.  109.  The  statement  of  Captain 
Basil  Hall  that  it  was  written  in  Germany,  of  others  that 
it  was  by  an  Irish  poet,  and  of  a  third  party  that  it  was 
Jfram  the  Greek  of  Alcaeus.gave  rise  to  an  amusing  con- 
troversy, in  which,  L^scarcely  need  state,  its  originality 
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seldom  spoke,  and  scarcely  ever  without  hav- 
ing thoroughly  reflected  on  his  siitject :  rarely 
addressed  himself  to  passion  or  party  preju- 
dice, or  argued  ad  captandum.  When  called 
upon  by  the  necessity  of  the  case  to  reply  to  per« 
sonal  attacks,  his  retorts  were  good  humoured, 
though  often  pungent  enough  to  be  well  re- 
membered by  his  antagouists.  He  cultivated 
none  of  the  arts  of  conciliation,  and  was  there- 
fore rather  respected  than  popular.*'  He  was 
never  a  warm  partisan,  because,  as  he  himself 
said,  he  had  *^  found  no  party  which  did^not 
require  of  its  followers  what  no  honest  man 
should,  and  no  gentleman  would  do.''  His 
speeches  on  the  relative  advantages  and  disad- 
vantages of  a  Small  Note  Currency,  on  the 
Tariff,  and  on  the  Removal  of  the  Deposits 
by  General  Jaekson,  bear  witness  to  his  in- 
dustry and  sagacity  as  a  politician,  and  his 
honesty  can  hardly  be  questioned,  even  upon 
his  own  caustic  rule,  since  he  **  gained  no- 
thing by  it."t 

Having  seceded  from  a  majority  of  Congress 
on  occasion  of  the  Force  Bill,  which  he  thought 
a  measure  calculated  to  produce  civil  war,  and 
voted  upon  other  questions  with  the  opposi- 
tion to  President  Jackson's  aAninistration,  at 
the  election  of  1834  he  was  left  out  of  the 
Georgia  delegation.  This  afforded  him  an  op- 
portunity he  had  long  desired  of  going  abroad, 
and  in  June,  1835,  he  sailed  for  Europe.  He 
spent  two  years  in  travelling  through  Eng^ 
land,  France,  Belgium,  Switzerland  and  Italy, 
and  remained  three  years  more  in  Florence, 
where  he  occupied  himself  entirely  with  lite- 
rature. 

The  principal  fruit  of  his  studies  here  that 
has  been  given  to  the  public  is  his  Conjectures 
and  Reseemphes  concerning  the  Love,  Madness, 
and  Imprisonment  of  Torquato  Tasso,  which 
was  published  in  two  volumes,  in  New  York, 
in  1842.  This  is  a  work  of  extraordinary 
merit,  and  of  great  interest  to  all  lovers  of  lite- 
rary history.  The  subject,  it  need  hardly  be 
stated,  had  long  been  involved  in  mystery  $ 
but  few  facts  had  been  established ;  and  no 
two  persons  seemed  to  agree  as  to  the  conclu- 
sions to  be  drawn  from  the  little  that  could  be 
ascertained.    Mr.  Wilde  collected  his  mate- 


*The  standing  of  Mr.  Wilde  in  the  House  is  indicated 

by  the  following  vote  for  Speaker  in  1834, — Wilde,  64 ; 

Polk.(now  President  of  the  United  States,)  42 ;  Sutherland, 

34 ;  Bell,  30 ;  others,  32.    Finally  Mr.  Bell  was  chosen. 
«  c«.«..Mk  ^n  tUmm  T?n»<»A  n:ii 
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rials  with  a  patient  industry  only  surpassed  by 
the  clear  ami  luminous  manner  in  which  he 
lays  the  whole  evidence  before  the  reader,  and 
by  the  ingenuity  with  which  he  makes  his 
deductions.  The  whol^  investigation  indeed 
is  conducted  with  the  care  and  skill  of  a  prac- 
tised lawyer.  The  title-  of  the  work  is  per- 
fectly descriptive  of  its  contents  ;  for  starting 
with  no  theory,  assuming  nothing,  nor  seek- 
ing to  establish  any  preconceived  opinion, 
Mr.  Wilde  has  been  content  to  bring  together 
all  Ihe  facts  bearing  oh  the  points  at  issue,  to 
indicate  very  ably  all  the  deductions  that  may 
be  made  from*  them,  and  there  to  leave  the 
reader,  fairly  in  possession  of  the  case,  to  judge 
for  himself,  and  form  his  own  opinion.  This 
plan  is  original  and  proves  the  writer's  hones- 
ty and  candour,  but  most  persons  would  have 
been  better  satisfied  if  he  had.indicated  clearly 
what  he  wished  to  prove,  and  gone  on,  step 
by  step,  to  prove  it.  By  a  close  compari- 
son of  Tasso's  writings,  especially  his  son- 
nets and  canzone^  and  a  searching  cross-exa-. 
mination  of  their  hidden  meanings,  he  con- 
vinces us  thai  Tasso  was  really  in  love  with 
Leonora  of  Esl^  and  that  she  was  the  person 
to  whom  he  addressed  his  amatory  poems ; 
that  this  princess  gpranted  to  him  all  that  vir- 
tue should  have  denied,  and  that  he  wrote  pri- 
vate pieces  of  poetry  proclaiming  the  fact, 
which  were  stolen  by  a  traitorous  friend ;  that 
fearing  his  amour  had  been  revealed  to  the 
duke  Alphonso,  he  fled  to  Sorrento,  but  his 
passion  for  the  princess  overcoming  his  fears, 
returned  to  Ferrara,  where  the  duke,  having 
been  made  acquainted  with  all  the  circum- 
stances, instead  of  putting  the  parties  to  death 
and  thus  blazoning  the  dishonour  of  his  house, 
attempted  to  throw  discredit  uppa^  the  whole 
affair  by  compelling  Tasso  to  feign  madness 
and  lead  a  dissolute  life ;  that  the  poet  fof  a 
time  complied  with  these  conditions,  but  at 
length  escaped  to  Turin,  whence,  urged  by  his 
extreme  passion,  he  returned,  with  permission, 
professing  himself  cured  of  his  malady,  and 
was  ultimately,  upon  his  bursting  out  into 
some  public  paroxysm  of  rage  at  the  treatment 
he  received  from  the  court,  thrown  into  prison 
and  there  detained  seven  weary  years.  This 
is  a  very  meagre  outline  of  what  seems  to  be 
perfectly  established  in  Mr.  Wilde's  masterly 
examination  of  Tasso'«  mysterious  history, 
^he  work  contains  numerous  admirable  trans- 


lations from  the  Italian,  and  the  «tyle  of  it 
throughout  is  chaste  and  classical. 

Upon  the  completion  of  this  work  Mr«  Wilde 
began  the  translation  of  specimens  of  Italian 
lyric  poetry,  and  the  composition  of  biogra- 
phical and  critical  sketches  of  their  authors. 
EmbariBSsed  with  the  contradictions  in  ac- 
counts of  Dante,  he  obtained  from  the  Grand' 
Duke  of  Tuscany  permission  to  examine  the 
secret  archives  of  Florence,  for  the  period^in 
which  he  lived,  and  with  inde^flitigable  ardour 
devoted  himself  to  this  difficult  labour  many 
months,  in  which  he  succeeded  in  discovering 
many  interesting  facts,  obscurely  known,  or 
altogether  forgotten,  even  by  the  people  of 
Italy.  Having  learned  incidentally  one  day, 
in  conversation  with  an  artist,  that  an  authen- 
tic portrait  of  this  great  poet,  fironi  the  pencil 
of  Giotto,  probably  sti|l  existed  in  the  Beir' 
gelio,  (anciently  both  the  prison  and  the  palace 
*  of  the  rej^ublic,)  on  a  wall,  which  by  some 
strange  neglect  or  inadvertence  had  been  co- 
vered with  whitewash,  he  set  onflot  a  project  • 
for  its  discovery  and  restoration,  which,  after 
several  A^pnths,  was  crowned  with  complete 
Success.  This  discovery  of  a  veritable  por- 
trait of  Dante,  in  the^  prime  of  his  days,  says 
Washington  Irving,  **  produced  throughout  It 
aly  some  such  sensation  as  in  England  would 
follow  the  sudden  discovery  of  a  periectly 
well  authenticated  likeness  of  Shakspeare, 
with  a  difference  in  in^nsity,  proportioned  to 
the  superior  sensitiveness  of  the  Italians."  It  ^ 
is  understood  that  Mf.  Wilde  has  since  fihish'ed 
his  life  of  Dante,  but  it  has  not  yet  been  offered 
to  the  public'  His  printed  writings  on  sub- 
jects connected  with  Italian  literature,  besides 
tlie  work  on  Tasso,  are  an  elaborate  notice  of 
Petrarch,  in  the  form  of  a  review  of  Camp- 
bell's worthless  biography  of  that  poet,  and  a 
Letter  to  Mr.  Paulding  on  Couht  Alberto's 
pretended  mss.  of  Tasso.  His  miscellanies, 
in  several  magazines,  mostly  written  during 
moments  of  relaxation  while  he  was  a  mem- 
ber  of  Congress,  or  engaged  in  the  business  of 
his  profession,  are  elegant  and  scholarly,  and 
make  us  regret  that  his  whole  attention  has 
not  been  given  to  letters. 

The  wife  of  Mr.  Wilde,  to  whom  he  was 
married  in  1818,  died  in  1827.  He  has  two 
sons.  Since  his  return  from  Europe  he  has 
resumed  the  pi^ctice  of  the  law,  in  the  city 
of  New  Orleans.  * 
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I  RATE  neither  time,  nor  strength,  nor  ability,  to 
■peak  of  the  legislators  of  that  day  ^B  they  deperve ; 
nor  is  this  (he  fit  occasion.  Yet  the  coldest  07 
most  carelass  nature  cannot  recur  to  such  associates, 
without  some  touch  of  generous  feeling 

Pre-eminent — yet  ndt  more  proudly  than  hum- 
bly pre-eminent— among  them,  was  a  ^gentleman 
from  South  Carolina,  now  no  more ;  the  purest, 
th^calmest,  the  most  philosophical  of  our  country's 
modern  statesmen.  One  no  less  remarkable  for 
gentleness  of  inafiners,  and  kindness  of  heart,  than 
for  that  pefsionless,  unclouded  intellect,  which  ren- 
dered him  deserving  of  the  praise,  if  ever  man  de- 
served it,  of  merely  standing  by,  aiftl  letting  rea- 
son argue  for  him.  The  true  patriot,  incapable  of 
all  selfish  ambition,  who  shunned  ofiice  and  dis- 
tinction, yet  served  his  country  faithfully,  because 
he  loved  her.  He,  I  mean,  who  consecrated,  by 
his  example,  the  noble  precept,  so  entirely  his  own, 
that  the  first  station  in  the  republic  was  neither  to 
be  sought  after  nor  declined — a  sentiment  so  just 
and  so  happily  expressed,  that  it  continues  to  be 
repeated,  because  it  cannot  be  improved. 

There  was,  also,  a  gentleman  fronf  Maryland, 
whose  ashes  now  slumber  in  our  cemetery,  It  is 
not  long  since  I  stood  by  his  tomb,  and  recalled 
him,  as  he  was  then,  in  all  the  pride  and  power  of 
his  genius.  Among  the  first  of  hjs  countrymen 
and  contemporaries  as  a  jurist  and  staftisman,  first 
as  an  orator,  he  was,  if  not  truly  eloquent,  the  prince 
of  rhetoricians.  Nor  did  the  soundness  of  his  logic  # 
Nifier  any  thing  by  a  comparison  with  the  richness 
ind  classical  purity  of  the  language  in  which  be 
copiously  poured  forth  those  figurative  illustrations 
of  his  argument,  which  enforced  while  they  adorned 
it.  But  let  others  pronounce  his  eulogy.  I  must 
ndt  I  feel  as  if  his  mighty  spirit  still  haunted  the 
scene  of  its  triumphs,  and,  when  I  dared  to  wrong 
them,  indignantly  rebuked  me. 

These  names  have  become  historical.  There 
were  others  of  whom  it  is 'more  difficult  to  speak; 
because  yet  withm  the  reach  of  praise  or  envy. 
For  one  who  was,  or  aspired  to  be,  a  politician,  it 
would  be  prudent,  perhaps  wise,  to  avoid  all  men- 
tion of  these  men.  Their  acts,  their  words,  their 
thoughts,  their  very  looks,  have  become  subjects  of 
^rty  controversy.  But  he  whose  ambition  is  of  a 
higher  or  lower  order,  has  no  need  of  such  reserve. 
Talent  is  of  no  party  exclusively  ;  nor  is  justice. 

Among  them,  but  not  of  them,  in  the  fearful 
and  solitary  sublimity  of  genius,  stood  a  gentle- 
man from  Virginia,  whom  it  was  superfluous  to 
designate.  Whose  speeches  were  universally  read  ? 
Whose  satire  was  univers&Uy  feared  ?  Upon  whose 
accents  did  this  habitually  listless  and  unlistcning 
house  hang,  so  frequently,  with  wrapt  attention  ? 
Whose  fame  was  identified  with  that  body  for  so 
long  a  period  ?  Who  was  a  more  dexterous  de- 
bater, a  riper  scholar,  better  versed  in  the  politics 
of  our  own  country,  or  deeper  read  in  the  histofy 
of  others  ?  Above  all,  who  was  more  thoroughly 
imbued  with  the  idiom  of  the  English  language^ 


more  completely  master  of  its  strength,  and  beauty, 
and  delicacy,  or  more  capable  of  breathing  thoughts 
of  flame  in  words  of  magic,  and  toti^  of  silver  1 

There  was,  also,  a  son  of  South  XJarolina,  still 
in  the  republic,  then,  undoubtedly,  the  most  influ- 
ential member  of  thjs  House.  With  a  genius  emi- 
nently metaphysical,  h^  applied  to  politics  his  ha- 
bits of  analysis,  abstraction,  and  condensation,  and 
thus  gave  to  the  problems  of  government  some- 
thing of  that  grandeur  which  the  higher  mathe- 
matics have  borrowed  from  astronomy.  The  wings 
of  his  mind  were  rapid,  but  capricious,  and  there 
were  times  when  the  light  which  flashed  from  them 
as  they  passed  glanced  like  a  mirror  in  the  sun, 
only  to  dazzle  the  beholder.  Engrossed  with  his 
subject — careless  of  his  words — his  loftiest  ^hts 
of  eloquence  were  sometimes  followed  by  colloquial 
or  provincial  barbarisms.  But,  though  oflen  in- 
correct, he  was  always  fascinating  Language  with 
him  was  merely  the  scaffolding  of  thought — em- 
ployed to  raise  a  dome,  which,  like  Angelo's,  he 
suspended  in  the  heavens. 

It  is  equally  impossible  to  forget,  or  to  omit,  a 
gentleman  from  Kentucky,  whom  party  has  since 
made  the  fruitfuT  topic  of  unmeasured .  panegyric 
and  detraction.  Of  sanguin^  temperament,  and 
impetuous  character,  his  declamation  was  impas. 
sioned,  his  retorts  acrimonious.  Deficient  in  re- 
finement rather  than  in  strength,  his  style  was  less 
elegant  and  correct  than  animated  and  impressive. 
But  it  swept  away  our  feelings  with  it  like  a  moun- 
tain torrent,  and  the  force  of  the  stream  left  you 
little  leisure  to  remark  upon  its  clearness.  *  His 
estimate  of  human  nature  was,  probably,  not  very 
high.  It  may  be  that  his  past  associations  had  not 
tended  to  exalt  it  Unhappily,  it  is,  perhaps,  more 
likely  to  have  been  lowered  than  raised  by  his  sub- 
sequent experience.  Yet  then,  and  even  since, 
except  when  that  imprudence,  so  natural  to  genius, 
prevailed  over  his  better  judgment,  hef^iad  generally 
the  good  sense,  or  good  taste,  to  adopts  lofty  tone  of 
sentiment,  whether  he  spoke  of,  measures  or  of 
men,  of  friend  or  adversary.  On  many  occasions 
he  was  noble  and  captivating.  One  I  can  never 
forget.  It  was  the  fine  burst  of  indignant  elo- 
quence with  which  he  replied  to  the  taunting  ques- 
tion, "  What  have  we  gained  by  the  warl" 

Nor  may  I  pass  over  in  silence  a  representative 
from  New  Haii^pshire,  who  has  almost  obliterated 
all  memory  of  that  distinction,  by  the  superior 
fkme  hh  has  attained  as  a  senator  from  Massachu- 
setts. Though  then  hut  in  the  bud  of  his  political 
life,  and  hardly  conscious,  perhaps,  of  his  own  ex- 
traordinary powers,  he  gave  promise  of  tl^  great- 
ness he  has  achieved.  The  same  vigour  of  thought ; 
the  same  force  of  expression 4  the  short  sentences ; 
the  calm,  cold,  collected  manner ;  the  air  of  solemn 
dignity;  the  deep,  sepulchral,  unimpassioned  voice  ; 
all  have  been  developed  only,  not  chahged,  even  to 
the  intense  bitterness  of  his  frigid  irony.  The  pierc- 
ing coldness  of  his  sarcasms  was  indeed  peculiar  to 
him  ;  they  seemed  to  be  emanations  from  the  spirit 
of  the  icy  ocean.  Nothing  could  be  at  once  so  no- 
vel and  so  powerful ;  it  was  frozen  mercury  becom- 
ing as  caustic  as  red  hot  iron. 
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PETRARCH  AND  LAURA. 
vnxm  Bxvisw  owcampbkuJ*  uwm  ow  pstrabcr. 

Or  all  the  w6men  who  have  been  deified  by  their 
pontic  adorers,  Laura  seems  to  us  one  of  the  least 
interesting.  Why,  then,  did  Petrarch  love  her  1 
If  we  consult  our  own  experience  and  obaenration, 
we  shall  not  ask  that  question,  nor  its  converse — 
why  did  she  not  love  him  ?  Love  is  commonly 
the  result  of  accident  or  caprice,  rarely  of  any  in- 
tellectual merit.  The  hope  to  win  it  by  celebrity, 
though  frequently  indulged,  is  among  the  vainest 
of  illusions,  and  Laura  may  have  smiled  at  such  a 
folly  without  being  unnsualiy  stupid  or  insensible. 
The  greater  part  of  her  sex,  like  the  greater  part  of 
ourit  have  no  just  conception  or  ardent  love  of 
glory.  In  general  they  hold  immortality  as  cheap 
as  the  mother  oC  mankind  or  the  widow  of  Napo- 
leon. 

There  have  been  remarkable  and  splendid  ex- 
amples to  the  contrary,  it  is  true,  but  fortunately 
or  unfortunately  for  us,  and  for  themselves,  the  mass 
remains  unchanged.  Many  have  indeed  been  in- 
separably associated  with  undying  names,  often  un- 
deservedly, sometimes  in  their  own  despite;  but 
most,  being  of  the  earth,  earthy,  would  have  lost 
that  privilege,  had  not  the  weakness  of  vanity  or 
tenderness  preserved  the  memorials  of  their  triumph, 
and  thus  rescued  them  from  merited  oblivion.  Ni- 
na, who  would  be  called  nothing  but  the  Nina  of 
Dante,  is  the  exception,  not  the  rule.  Even  she, 
perhaps,  was  thought  very  naughty  in  her  lifetime, 
and  if  she  sacrificed  temporary  good  repute  to  long 
ages  of  celebrity,  had  nearly  made  the  sacrifice  in 
vain,  since,  though  a  poetess  herself,  she  was  so 
little  of  a  critic  as  to  choose  Dante  da  Maiano,  an 
indifierent  versifier.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  malign 
the  fairer  part  of  creation,  to  whom  every  rhymer 
is  a  born  bopdsman ;  but,  in  truth  and  prose,  the 
condition  ofwoman  excludes  her  for  the  most  part 
from  these  lofly  aspirations.  Shut  up  within  the 
narrow  circle  of  petty  vanities,  household  cares,  fri- 
volous amusement!),  devotional  exercises,  and  trivial 
<lccupations,  she  rarely  feels  inclined  to  look  beyond 
it,  and  if  she  does,  is  visited  with  the  anger  of  all 
her  sisterhood.  There  is  little  reason  to  believe  that 
Laura  burst  the  spell,  or  was  in  any  wise  exempted 
from  the  common  destiny,  except  by  the  fortune  of 
a  more  illusfrious  lover.  Her  long  continued  sys- 
tem of  alternate  encouragement  and  repulse,  so  4^ 
licately  managed  and  adroitly  blended,  as  always  to 
keep  alive  his  hopes,  yet  always  disappoint  them, 
may  not  deserve  to  be  stigmatized  as  the  refinement 
of  heartless  coquetry,  but  certainly  excludes  the 
idea  of  warm  and  sincere  attachment.  The  very 
ascendency  she  acquired  over  him,  by  her  constant 
^  self-possession  and  invariable  calmness,  indicates 
the  action  of  a  more  phlegmatic,  on  a  more  impas- 
sioned nature.  For  the  rest,  discretion,  sweetness, 
good  sense,  religious  faith,  and  serenity,  make  up 
the  sum  of  an  amiable  and  tranquil  disposition,  as 
feminine  as  you  please,  and  as  remote  as  possible 

from  all  our  early  romantic  conceptions. 

'"lid  the  veil  of  ages  be  withdrawn,  she  might  be 


found  either  frail  or  cold,  and,  whichever  the  alterna- 
tive, must  lose  a  portion  of  her  worshippers.  Nqatcn 
the  contrary,  those  who  are  not  satisfied  with  ffiier 
part  of  this  dilemma  have  still  open  to  their  faith  the 
farther  supposition,  that  Laura,  tenderly  loving  Pe> 
trarch,  concealed  or  governed  her  afiection  for  one- 
and-twenty  years,  never  driving  him  to  despair  bj 
her  rigour,  nor  betraying  the  secret  ci  her  weakness. 
But  whether  she  was  enamoured  and  virtuoaa,  or 
only  coquetish,  prudent  or  indiflerent,  it  must  not  be 
inferred  she  took  no  pleasure  in  her  lover's  praisesi 
Who  is  offended  by  a  delicate  and  well-turned  com- 
pliment?—or  what  woman,  however  insensible  to 
the  beauties  of  poetry,  ever  fiiiled  to  admire  a  sonnet 
to  her  own  eye-brow  1  Love  is  not  kind  led  by  rhyme, 
but  self-love  is  fed  by  it,  nor  should  we  without  re- 
flection condemn  Laura  for  not  valuing  more  high- 
ly, or  making  a  more  grateful  return  for  the  ofier- 
ing.  We  behold  in  Petrarch  the  restorer  of  learn- 
ing, the  creator  of  a  new  poetry,  the  beautifier  of  a 
language  which  is  all  mejody.  8he'  saw  in  him 
only  a  persevering  sonneteer,  who  annoyed  her 
with  complaints,  or  soothed  her  by  flattery.  To 
us  he  appears  with  the  glory  of  five  centuries^ 
Could  he  have  laid  it  all  at  her  feet,  possibly  she 
might  have  yielded.  With  the  confidence  of  ge- 
nius he  ofl^n  promised  her  immortality.  But  how 
could  she  believe  him  ?  Did  he  always  believe 
himself?  So  far  from  it,  he  at  one  fime  set  little 
value  on  his  love  verses,  building  his  hopes  of  fiune 
upon  his  Latin  poems. 

The  lady  whose  apotheosis  has  been  made  by  the 
love  and  poetry  of  Petrarch,  there  is  every  reason 
to  believe,  was  any  thing  but  happy.  His  devo' 
tion,  which  alone  has  embalmed  her  memory,  wt 
may  readily  suppose,  brought  upon  her  both  env^ 
and  censure.  The  proprie^  of  her  conduct  is  said 
indeed  to  have  been  such  as  to  defy  the  gosMps  of 
Avignon.  The  offence  o{  being  beautiful  and  idol- 
ized, however,  is  rarely  expiated  even  by  an  aban- 
donment of  the  hearths  afi<H:tions.  Our  contempo- 
raries ever  judge  us  harshly.  The  Uving  rarely 
get  credit  for  their  real  worth.  Nay,  they  are 
often  hated  for  the  very  virtues  by  which  they 
eclipse  others,  while,  in  the  eyes  of  posterity,  every 
fault  and  almost  every  crime  is  absolved  l^  great- 
ness. Laura,  we  may  believe,  if  she  really  loved 
Petrarch,  sacrificed  her  attachment  to  duty  or  to 
reputation,  though  she  was  unable  or  unwilling  to 
forego  the  incense  offered  to  her  charms.  The 
sacrifice  was  in  vain,  save  to  her  own  conscience, 
for  Ugo,  her  husband,  was  harsh  and  jealous,  and 
so  little  attached  to  her  memory  that  he  married 
shortly  after  her  death ;  while  her  daughter,  Ogiera, 
so  far  forgot  the  maternal  example,  even  in  her 
mother's  lifetime,  that  the  honour  of  the  family 
obliged  them  to  shut  her  up  in  a  convent  Thus 
the  celebrity  of  Laura  arises  from  a  homage  which 
it  was  weakness,  perhaps  worse,  to  allow,  while 
her  virtues  were  inadequate  to  insure  her  dcmiestic 
happiness,  and  most  certainly  alone  would  never 
have  preserved  her  from  oblivion.  So  strange  are 
the  caprices  of  fame  and  fortune,  so  uncertain  and 
inconsequent  the  judgments  of  mankind. 
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[Born  1789.] 


William  Cooper,  the  emigrant  aoiMstor  of 
Jamks  Fenim ore  Cooper,  arriyed  in  this  coun- 
try in  1679,  and  settled  at  Burlington,  New 
Jersey.  He  immediately  took  an  active  part 
in  public  affairs,  and  his  name  appears  in  the 
list  of  members  of  the  Colonial  Legislature 
for  1681.  In  1687,  or  subsequent  to  the  esta- 
blishment of  Penn  at  Philadelphia,  he  obtained 
a  grant  of  land  opposite  the  new  city,  extend- 
ing several  miles  along  the  margin  of  the 
Delaware  and  the  tributary  stream  which  has 
since  borne  the  name  of  Cooper's  Creek.  The 
branch  of  the  family  to  which  the  novelist 
belongs  removed  more  than  a  century  since 
bto  Pennsylvania,  in  which  state  his  father 
was  born.  He  married  early,  and  while  a 
young  man  established  himself  at  a  hamlet 
in  Burlington  county.  New  Jersey,  which 
continues  to  be  known  by  his  name,  and 
afterward  in  the  city  of  Burlington.  Hav- 
ing become  possessed  of  extensive  tracts  of 
land  on  the  border  of  Otsego  Lake,  in  cen- 
tral New  York,  he  began  the  settlement  of 
his  estate  there  in  the  autumn  of  1785,  and  in 
the  following  spring  erected  the  first  house  in 
Cooperstown.  From  this  time  until  1790 
Judge  Cooper  resided  alternately  at  Coopers- 
town  and  Burlington,  keeping  up  an  establish- 
ment at  both  places.  James  Fenimore  Cooper 
was  bom  at  Burlington  on  the  fifteenth  of  Sep- 
tember, 1789,  and  in  the  succeeding  year  was 
carried  to  the  new  home  of  his  family^  of 
which  he  is  now  proprietor. 

Judge  Cooper  being  a  member  of  the  Con- 
gress, which  then  held  its  sessions  in  Phila- 
delphia, his  family  remained  much  of  the  time 
at  Burlington,  where  our  author,  when  but  six 
years  of  agre,  commenced  under  a  private  tu- 
tor of  some  eminence  his  classical  education. 
la  1 800  he  became  an  inmate  of  the  family  of 
Rev.  Thomas  Ellison,  Rector  of  St.  Peter's, 
in  Albany,  who  had  fitted  for  the  university 
three  of  his  elder  brothers,  and  on  the  death 
of  that  accomplished  teacher  was  sent  to  New 
Haven,  Where  he  completed  his  preparatory 
studies.  He  entered  Yale  College  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  second  term  for  1802.    Among 


his  classmates  were  the  Hon.  John  A.  Col- 
lier, Judge  Cushman,  and  the  late  Mr.  Justice 
Sutherland  of  New  York,  Judge  Bissel  of 
Connecticut,  Colonel  James  Gadsden  of  Flo- 
rida, and  several  others  who  afterward  became 
eminent  in  various  professions.  The  He.n. 
John  C.  Calhoun  was  at  the  time  a  resident 
graduate,  and  Judge  Jay  of  Bedford,  who  had 
been  his  room-mate  at  Albany,  entered  the 
class  below  him.  The  late  James  A.  Hill- 
house  originally  entered  the  same  class  with 
Mr.  Cooper;  there  was  very  little  difference 
in  their  ages,  both  having  been  bom  in  the 
same  month,  and  both  being  much  too  young 
to  be  thrown  into  the  arena  of  college  life. 
Hillhouse  was  judiciously  withdrawn  for  this 
reason  until  the  succeeding  year,  leaving 
Cooper  the  youngest  student  in  the  college; 
he,  however,  maintained  a  respectable  posi- 
tion, and  in  the  ancient  languages  particularly 
had  no  superior  in  his  class. 

In  1805  he  quitted  the  college,  and  obtain- 
ing a  midshipman's  warrant,  entered  the  navy. 
His  frank,  generc^s  and  daring  nature  made 
him  a  favourite,  and  admirably  fitt{|4  him  for 
the  service,  in  which  he  would  unquestionably 
have  obtained  the  highest  honours  had  he  not 
finally  made  choice  of  the  ease  and  quiet  of 
the  life  of  a  private  gentleman.  After  six 
years  afloat-~six  years  not  unprofitably  parsed, 
since  they  gave  him  that  knowledge  of  mari- 
time affairs  which  enabled  him  subsequently, 
almost  witKout  an  effort,  to  place  4iimself  at 
the  head  of  all  the  writers  who  in  any  period 
have  attempted  the  description  of  the  sea — 
he  resigned  his  office,  and  on  the  first  day  of 
January,  1811,  was  married  to  Miss  De  Lan- 
cey,  a  sister  of  the  present  Bishop  of  the  Dio- 
cese of  Westem  New  York,  and  a  descendant 
of  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  influential  fami- 
lies in  America. 

Before  removing  to  Cooperstown  he  resided 
a  short  time  in. Westchester,  near  New  York, 
and  here  he  commenced  his  career  as  an  au- 
thor. His  first  book  was  Precaution.  It  was 
undertaken  under  circumstances  purely  - 
dental,  and  published  under  great  dis^ 
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ta^s.  Its  snccess  was  moderate,  though  far 
from  contemptible.  It  is  a  ladierous  evidence 
of  the  value  of  critical  opinion  in  this  country, 
that  Precaution  was  thought  to  discover  so 
much  knowledge  of  English  society,  as  to 
raise  a  question  whether  its  alleged  author 
could  have  written  it.  More  reputation  for 
this  sort  of  knowledge  accrued  to  Mr.  Cooper 
from  Precaution  than  from  his  subsequent 
real  work  on  England.  It  was  republished 
in  London,  and  passed  for  an  English  novel. 

The  Spy  followed.  No  one  will  dispute 
the  success  of  The  Spy.  It  was  almost  im- 
mediately republished  in  all  parts  of  Europe. 
The  novelty  of  an  American  book  of  this  cha- 
racter probably  contributed  to  give  it  circula- 
tiqn.  It  is  worthy  of  remark  that  all  our  own 
leading  periodicals  looked  coldly  upon  it; 
though  the  country  did  not.  The  North 
American  Review — ever  unwilling  to  do  jus- 
tice to  Mr.  Cooper — had  a  very  ill-natured 
notice  of  it,  professing  to  place  the  New 
England  Tale  far  above  it.  In  spite  of  such 
shallow  criticism,  however,  the  book  was  uni- 
versally popular.  It  was  decidedly  the  best 
historical  romance  then  written  by  an  Ameri- 
can ;  not  without  faults,  indeed,  but  with  a  fair 
plot,  clearly  and  strongly  drawn  characters, 
and  exhibiting  great  boldness  and  originality 
of  conception.  Its  success  was  perhaps  de- 
cisive of  Mr.  Cooper's  career,  and  it  gave  an 
extraordiiAry  impulse  to  literature  in  the  coun- 
try. More  than  any  thing  that  had  before 
occurred,  it  roused  the  people  from  their  feel- 
ing of  intellectual  dependence. 

In  1823  appeared  The  Pioneers.  This  book, 
it  seems  to  me,  has  always  had  a  reputation 
partly  factitious.  It  is  the  poorest  of  the 
Leather  Stocking  tales,  nor  was  its  success 
either  marked  or  spontaneous.  Still,  it  was 
very  well  received,  though  it  was  thought  to 
be  a  proof  that  the  author  was  written  out. 
With  this  book  comn^enced  the  absurdity  of 
saying  Mr.  Cooper  introduced  family  traits 
and  family  history  into  his  novels. 

The  Pilot  succeeded.  The  success  of  The 
Pilot  was  at  first  a  little  doubtful  in  this  coun- 
try ;  but  England  gave  it  a  reputation  which 
it  still  maintains.  It  is  due  to  Boston  to  say 
that  its  popularity  in  the  United  States  was 
first  manifested  there.  I  say  due  to  Boston, 
not  from  considerations  of  merit  in  the  book, 
but  because,  for  some  reason,  praise  for  Mr. 
Cooper,  from  New  England,  has  been  so  rare. 


America  has  no  original  literature,  it  is^paid. 
Where  can  the  model  of  The  Pilot  be  found? 
I  know  of  nothing  which  could  have  suggested 
it  but  the  following  fact,  which  was  related 
to  me  in  a  conversation  with  Mr.  Cooper. 
Tlie  Pirate  had  been  published  a  short  time 
before.  Talking  with  the  late  Charles  WiJIlm, 
of  New  York — a  man  of  taste  and  judgment — 
our  author  heard  extolled  the  universal  know- 
ledge of  Scott,  and  the  sea  portions  of  The 
Pirate  cited  as  a  proof.  He  laughed  at  the 
idea,  as  most  seamen  would,  and  the  discus- 
sion ended  by  his  promising  to  write  a  sea 
story  which  could  be  read  by  landsmen,  while 
seamen  should  feel  its  truth.  The  Pilot  was 
the  fruit  of  that  conversation.  It  is  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  novels  of  the  time,  and 
everywhere  obtained  instantand  bi|gh  applause. 

Lionel  Lincoln  followed.  This  was  a  se- 
cond attempt  to  imbody  history  in  an  Ameri- 
can work  of  fiction.  It  failed,  and  perhaps 
justly ;  yet  it  contains  one  of  the  nicest  deli- 
neations of  character  in  Mr.  Cooper's  works. 
I  know  of  no  instance  in  which  the  distinc- 
tion between  a  maniac  and  an  idiot  is  so  ad- 
mirably drawn ;  the  setting  was  bad,  however, 
and  ^e  picture  was  not  examined. 

In  1826  came  The  Last  of  the  Mohicans 
This  book  succeeded  from  the  first,  and  ali 
over  Christendom.  It*  has  strong  parts  and 
weak  parts,  but  it  was  purely  original,  and 
originality  always  occupies  the  ground.  In 
this  respect  it  is  like  The  Pilot. 

Af^r  the  publication  of  The  Last  of  the 
Mohicans,  Mr.  Cooper  went  to  Europe,  where 
his  reputation  was  already  well  established  as 
one  of  the  greatest  writers  of  romantic  fiction 
which  our  age,  more  prolific  in  men  of  genius 
than  any  other,  had  produced.  The  first  of 
his  works  after  he  left  his  native  oountiy  was 
The  Prairie.  Its  success  was  decided  and  im- 
mediate. By  the  French  and  English  critics 
it  was  deemed  the  best  of  his  stories  of  In- 
dian life.  It  has  one  leading  fault,  however, 
that  of  introducing  any  character  superior  to 
the  family  of  the  squatter.  Of  this  fault  Mr. 
Cooper  was  himself  aware  before  he  finished 
the  work ;  but  as  he  wrote  and  printed  simul- 
taneously, it  was  not  easy  to  correct  it.  In 
this  book,  notwithstanding.  Natty  Bumpo  is 
quite  up  to  his  mark,  and  is  surpassed  only  in 
The  Pathfinder.  The  reputation  of  The  Prai- 
rie, like  that  of  The  Pioneers,  is  in  a  large 
degree  owing  to  the  opinions  of  the  reviews; 
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it  t^filways  a  fault  in  a  book  that  appeals  to 
human  sjrmpathies,  that  it  fails  with  the  mul* 
titade.  In  what  relates  to  taste,  the  multitade 
is  of  no  great  authority ;  but  in  all  that  is  con* 
nected  with  feeling,  they  are  the  highest;  and 
for  this  simple  reason,  that  as  man  becomes 
sophisticated  he  deviates  from  nature,  the  only 
true  source  of  all  our  sympathies.  €)ur  feel- 
ings are  doubtless  improved  by  refinement, 
and  vice  versa ;  but  their  roots  are  struck  in 
the  human  heart,  and  what  falls  to  touch  the 
heart,  in  these  particulars,  fails,  while  that 
which  does  touch  it,  succeeds.  The  perfec- 
tion of  this  sort  of  writing  is  that  which 
pleases  equally  the  head  and  the  heart. 

The  Red  Rover  followed  The  Prairie.  Its 
success  surpassed  that  of  any  of  its  predeces- 
sors. It  wa»written  and  printed  in  Paris,  and  all 
in  a  few  months.  Its  merits  and  its  reception 
prove  the  accuracy  of  those  gentlemen  who 
allege  that  ^'  Mr.  Cooper  never  wrote  a  suc- 
cessful book  after  he  left  the  United  States.** 
It  is  certainly  a  stronger  work  than  The  Pilot, 
though  not  without  considerable  faults. 

The  Wept  of  Wish-ton- Wish  was  the  next 
novel.  The  author  I  believe  re^rds  this  and 
Lionel  Lincoln  as  the  poorest  of  his  works. 
It  met  with  no  great  success* 

The  Water  Witch  succeeded,  but  is  inferior 
to  any  of  the  other  nautical  tales. 

Of  all  Americans  who  ever  visited  Europe, 
Mr.  Cooper  contributed  most  to  our  country's 
good  reputation.  His  high  character  made 
him  everywhere  welcome ;  there  was  no  cir^ 
cle,  however  aristocratic  or  distinguished,  in 
which,  if  he  appeared  in  it,  he  was  not  ob- 
served of  all  observers ;  and  he  had  the  some- 
*what  singular  merit  of  never  forgetting  that  he 
Ufos  an  American,  Halleck,  in  his  admirable 
poem  of  Red  Jacket,  says  well  of  him — 

CoopKB,  whose  name  is  with  his  countnr^s  woven, 

First  in  her  fields,  her  pioneer  of  mind, 
A  toanderer  now  in  other  iandjt^  has  proven 

Hit  krct/or  the  young  land  he  l{ft  behind. 

After  having  been  in  Europe  about  two  years 
he  published  his  Notions  of  the  Americans, 
in  which  he  **  endeavoured  to  repel  some  of 
tiie  hostile  opinions  of  the  other  hemisphere, 
and  to  turn  the  tables  on  those  who  at  that 
time  most  derided  and  calumniated  us."  It 
contained  some  unimportant  errors,  from  hav- 
ing been  written  at  a  distance  from  necessary 
docomentary  materials,  but  was  altogether  as 
jost  as  it  was  eloquent  in  vindication  of  our 
iaititations,  manners,  and  history.    It  shows 
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how  warm  was  his  patriotism,  how  fondly, 
while  receiving  from  strangers  an  homage 
withheld  from  him  at  home,  he^rememSered 
the  scenes  of  his  first  trials  and  triumphs,  and 
how  ready  he  was  to  sacrifice  personal  popu- 
larity and  profit  in  defence  of  his  country. 

He  was  not  only  the  first  to  defend  and  to 
.praise  America,  but  the  first  to  whom  appeals 
were  made  for  infonnation  in  regard  to  her  by 
statesmen  who  felt  an  interest  in  our  destiny. 
Following  the  revolution  of  the  Three  Days, 
in  Paris,  a  fierce  controversy  took  place  be- 
tween the  absolutists,  the  republicans,  and 
the  constitutionalists.  Among  the  subjects 
introduced  in  the  Chambers  was  the  compara- 
tive cheapness  of  our  system  of  government ; 
the  absolutists  asserting  that  the  people  of  the 
United  States  paid  more  direct  and  indirect 
taxes  than  the  French.  Lafayette  appealed 
to  Mr.  Cooper,  who  entered  the  arena,  and 
though,  from  his  peculiar  position,  at  a  heavy 
pecuniary  loss,  and  the  danger  of  incurring 
yet  greater  misfortunes,  by  a  masterly  expoU 
silenced  at  once  the  popular  falsehoods.  So 
in  all  places,  circumstances,  and  times,  he 
was  the  ^^  American  in  Europe,"  as  jealous  of 
his  country's  reputation  as  his  own. 

Immediately  after  he  published  The  Bravo, 
the  success  of  which  was  very  great:  proba-" 
bly  equal  to  that  of  The  Red  Rover.  It  is 
one  of  the  besty>if  not  the  very  best  of  the 
works  Mr.  Cooper  had  then  written.  Al- 
though he  selected  a  foreign  dcene  on  this 
occasion,  no  one  of  his  works  is  more  Ame- 
rican in  its  essential  character.  It  was  de- 
signed not  only  to  extend  the  democratical 
principle  abroad,  but  to  confirm  his  country- 
men in  the  opinion  that  nations  ^^  cannot  be 
governed  by  an  irresponsible  minority  without 
involvings  train  of  nearly  intolerable  abuses." 
It  gave  aristocracy  some  hits,  which  aristo- 
cracy gave  back  again.  The  best  notice 
which  appeared  of  it  was  in  the  famous  Paris 
gazette  entitled  Figaro^  before  Figaro  was 
bou^t  out  by  the  French  government.  The 
change  from  the  biting  wit  which  character- 
ized this  periodical,  to  the  grave  sentiment 
of  such  an  article,  was  really  touching,  and 
added  an  indescribable  grace  to  the  remarks. 

The  Heidenmaur  followed.  It  is  impos- 
sible for  one  to  underetand  this  book  who  has 
not  some  acquaintance  with  the  scenes  and 
habits  described.    It  was  not  very  succe*^ 

The  Headsman  of  Berne  did  much  I: 
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It  is  inferior  to  The  BmTo,  though  not  so 
elashing  to  aristocracy.  It  met  with  very 
respectable  success.  It  was  the  last  of  Mr. 
Cooper's  novels  written  in  Europe,  and  for 
some  years  the  last  of  a  political  character. 

The  first  work  which  Mr.  Cooper  published 
after  his  return  to  the  United  States  was  A 
Letter  to  his  Countrymen.  They  had  yielded, 
him  but  a  hesitating  applause  until  his  praise 
came  back  from  Europe,  and  when  the  tone 
of  foreign  criticism  was  changed,  by  acts  and 
opinions  of  his  which  should  have  banded  the 
whole  American  press  for  his  defence,  he  was 
assailed  here  in  articles  which  either  echoed 
the  ttfne,  or  were  actual  translations  of  attacks 
upon  him  by  foreigners.  The  custom  pecu" 
liar  to  this  country  of  **  quoting  the  opinions 
of  foreign  nations  by  way  of  helping  to  make 
up  its  own  estimate  of  the  degree  of  merit 
which  belongs  to  its  public  men,"  is  treated 
in  this  letter  with  caustic  and  just  severity, 
and  shown  to  be  **  destructive  of  those  senti- 
ments of  self-respect  and  of  that  manliness 
and  independence  of  thought,  that  are  neces- 
sary to  render  a  people  great  or  a  nation 
respectable."  The  controlling  influence  of 
foreign  ideas  over  our  literature,  fashions,  and 
even  politics,  are  illustrated  by  the  manner  in 
which  he  was  himself  treated,  and  by  what 
he  considers  the  English  doctrines  which  have 
been  broached  in  the  speeches  of  many  of  our 
statesmen.  It  is  a  frank  and  honest  book, 
which  was  unnecessary  as  a  vindication  of 
Mr.  Cooper,  but  was  called  for  by  the  exist- 
ence of  the  abuse  against  which  it  was  chiefly 
directed,  though  it  seems  to  have  had  little 
effect  upon  it.  Of  the  political  opinions  it 
contains  I  have  no  more  to  say  than  that  I  do 
not  believe  in  their  correctness. 

It  was  followed  by  The  Monikins,  a  politi- 
cal satire,  which  was  a  failure. 

The  next  publications  of  Mr.  Cooper  were 
his  Gleanings  in  Europe.  Sketches  of  Swit- 
zerland, first  and  second  series,  each  in  two 
volumes,  appeared  in  1836,  and  none  q(  his 
works  contain  more  striking  and  vivid  descrip- 
tions of  nature,  or  more  agreeable  views  of 
character  and  manners.  It  was  followed  by 
similar  works  on  France,  Italy,  and  England. 
All  of  ^ese  were  well  received,  notwithstand- 
ing an  independence  of  tone  which  is  rarely 
popular,  and  some  absurdities,  as,  for  example, 
the  imputations  upon  the  American  Federal- 


book  on  Englai^  excited  most  attention,  and 
was  reviewed  in  that  country  with  as  much 
asperity  as  if  its  own  travellers  were  not  pro- 
verbially the  most  shameless  libellers  that 
ever  abused  the  hospitality  of  nations.  Alto- 
gether the  ten  volumes  which  compose  this 
series  may  be  set  down  as  the  most  intilfi- 
gent  and  philosophical  books  of  travels  which 
have  been  written  by  our  countr3rmen. 

The  American  Democrat,  or  Hints  on  the 
Social  and  Cii41  Relations  of  the  United  States 
of  America,  was  published  in  1835.  The  d» 
sign  is  stated  to  be,  **to  make  a  commence- 
ment toward  a  more  just  discrimination  be- 
tween truth  and  prejudice."  It  is  essentially 
a  good  book  on  the  virtues  and  vices  of  Ame- 
ricaif  character. 

For  a  considerable  time  Mr.  Cooper  had 
entertained  an  intention  of  writing  the  Histo- 
ry of  the  Navy  of  the  United  States,  and  his 
early  experience,  his  studies,  his  associations, 
and  above  all  the  peculiar  felicity  of  his  style 
when  treating  of  nautical  afiaira,  warranted 
the  expectation  that  his  work  would  be  a  solid 
and  brilliant  contribution  to  our  historical  lite- 
rature. It  appeared  in  two  octavo  volumes  in 
1839,  and  t^Etohed  a  second  edition  in  1840, 
and  a  third  in  1846.*  The  public  had  no  . 
reason  to  be  disappointed;  great  diligence 
had  been  used  in  the  collection  of  materials; 
every  subject  connected  with  the  origin  and 
growth  of  our  national  marine  had  been  care- 
fully investigated,  and  the  result  was  presented 
in  the  most  authentic  and  attractive  form. 
Yet  a  warm  controveray  soon  arose  respecting 
Mr.  Cooper's  account  of  the  battle  of  Lake 
Erie,  and  in  pamphlets,  reviews,  and  new^ 
papere,  attempts  were  made  to  show  that  he 
had  done  injustice  to  the  American  com- 
mander in  that  action.  The  multitude  rarely 
undertake  particular  investigations;  and  the 
attacks  upon  Mr.  Cooper,  conducted  with  a 
virulence  for  which  it  would  be  difllcult  to 
find  any  cause  in  the  History,  assuming  the 
form  of  vindications  of  a  brave  and  popular 
deceased  officer,  produced  an  impression  so 
deep  and  so  general  that  he  was  compelled  to 
defend  the  obnoxious  passages,  which  he  did 
triumphantly  in  a  small  volume  entitled  The 

*The  first  and  second  editions  appeared  la  Philadel- 
phia, and  the  third  in  Cooperstown.  It  was  reprinted  in 
1930  in  London^  Paris,  and  Brussels,  and  an  abridgment 
of  it,  by  the  author,  has  reoently  been  largely  iatiodaioed 
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Battle  of  Lake  Erie,  or  Answers  to  Messrs. 
Bargess,  Duer,  and  MackenzH,  published  in 
1843,  and  in  the  notes  to  the  last  edition  of 
his  Naval  History.  Those  who  read  the 
whole  controversy  will  perceive  that  Mr. 
Cooper  was  guided  by  the  authorities  most 
entitled  to  the  consideration  of  an  historian, 
and  that  in  his  answers  he  has  demonstrated 
the  correctness  of  his  statements  and  opinions ; 
and  they  will  perhaps  be  astonished  that  he 
in  the  first  place  gave  so  little  pause  for  dis- 
satisfaction on  the  part  of  the  friends  of  Com- 
modore Perry.  Besides  the  Naval  History 
and  the  essays  to  which  it  gave  rise,  Mr. 
Cooper  has  published,  in  two  volumes,  the 
Lives  of  American  Naval  Officers,  a  work  of 
the  highest  merit  in  its  department,  every  life 
being  written  with  conciseness  yet  fulness, 
and  with  great  care  in  regard  to  facts;  and 
in  the  Democratic  Review  has  published  an 
unanswerable  reply  to  the  attacks  upon  the 
American  marine  by  James  and  other  British 
historians. 

The  first  novel  published  by  Mr.  Cooper 
zfteT  his  return  to  the  United  States  was 
Homeward  Bound.  The  two  generic  cha- 
racters of  the  book,  however  truly  they  may 
represent  individuals,  have  no  resemblance  to 
classes.  There  may  be  Captain  Trucks,  and 
there  certainly  are  Steadfest  Dodges,  but  the 
officers  of  the  American  merchant  service  are 
in  no  manner  or  degree  inferior  to  Europeans 
of  the  same  pursuits  and  grade ;  and  with  all 
the  abuses  of  the  freedom  of  the  press  here, 
our  newspapers  are  not  worse  than  those  of 
GfBat  Britain  in  the  qualities  for  which  Mr. 
Cooper  arraigns  them.  The  opinions  ex- 
pressed of  New  York  society  in  Home  as 
Found  are  identical  with  those  in  Notions  of 
the  Americans,  a  work  almost  as  much  abused 
for  its  praise  of  this  country  as  was  Home  as 
Found  for  its  censure,  and  most  men  of  refine- 
ment and  large  observation  seem  disposed  to 
admit  their  correctness.  This  is  no  doubt  the 
eaose  of  the  feeling  it  excited,  for  a  nation 
never  gets  in  a  passion  at  misrepresentation. 
It  is  a  miserable  country  that  cannot  look 
down  a  &]sehood,  even  from  a  native. 

The  next  novel  was  The  Pathfinder.  It  is 
a  common  opinion  that  this  work  deserves 
success  more  than  any  Mr.  Cooper  has  writ- 
ten. I  have  heard  Mr.  Cooper  say  that  in  his 
own  judgment  the  claim  lay  between  The 
Pathfinder  and  The  Deerslayer,  but  for  my- 


self I  confess  a  preference  for  the  sea  novels. 
Leather  Stocking  appears  to  more  advantage 
*  in  The  Pathfinder  than  in  any  other  book,«nd 
in  Deerslayer  next.  In  The  Pathfinder  we 
have  him  presented  in  the  character  of  a  lover, 
and  brought  in  contact  with  such  characters 
as  he  associates  with  in  no  other  stages  of  his 
varied  history,  though  they  are  haidly  less 
fiivourites  with  the  author.  The  scene  of  the 
novel  being  the  great  fresh  water  seaff  of  the 
interior,  sailors,  Indians,  and  hunters  are  so 
grouped  together,  that  every  kind  of  novel- 
writing  in  which  he  has  been  most  successful 
is  combined  in  one  complete  fiction,  one  strik- 
ing exhibition  of  his  best  po]nrers.  H^  it 
been  written  by  some  unknown  author,  pro- 
bably the  country  would  have  hailed  him  as 
much  superior  to  Mr.  Cooper. 

Mercedes  of  Castile,  a  Romance  of  the 
Days  of  Columbus,  came' next.  It  may  be 
set  down  as  a  failure.  The  necessity  of  fol- 
lowing facts  that  had  become  familiar,  and 
which  had  so  lately  possessed  the  novelty  of 
fiction,  was  too  much  for  any  writer. 

The  Deerslayer  was  written  after  Mercedes 
and  The  Pathfinder,  and  was  very  successful. 
Hetty  Hunter  is  perhaps  the  best  female  cha- 
racter Mr.  Cooper  has  drawn,  though  her  sis- 
ter is  generally  preferred. 

The  Two  Admirals  followed  The  Deer- 
slayer. This  book  in  some  respects  stands 
at  the  head  of  the  nautical  tales.  Its  fault  is 
dealing  with  too  important  events  to  be  thrown 
so  deep  into  fiction ;  but  this  is  a  fault  that- 
may  be  pardoned  in  a  romance.  Mr.  Cooper  i 
has  written  nothing  in  description,  whether 
of  sea  or  land,  that  surpasses  either  of  the  bat- 
tle scenes  of  this  work;  especially  that  part  of 
the  first  where  the  French  ship  is  captured. 
The  Two  Admirals  appeared  at  an  unfortunate 
time,  but  it  was  nevertheless  successful. 

Wing-and-Wing,  or  Le  Feu  Follet,  was 
published  in  1842.  The  interest  depends 
chiefiy  upon  the  manoeuvres  by  which  a  French 
privateer  escapes  capture  by  an  English  fri- 
gate. Some  of  its  scenes  are  among  Mr. 
Cooper's  best,  but  altogether  is  inferior  to 
several  of  his  nautical  novels. 

Wyandotte,  or  the  Hutted  Knoll,  in  its 
general  features  resembles  The  Pathfinder 
and  the  Deerslayer.  The  female  characters 
are  admirable,  and  but  for  the  opinion,  believed 
by  some,  from  its  frequent  repetition,  that  Mr. 
Cooper  is  incapable  of  depicting  a  woman, 
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Maud  Meredith  would  be  regarded  as  among 
the  very  first  class  of  such  portraitures. 

Next  came  the  Autobiography  of  a  Pocket 
Handkerchief,  in  one  volume.  It  is  a  story 
of  fashionable  life  in  New  York,  in  some  re- 
spects peculbr  among  Mr.  Cooper's  works, 
and  was  decidedly  successful.  It  appeared 
originally  in  a  monthly  magazine,  and  was 
the  first  of  his  novels  printed  in  this  manner. 

Ned  Myers,  in  one  volume,  which  followed 
in  the  same  year,  is  a  genuine  biography, 
though  it  was  commonly  regarded  as  a  fiction. 

In  the  beginning  of  1844  Mr.  Cooper  pub* 
lished  Ashore  and  Afloat,  and  a  few  months 
afterward  Miles  Waliingford,  a  sequel  to  that 
tale.  They  have  the  remarkable  minuteness 
yet  boldness  of  description,  and  dramatic  skill 
of  narration,  which  render  the  impressions  he 
produces  so  deep  and  lasting.  They  were  as 
widely  read  as  any  of  his  recent  productions. 

The  extraordinary  state  of  things  which  for 
several  years  has  disgraced  a  part  of  the  state 
of  New  York,  where,  with  unblushing  effron- 
tery, the  tenants  of  several  large  proprietors 
have  refused  to  pay  rents,  and  claimed,  with- 
out a  shadow  of  rig^ht,  to  he  absolute  possess- 
ors of  the  soil,  gave  just  occasion  of  alarm 
to  the  intelligent  friends  of  our  institutions ; 
and  this  alarm  increased,  when  it  was  observed 
that  the  ruffianism  of  the  ^*  anti-renters,''  as 
they  are  styled,  was  looked  upon  by  many 
pereons  of  respectable  social  positions  with 
undisguised  approval.  Mr.  Cooper  addressed 
himself  to  the  exposure  and  correction  of  the 
evil,  in  a  series  of  novels,  purporting  to  be  edi- 
ted from  the  manuscripts  of  a  family  named 
Littlepage ;  and  in  the  preface  to  the  first  of 
these,  entitled  Satanstoe,  a  Tale  of  the  Colony, 
published  in  1845,  announces  bis  intention  of 
treating  it  with  the  utmost  freedom,  and  de- 
clares his  opinion,  that  *^  the  existence  of  true 
liberty  among  us,  the  perpetuity  of  our  insti- 
tutions, and  the  safety  of  public  morals,  are 
all  dependent  on  putting  down,  wholly,  abso- 
lutely, and  unqualifiedly,  the  false  and  dis- 
honest theories  and  statements  that  have  been 
advanced  in  connection  with  this  subject." 
Satanstoe  presents  a  vivid  picture  of  the  early 
condition  of  colonial  New  York.  The  time  is 
from  1737  to  the  close  of  the  memorable  cam- 
paign in  which  the  British  were  so  signally 
defeated  at  Ticonderoga.  Cbainbearer,  the 
second  of  the  series,  tracing  the  family  his- 
tory through  the  Revolution,  also  appeared  in 


1845,  and  the  last.  The  Red  Skins,  a  story  of 
the  present  day,  in  1846.  '*This  book,"  says 
the  author  in  his  preface,  '*  closes  the  series 
of  the  Littlepage  manuscjipts,  which  have 
been  given  to  the  world  as  containing  a  fair 
account  of  the  comparative  sacrifices  of  time^ 
money,  and  labour  made  respectively  by  the 
landlord  and  the  tenants  on  a  New  York 
estate,  together  with  the  manner  in  which 
usages  and  opinions  are  changing  among  us, 
and  the  causes  of  these  changes."  These 
books,  in  which  the  most  important  practical 
truths  are  stated,  illustrated  and  enforced,  in  a 
manner  equally  familiar  and  powerful,  were 
received  by  the  educated  and  right-minded 
with  a  degree  of  favour  that  showed  the  sound- 
ness of  the  common  mind  beyond  the  crime 
infected  districts,  and  their  influence  will  add 
to  the  evidences  of  the  value  of  the  novel  as 
a  means  of  upholding  principles  in  art,  litera- 
ture, morals,  and  politics. 

The  publication  of  the  last  work  of  Mr. 
Cooper,  The  Islets  in  the  Gulf,  has  been  com- 
menced in  Graham's  American  Monthly  Ma- 
grazine  while  this  volume  is  passing  through 
the  press.  At  nearly  sixty  yeare  of  age  he 
writes  with  all  the  freshness  of  feeling,  spirit, 
and  dramatic  and  descriptive  power,  that  lent 
such  a  charm  to  the  earliest  works  with  whicfc 
he  delighted  and  instructed  the  world.  In 
person  and  in  mind  he  seems  to  be  in  the 
vigour  of  middle  life,  and  with  his  ardent 
temperament,  keen  interest  in  all  that  marks 
the  age,  and  a  certain  combative  spirit,  which 
will  not  permit  him  passively  to  see  errors 
and  abuses,  it  is  nearly  impossible  that  he 
shall  cease  to  write  for  yet  many  years4 

It  used  to  be  the  custom  of  the  North 
American  Review  to  speak  of  his  works  as 
'*  translated  into  French,"  as  if  this  were  gir- 
ing  the  highest  existing  evidence  of  their  po- 
pularity, while  there  was  not  a  language  in 
Europe  into  which  they  did  not  all,  after  the 
publication  of  The  Red  Rover,  appear  al* 
most  as  soon  as  they  were  printed  in  London. 
He  has  been  the  chosen  companion  o(  the 
prince  and  the  peasant,  on  the  borders  of  the 
Volga,  the  Danube,  and  the  Guadelquiver;  by 
the  Indus  and  the  Ganges,  the  Paraguay  and 
the  Amazon ;  where  the  name  even  of  Wash- 
ington was  never  spoken,  and  our  country  is 
known  only  as  the  home  of  Cooper.  The 
world  has  living  no  other  writer  whose  fiune 
is  so  universal. 
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Mr.  Cooper  has  the  faculty  of  giving  to  his 
pictures  an  astonishing  reality.  They  are  not 
mere  transcripts  of  nature,  though  as  such  they 
would  possess  extraordinary  merit,  but  actual 
creations,  imbodying  the  very  spirit  of  intelli- 
gent and  genial  experience  and  observation. 
His  Indians,  notwithstanding  all  that  has  been 
written  to  the  contrary,  are  no  more  inferior  in 
fidelity  than  they  are  in  poetical  interest  to 
those  of  his  most  successful  imitators  or  rivals. 
His  hunters  and  trappers  have  the  same  vivid- 
ness and  freshness,  and  in  the  whole  realm  of 
fiction  there  is  nothing  more  actual,  harmo- 
nious, and  sustained.  They  Wince  not  only 
the  first  order  of  inventive  power,  but  a  pro- 
foundly philosophical  study  of  the  influences  of 
situation  upon  human  character.  He  treads 
the  deck  with  the  conscious  pride  of  home 
and  dominion :  the  aspects  of  the  sea  and  sky, 
the  terrors  of  the  tornado,  the  excitement  of 
the  chase,  the  tumult  of  battle,  fire,  and  wreck, 
are  presented  by  him  with  a  freedom  and 
breadth  of  outline,  a  glow  and  strength  of 
colouring  and  contrast,  and  a  distinctness  and 
truth  of  general  and  particular  conception,  that 
place  him  far  in  advance  of  all  the  other  artists 
who  have  attempted  with  pen  or  pencil  to  paint 
the  ocean.  The  same  vigorous  originality  is 
stamped  upon  his  nautical  characters.  The 
sailors  of  Smollett  are  as  different  in  every 
respect  as  those  of  Eugene  Sue  and  Marryatt 
are  inferior.  He  goes  on  board  his  ship  with 
his  own  creations,  disdaining  all  society  and 
assistance  but  that  with  which  he  is  thus  sur- 
rounded. Long  Tom  Coflin,  Tom  Tiller,  Try- 
sail, Bpb  Yarn,  the  boisterous  Nightingale,  the 
mutinous  Nighthead,  the  fierce  but  honest  Bol- 
trope,  and  others  who  crowd  upon  our  memo- 
ries, as  familiar  as  if  we  had  ourselves  been 
afloat  with  them,  attest  the  triumph  of  this 
self-reliance.  And  when,  as  if  to  rebuke  the 
charge  of  envy  that  he  owed  his  successes  to 
the  novelty  of  his  scenes  and  persons,  he  en- 
tered upon  fields  which  for  centuries  bad  been 
illustrated  by  the  first  geniuses  of  Europe,  his 
abounding  power  and  inspiration  were  vindi- 
cated by  that  series  of  political  novels  ending 
with  The  Bravo,  which  have  the  same  supre- 
macy in  their  class  that  is  held  by  The  Pilot 
and  The  Red  Rover  among  stories  of  the  sea. 


It  has  been  urged  that  his  leading  characters 
are  essentially  alike,  having  no  difiference  but 
that  which  results  from  situation.  But  this 
opinion  will  not  bear  investigation.  It  evi- 
dently arose  from  the  habit  of  clothing  his  he- 
roes alike  with  an  intense  individuality,  which 
under  all  circumstances  sustains  the  sympathy 
they  at  first  awaken,  without  the  aid  of  those 
accessories  to  which  artists  of  less  power  are 
compelled  to  resort.  Very  few  authors  have 
added  more  than  one  original  and  striking 
character  to  the  world  of  imagination ;  none 
has  added  more  than  Cooper ;  and  his  are  all 
as  distinct  and  actual  as  the  personages  that 
stalk  before  us  on  the  stage  of  history.    ^  >« 

To  be  American,  without  falling  into  Ame- 
ricanism, is  the  true  task  that  is  set  before  the 
native  artist  in  literature,  the  accomplishment 
of  which  awaits  the  reward  of  the  best  ap- 
proval in  these  times,  and  the  promise  of  an 
enduring  name.  Some  of  our  authors,  fiisci- 
nated  very  excusably  with  the  faultless  mo- 
dels of  another  age,  have  declined  this  condi- 
tion, and  have  given  us  Spectators  and  Tatlers 
with  false  dates,  and  developed  a  style  of  com- 
position of  which  the  very  merits  imply  an 
anachronism  in  the  proportion  of  excellence. 
Others  have  understood  the  result  to  be  at- 
tained better  than  the  means  of  arriving  at  it. 
They  have  not  considered  the  difference  be- 
tween those  peculiarities  in  our  society,  man- 
ners, tempers,  and  tastes,  which  are  genuine 
and  characteristic,  and  those  which  are  merely 
defects  and  errdrs  upon  the  English  system ; 
they  have  acquired  the  force  and  gayety  of 
liberty,  but  not  the  dignity  of  independence, 
and  are  only  provincial,  when  they  hoped  to 
be  national.  Mr.  Cooper  has  been  more  happy 
than  any  oi\ieT  writer  in  reconciling  these  re- 
pugnant qualities,  and  displaying  the  features, 
character,  and  tone  of  a  great  national  style  in 
letters,  which,  original  and  unimitative,  is  yet 
in  harmony  with  the  ancient  models.  , 

Mr.  Cooper  is  now  engaged  upon  a  work 
of  a  character  somewhat  different  from  any 
he  has  hitherto  attempted,  which  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  ensuing  spring  (of  1847)  under 
the  title  of  The  Middle  States  of  America, 
with  their  Origins,  Customs,  Conditions,  and 
Prospects. 
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THE  PRAIRIE  ON  FIRE. 


Thk  sleep  of  the  fugitiTes  lasted  for  aeveral 
hours.  The  trapper  was  the  first  to  shake  off  its 
influence,  as  he  had  been  the  last  to  court  its  re- 
freshment. Rising,  just  as  the  gray  light  of  day 
began  to  brighten  that  portion  of  the  studded  vault 
which  rested  on  the  eastern  margin  of  the  plain, 
he  summoned  his  companions  from  their  warm 
lairs,  and  pointed  out  the  necessity  of  their  being 
once  more  on  the  alert . . . 

«« See,  Middleton !"  exclaim^  Inez,  in  a  sudden 
burst  of  youthful  pleasure,  that  caused  her  for  a 
moment  to  forget  her  situation.  <*  How  lovely  is 
that  sky ;  surely  it  contains  a  promise  of  happier 
times!" 

«4l  is  glorious  !*'  returned  her  husband.  «  Glo- 
rious and  heavenly  b  that  streak  of  vivid  red,  and 
here  is  a  still  brighter  crimson — rarely  have  I  seen 
a  richer  rising  of  the  sun.*' 

**  Rifling  of  the  sun  !'*  slowly  repeated  the  old 
man,  lifting  his  tall  person  from  its  seat,  with  a 
deliberate  and  abstracted  air,  while  he  kept  his  eye 
riveted  on  the  changing,  and  certainly  beautiful 
tints  that  were  garnishing  the  vault  of  heaven. 
<*  Rising  of  the  sun !  I  like  not  such  risings  of  the 
sun.  Ah's  me !  the  imps  have  circumvented  us 
with  a  vengeance.     The  prairie  is  on  fire  !" 

**  God  in  heaven  protect  us !"  cried  Middleton, 
catching  Inez  to  his  bosom  under  the  instant  im- 
pression of  the  imminence  of  their  danger.  <*  There 
is  no  time  to  lose,  old  man ;  each  instant  is  a  day ; 
let  us  fly." 

"  Whither  1"  demanded  the  trapper,  motioning 
him  with  calmness  and  dignity,  to  arrest  his  steps. 
"  In  this  wilderness  of  g^rass  and  reeds,  you  are 
like  a  vessel  in  the  broad  lakes  without  a  compass. 
A  single  step  on  the  wrong  course  might  prove 
the  destruction  of  us  all.  It  is  seldom  danger  is 
so  pressing  that  there  is  not  time  enough  for  rea- 
son to  do  its  work,  young  officer;  therefore,  let  us 
await  its  biddings." 

«  For  my  own  part,"  said  Paul  Hover,  looking 
about  him  with  no  unequivocal  expression  of  con- 
cern, **  I  acknowledge,  that  should  this  dry  bed  of 
weeds  get  fairly  in  a  flame,  a  bee  would  have  to 
make  a  flight  higher  than  common  to  prevent  his 
wings  from  scorching.  Therefore,  old  trapper,  I 
agree  with  the  captain,  and  say  mount  and  run." 

"  Ye  are  wrong — ye  are  wrong — man  is  not  a 
beast  to  follow  the  gift  of  instinct,  and  to  snufl'  up 
his  knowledge  by  a  taint  in  the  air,  or  a  rumbling 
in  the  sound ;  but  he  must  see  an^  reason,  and 
then  conclude.  So  follow  me  a  little  to  the  left, 
where  there  is  a  rise  in  the  ground,  whence  we 
may  make  our  reconnoitrings." 

The  old  man  waved  his  hand  with  authority, 
and  led  the  way  without  further  parlance  to  the 
spot  he  had  indicated,  followed  by  the  whole  of 
his  alarmed  companions.  An  eye  less  practised 
than  that  of  the  trapper  might  have  failed  in  dis- 
covering the  gentle  elevation  to  which  he  alluded, 
and  which  looked  on  the  surface  of  the  meadow 
like  a  growth  a  Uttle  taller  than  common.    When 


they  reached  the  p^oe,  however,  the  stinted  grass 
itself  announced  the  absence  of  that  moisture 
which  had  fed  the  rank  weeds  of  moat  of  the  plain, 
and  ftimishcd  a  clue  to  the  evidence  by  which  he 
had  judged  of  the  formation  of  the  ground  hi<Idcii 
beneath.  Here  a  few  minutes  were  lost  in  break- 
ing down  the  tops  of  the  surrounding  heriAge, 
which,  notwithstanding  the  advantage  of  their  po* 
sition,  rose  even  above  the  heads  of  Middleton  and 
Paul,  and  in  obtaining  a  look-out  that  might  com- 
mand a  view  of  the  surrounding  sea  of  fixt!. . . . 

The  examination  which  his  companions  so  in- 
stantly and  so  intently  made,  rather  served  to 
assure  them  of  their  desperate  situation  than  to 
appease  their  fears.  Huge  columns  of  smoke 
were  rolUng  up  from  the  plain,  and  thickening  in 
gloomy  masses  around  the  horizon.  The  red  glow 
which  gleamed  upon  their  enormous  folds,  now 
lighting  their  volumes  with  the  glare  of  the  con- 
flagration, now  flashed  to  another  point,  as  the 
flame  beneath  glided  ahead,  leaving  all  behind 
enveloped  in  awful  darkness,  and  proclaiming 
louder  than  words  the  character  of  the  imminent 
and  rapidly  approaching  danger. 

«  This  is  terrible !"  exclaimed  Middleton,  folding 
the  trembling  Inez  to  his  heart  "  At  such  a  time 
as  this,  and  in  such  a  manner !" 

**  The  gates  of  hoaveo  are  open  to  all  who  truly 
believe,"  murmured  the  pious  devotee  in  his  bosom. 

<*  This  resignation  is  maddening !  But  we  are 
men,  and  will  make  a  struggle  for  our  Uves !  How 
now,  my  brave  and  spirited  friend,  shall  we  yet 
mount  and  push  across  the  flames,  or  shall  we 
stand  here  and  see  those  we  most  love  perish  in 
this  frightful  manner  without  an  eflbrt?" 

« I  am  for  a  swarming  time,  and  a  flight  before 
the  hive  is  too  hot  to  hold  us,"  said  the  bee-hunter, 
to  whom  it  will  be  at  once  seen  tliat  the  half-dis- 
tracted Middleton  addressed  himself.  ^  Come,  old 
trapper,  you  must  acknowledge  this  is  but  a  slow 
way  of  getting  out  of  danger.  If  we  tarry  here 
much  longer,  it  will  be  in  the  fashion  that  the  bees 
lie  around  the  straw  after  the  hive  has  been  smoked 
for  its  honey.  You  may  hear  the  fire  begin  to 
roar  already,  and  I  know  by  experience,  that  when 
the  flarae  once  gets  fairly  into  the  prairie  grass,  it 
is  no  sloth  that  can  outrun  it" 

"  Think  you,"  returned  the  old  man,  pointing 
scornfully  at  the  mazes  of  the  dry  and  matted 
grass  which  environed  them, "  that  mortal  feet  can 
outstrip  the  speed  of  fire  on  such  a  p>ath  T* 

«  What  say  you,  fiiend  doctor,"  cried  the  bewil- 
dered Paul,  turning  to  the  naturalist,  with  that  sort 
of  helplessness  with  which  the  strong  are  often  apt 
to  seek  aid  of  the  weak,  when  human  power  is 
ba  filed  by  tlie  hand  of  a  mightier  being,  **  what 
say  you ;  have  you  no  advice  to  give  away,  in  a 
case  of  life  and  death  1" 

The  naturalist  stood,  tablets  in  hands,  lookiDg 
at  the  awful  spectacle  with  as  much  composure  as 
though  the  conflagration  had  been  lighted  in  order 
to  solve  the  difficulties  of  some  scientific  problem. 
Aroused  by  the  question  of  hii  companion,  he 
turned  to  his  equally  calm  though  differently  occu- 
pied associate  the  trapper,  demanding,  with  the 
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most  provoking  insensibility  td  the  urgent  natnre 
of  their  situation — **  Venerable  hunter,  you  tiave 
often  witnessed  similar  prismatic  experiments — " 

Ho  was  rudely  interrupted  by  Paul,  who  struck 
the  tablets  from  his  hands  with  a  violence  that  be- 
tnyed  the  utter  intellectual  confusion  which  had 
oTerset  the  equanimity%f  ^lis  mind.  Before  time 
was. allowed  for  remonstrance,  the  old  man,  who 
had  continued  during  the  whole  scene  like  one 
much  at  a  loss  how  to  proceed,  though  also  like 
ooe  who  was  rather  perplexed  than  alarmed,  sud- 
denly assumed  a  decided  air,  as  if  he  no  longer 
doubted  on  the  course  it  was  most  advisable  to 
pursue. 

**  It  is  time  to  be  doing,'*  he  said,  interrupting 
the  controversy  that  was  about  to  ensue  between 
the  naturalist  and  the  bee-hunter ;  "  it  is  time  to 
leave  off  books  and  moanings,  and  to  be  doing." 

"  You  have  come  to  your  recollections  too  late, 
miserable  old  man,"  cried  Middleton ;  "  the  flames 
are  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  us,  and  the  wind 
is  bringing  them  'down  in  this  quarter  with  dread- 
ful rapidity." 

**Anan!  the  flames!  I  care  but  little  for  the 
flames.  If  I  only^ltnew  how  to  circumvent  the 
canning  of  the  Tetons,  as  I  know  how  to  cheat 
the  fire  of  its  prey,  there  would  be  nothing  needed 
but  Uianks  to  the  Lord  for  our  deliverance.  Do 
you  call  this  a  firel  If  you  had  seen  what  I  have 
witnested  in  the  eastern  hills,  when  mighty  moun- 
tains were  like  the  furnace  of  a  smith,  you  would 
have  known  what  it  was  to  fear  the  flames,  and  to 
be  thankful  that  you  were  spared !  Come,  lads, 
come ;  *tis  time  to  be  doing  now,  and  to  cease  talk- 
ing ;  for  yonder  curling  flame  is  truly  coming  on 
like  a  trotting  moose.  Put  hands  upon  this  short 
and  withered  grass  where  we  stand,  and  lay  bare 
thfrJarth."^ 

"Would  you  think  to  deprive  the  fire  of  its 
victims  in  this  diildish  maimer  1"  exclaimed  Mid- 
dleton. 

A  faint  but  solemn  smile  passed  over  the  features 
of  the  old  man  as  he  answered — '*  Your  gran'ther 
would  have  said,  that  when  the  enemy  was  nigh, 
a  soldier  could  do  no  better  than  to  obey." 

The  captain  felt  the  reproof  and  instantly  began 
to  imitate  the  industry  of  Paul,  who  was  tearing 
the  decayed  herbage  firom  the  ground  in  a  sort  of 
desperate  compliance  with  the  trapper's  direction. 
Even  Ellen  lent  her  hands  to  the  labour,  nor  was 
it  long  before  Inez  was  seen  similarly  employed, 
though  none  amongst  them  knew  why  or  where- 
fore. When  life  is  thought  to  be  the  reward  of 
labour,  men  are  wont  to  be  industrious.  A  very 
few  moments  sufficed  to  lay  bare  a  spot  of  some 
twenty  feet  in  diameter.  Into  one  edge  of  this 
little  area  the  trapper  brought  the  females,  directing 
Middleton  and  Paul  to  cover  their  light  and  in- 
flammable dresses  with  the  blankets  of  the  party. 
So  soon  as  this  precaution  was  observed,  the  old 
man  approached  the  opposite  margin  of  the  grass, 
which  still  environed  them  in  a  tall  and  dangerous 
circle,  and  selecting  a  handful  of  the  driest  of  the 
herbage,  he  placed  it  over  the  pan  of  his  rifle. 
The  light  combustible  kindled  at  the  flash.    Then 


he  placed  the  little  flame  into  a  bed  of  the  standing 
fog,  and  withdrawing  from  the  spot  to  the  centre 
of  the  ring,  he  patiently  awaited  the  result 

The  subtle  element  seized  with  avidity  upon  its 
new  fuel,  and  in  a  moment  forked  flames  were 
gliding  among  the  grass,  as  the  tongues  of  rumi- 
nating animals  are  eeen  rolling  among  their  food 
apparently  in  quest  of  its  sweetest  portions. 

<<Now,"*iBfiid  the  old  man,  holding  up  a  finger 
and  laughing  in  his  peculiarly  silent  manner,  •*  you 
shall  see  fire  fight  fire !  Ah's  me !  many  is  the 
time  I  have  burnt  a  smootly  path  from  wanton 
laziness  to  pick  mj;  way  across  a  tangled  bottom." 

**  But  is  this  not  fatal  1"  cried  the  amazed  Mid- 
dleton ;  **  are  you  not  bringing  the  enemy  nigher 
to  us  instead  of  avoiding  iti" 

"  Do  you  scorch  so  easily  1 — ^your  gran'theiiihad 
a  tougher  skin.  But  we  shall  live  to  see ;  we  lAiall 
all  live  to  see." 

The  experience  of  the  trapper  was  in  the  right 
As  the  fire  gained  strength  and  heat  it  began  to 
spread  on  three  sides,  dying  of  itself  on  the  fourth 
for  want  of  aliment  As  it  increased,  and  the  sul- 
len roaring  announced  its  power,  it  cleared  every 
thing  before  it,  leaving  the  black  and  smoking  wM 
far  more  naked  than  if  the  scythe  had  swept  the 
place.  The  situation  of  the  fugitives  would  have 
still  been  hazardous  had  not  the  area  e^Mf^d  as 
the  flame  encircled  them.  But  ^y^'ddvancing  to 
the  spot  where. the  trapper  hadkihdled  the  grass, 
they  avoided  the  heat,  and  in  a  very  few  momenta 
the  flames  began  to  reeede  in  every  quarter,  leav- 
ing them  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  smoke,  but  per- 
fectly safe  firom  the  torrent  of  fire  that  was  still 
furiously  rolling  onwaitL 

The  spectators  regarded  the  simple  expedient 
of  the  trapper  with  that  species  of  wonder  with 
which  the*<STlaf  tiojts  of  Feidinand  are  wiu  to  have 
viewed  the  manner  in  which  Columbus  made  his 
egg  to  stand  on  its  end,  though  with  feelings  that 
were  filled  with  gratitude  instead  of  envy. 

<<  Most  wonderful !"  said  Middleton,  when  he 
saw  the  complete  success  of  the  means  by  which 
they  had  been  rescued  from  a  danger  that  he  had 
conceived  to  be  unavoidable.  «*  The  thought  was 
a  gift  from  heaven,  and  the  hand  that  executed  it 
should  be  immortal." 

«  Old  trapper,"  cried  Paul,  thrusting  his  fingers 
through  his  shaggy  locks,  **  I  have  lined  many  a 
loaded  bee  in|p  his  hole,  and  know  something  of 
the  nature  of  the  woods,  but  this  is  robbing  a  hor- 
net of  his  sting  without  touching  the  insect !" 

« It  will  do — it  will  do,"  returned  the  old  man, 
who  after  the  first  moment  of  his  success  seemed 
to  think  no  more  of  the  exploit. . . «  Let  the  flames 
do  their  work  for  a  short  half  hour  and  then  we  will 
mount  That  time  is  needed  to  cool  the  meadow, 
for  these  unshod  beasts  are  tender  on  the  hoof  as 
a  barefooted  girl." 

The  veteran,  on  whose  experienpe  they  all  so 
unplicilly  relied  for  protection,  employed  himself 
in  reconnoitring  objects  in  the  distance,  through 
the  openings  which  the  air  occasionally  made  in 
the  immense  bodies  of  smoke,  that  by  this  time  lay 
in  enormous  piles  on  every  part  of  the  plain. 
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THE  ARIEL  AMONG  THE  SHOALS. 

YBOM  THS  PILOT. 


Thb  extraordinary  activity  of  Griffith,  which 
communicated  itself  with  promptitude  to  the  whole 
crew,  was  produced  by  a  sudden  alteration  in  the 
weather.  In  place  of  the  well-defined  streak  along 
the  horizon,  that  has  been  already  described,  an 
immense  body  of  misty  light  appeared  to  be  mov- 
ing in  with  rapidity  from  the  ocean,  while  ^  dis- 
tinct but  distant  roaring  announced  the  sure  ap- 
proach of  the  tempest  that  had  so  long  troubled 
the  waters.  Even  Griffith,  while  thundering  his 
orders  through  the  trumpet,  and  urging  the  men 
by  his  cries  to  expedition,  would  pause  for  instants 
to  cast  anxious  glancdi  in  the  direction  of  the 
coming  storm,  and  the  faces  of  the  sailors  who  lay 
on  the  yards  were  turned  instinctively  toward  the 
the  same  quarter  of  the  heavens,  while  they  knot- 
ted the  reef-points,  or  passed  the  gaskets  that  were 
to  confine  the  unruly  canvas  to  the  prescribed 
limits. 

The  pilot  alone,  in  that  confused  and  busy 
throng,  where  voice  rose  above  voice  and  cry 
echoed  cry  in  quick  succession,  appeared  as  if  He 
held  no  interest  in  the  important  stake.  With 
his  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  the  approaching  mist, 
and  his  arms  folded  together  in  composure,  he 
stood  calmly  awaiting  the  result. 

The  ship  had  fallen  off  with  her  broadside  to 
the  sea,  and  was  become  unmanageable,  and  the 
sails  were  already  brought  into  the  folds  necessary 
to  her  security,  when  the  quick  and  heavy  flutter- 
ing of  canvas  was  thrown  across  the  water  with 
all  the  gloomy  and  chilling  sensations  that  such 
sounds  produce,  where  darkness  and  danger  unite 
to  appal  the  seaman. 

«*  The  schooner  has  it  !'*  cried  Griffith ;  «  Barn- 
stable has  held  on,  like  himself,  to  the  last  moment 
— God  send  that  the  squall  leave  him  cloth  enough 
to  keep  him  from  the  shore  !*' 

*<  His  sails  are  easily  handled,'*  the  commander 
observed,  "  and  she  must  be  over  the  principal 
danger.  We  are  falling  off  before  it,  Mr.  Gray ; 
shall  we  try  a  cast  of  the  lead  V* 

The  pilot  turned  from  his  contemplative  posture 
and  moved  slowly  across  the  deck  before  he  re- 
turned any  reply  to  this  question — like  a  man -who 
not  only  felt  that  every  thing  depended  on  him- 
self, but  that  he  was  equal  to  the  e.||iergency. 

*•  'Tis  unnecessary,"  he  at  length  said ;  "  'twould 
be  certain  destruction  to  be  taken  aback,  and  it  is 
dilHcuU  to  say,  within  several  points,  how  the  wind 
may  strike  us." 

*♦  'Tis  difficult  no  longer,"  cried  Griffith ;  •«  for 
here  it  comes,  and  in  right  earnest !" 

The  rushing  sounds  of  the  wind  were  now,  in- 
dco  1,  heard  at  hand,  and  the  words  were  hardly 
passed  the  lips  of  the  young  lieutenant  before  the 
vcsi;el  bowed  down  heavily  to  one  side,  and  then, 
as  she  began  to  move  through  the  water,  rose 
a?  tin  majestically  to  her  upright  position,  as  if 
saiuling,  like  a  courteous  champion,  the  powerful 
antigonist  with  which  she  was  about  to  contend. 
NoL  another  minute  elapsed  before  the  ship  was 


throwing  the  waters  aside  with  a  lively  progrMs, 
and,  obedient  to  her  helm,  was  brought  as  near  to 
the  desired  course  as  the  direction  of  the  wind 
would  allow.  The  hurry  and  bustle  on  the  yards 
gradually  subsided,  and  the  men  slowly  descended 
to  the  deck,  all  straining  their  eyes  to  (Heice  the 
gloom  in  which  they  wera  enveloped,  and  some 
shaking  their  heads  in  melancholy  doubt,  afraid 
to  express  the  apprehensions  they  really  enter- 
tained. All  on  board  anxioi^gly  waited  for  the 
fury  of  the  gale ;  for  there  were  none  so  ignorant 
or  inexperienced  in  that  gallant  frigate,  as  not  to 
know  that  they  as  yet  only  felt  the  infant  efibrts 
of  the  winds.  Each  moment,  however,  it  increased 
in  power,  though  so  gradual  was  the  alteration, 
that  the  relieved  mariners  began  to  believe  that  all 
their  gloomy  forebodings  were  not  to  be  realized. 
During  this  short  interval  of  uncertainty,  no  other 
sounds  were  heard  than  the  whistling  of  the  breeze, 
as  it  passed  quickly  through  the  mass  of  rigging 
that  belonged  to  the  vessel,  and  the  dashing  of  the 
^pray  that  began  to  fly  from  her  bows  like  the 
foam  of  a  cataract. 

« It  blows  fresh,"  cried  Griffith,  who  was  the 
first  to  speak  in  that  moment  of  doubt  and  anxie^ ; 
**  but  it  is  no  more  than  a  cap-full  of  wind  after 
all.  Give  us  elbow-room  and  the  right  canvas, 
Mr.  Pilot,  and  I'll  handle  the  ship  like  a  gentle- 
man's yacht  in  this  breeze." 

«  Will  she  stay,  think  ye,  under  this  sail  1"  said 
the  low  voice  of  the  stranger. 

**  She  will  do  all  that  man  in  reason  can  ask  of 
wood  and  iron,"  returned  the  lieutenant;  "but  the 
vessel  don't  float  the  ocean  that  will  tack  nodcr 
double-reefed  topsails  alone  against  a  heavy 
Help  her  with  the  courses,  pilot,  and  you'll 
her  come  round  like  a  dancing-master." 

"  Let  us  feel  the  strength  of  the  gale  first,"  re- 
turned the  man  who  was  called  Mr.  Gray,  moving 
from  the  side  of  Griffith  to  the  weather  gang-way 
of  the  vessel,  where  he  stood  in  silence,  looking 
ahead  of  the  ship  with  an  air  of  singular  coolness 
and  abstraction. 

All  the  lanterns  had  been  extinguished  on  the 
deck  of  the  frigate,  when  her  anchor  was  secured, 
and  as  the  first  mist  of  the  gale  had  passed  over,  it 
was  succeeded  by  a  faint  light  that  was  a  good  deal 
aided  by  the  glittering  foam  of  the  waters,  which 
now  broke  in  white  curls  around  the  vessel  in 
every  direction.  The  land  could  be  faintly  dt»> 
cemed,  rising  like  a  heavy  bank  of  black  fog  above 
the  margin  of  the  waters,  and  was  only  distin- 
guishable from  the  heavens  by  its  deeper  gloom 
and  obscurity.  The  last  rope  was  coiled  and  de- 
posited in  its  proper  place  by  the  seamen,  and  for 
several  minutes  the  stillness  of  death  pervaded  tlw 
crowded  decks.  It  was  evident  to  every  one  that 
their  ship  was  dashing  at  a  prodigious  rate  through 
the  waves;  and,  as  she  was  approaching,  vrith 
such  velocity,  the  quarter  of  the  bay  where  the 
shoals  and  dangers  were  known  to  be  situated,  no- 
thing but  the  habits  of  the  most  exact  discipline 
could  suppress  the  uneasiness  of  the  officers  and 
men  within  their  own  bosoms.  At  length  the  voice 
of  Captain  Munson  was  heard  calling  to  the  pilot 
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«*  Shall  I  Knd  a  hand  into  the  chaini,  Mr.  Gray," 
he  said,  **  and  try  our  water  1"  . . . 

"  Tack  your  ship,  sir,  tack  your  ship ;  I  would 
■ee  how  she  works  before  we  reach  the  point 
where  she  mu»t  behave  well,  or  we  perish." 

Griffith  gazed  after  him  in  wonder,  while  th^ 
pilot  slowly  paced  the  quarter-deck,  and  then,  rous- 
ing from  his  trance,  gave  forth  the  cheering  order 
that  called  each  man  to  his  station  to  perform  the 
desired  evolution.  The  confident  assurances  which 
the  young  officer  had  given  to  the  pilot  respecting 
the  qualities  of  his  vessel,  and  his  own  ability  to 
manage  her,  were  fully  realized  by  the  result  The 
helm  was  no  sooner  put  a-lee,  than  the  huge  ship 
bore  up  gallantly  against  the  wind,  and,  dashing 
directly  through  the  waves,  threw  the  foam  high 
into  the  air  as  she  looked  boldly  into  the  very  eye 
dfcttia  wind,  and  then,  yielding  gracefully  to  its 
power^  she  fell  ofi*  on  the  other  tack  with  her  head 
pointed  from  those  dangerous  shoals  that  she  had 
so  recently  approached  with  such  terrifying  velo- 
city. The  heavy  yards  swung  round  as  if  they 
had  been  vanes  to  indicate  the  currents  of  the  air, 
and  in  a  few  moments  the  frigate  again  moved 
with  stately  progress  through  the  water,  leaving 
the  rocks  and  shoals  behind  her  on  one  side  of  the 
bay,  but  advancing  toward  those  that  offered  equal 
danger  on  the  other. 

During  this  time,  the  sea  was  becoming  more 
agitated,  and  the  violence  of  the  wind  was  gradu- 
aUy  increaang.  The  latter  no  longer  whistled  amid 
the  cordage  of  the  vessel,  but  it  seemed  to  howl 
surlily  as  it  passed  the  complicated  machinery  that 
the  frigate  obtruded  on  its  path.  An  endless  suc- 
cession of  white  surges  rose  above  the  heavy  bil- 
lows, and  the  very  air  was  glittering  with  the  light 
that  was  disengaged  from  the  ocean.  The  ship 
yielded  each  moment  more  and  more  before  the 
storm,  and,  in  less  than  half  an  hour  from  the  time 
that  she  had  lifted  her  anchor,  she  was  driven 
along  with  tremendous  fury  by  the  full  power  of  a 
gale  of  wind.  Still,  the  hardy  and  experienced 
mariners  who  directed  her  movements,  held  her  to 
the  course  that  was  necessary  to  their  preservation, 
and  still  Griffith  gave  forth,  when  directeil  by  their 
unknown  pilot,  those  orders  that  turned  her  in  the 
narrow  channel  where  safety  was  alone  to  be 
(bond. 

So  &r  the  performance  of  Jiis  duty  appeared 
easy  to  the  stranger,  and  he  gave  the  required 
directions  in  those  still,  calm  tones  that  formed  so 
remarkable  a  contrast  to  the  responsibility  of  his 
situation.  But  when  the  land  was  becoming  dim, 
in  distance  as  well  as  darkness,  and  the  agitated 
sea  was  only  to  be  discovered  as  it  swept  by  them 
in  foam,  he  broke  in  upon  the  monotonous  roaring 
of  the  tempest  with  the  sounds  of  his  voice,  seem- 
ing to  shake  off  his  apathy  and  rouse  himself  to 
the  occasion. 

*<Now  is  the  time  to  watch  her  closely,  Mr. 
Griffith,"  he  cried;  *<here  we  get  the  true  tide 
and  the  real  danger.  Place  the  best  quarter-mas- 
ter of  your  ship  in  those  chains,  and  let  an  officer 
stand  by  him  and  see  that  he  gives  us  the  right 
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<*  I  will  take  that  office  on  myself,"  said  the  cap- 
tain ;  "  pass  a  light  into  the  weather  main-chains." 

"Staind  by  your  braces!"  exclaimed  the  pilot 
with  startling  quickness.   *<  Heave  away  that  lead ! " 

These  preparations  taught  the  crew  to  expect 
the  crisis,  and  every  officer  and  man  stood  in  fear- 
ful silence  at  his  assigned  station  awaiting  the 
issue  of  the  trial.  Even  the  quarter-master  at  the 
cun  gave  out  his  orders  to  the  men  at  the  wheel 
in  deeper  and  hoarser  tones  than  usual,  as  if  anx- 
ious not  to  disturb  the  quiet  and  order  of  the  vessel. 

While  this  deep  expectation  pervaded  the  fri- 
gate, the  piercing  cry  of  the  leadsman,  as  he  called, 
*«By  the  mark  seven!"  rose  above  the  tempest, 
crossed  over  the  decks,  and  appeared  to  pass  away 
to  leeward,  borne  on  the  blast  like  the  warnings  of 
some  water-spirit. 

« 'Tis  well,"  returned  the  pilot,  calmly ;  "  try  it 
again." 

The  short  pause  was  succeeded  by  another  cry, 
"  and  a  half-five !" 

**  She  shoals !  she  shoals !"  exclaimed  Griffith ; 
"  keep  her  a  good  full." 

"  Ay !  you  must  hold  the  vessel  in  command, 
now,"  said  the  pilot,  with  those  cool  tones  that  are 
most  appalling  in  critical  moments,  because  they 
seem  to  denote  most  preparation  and  care. 

The  third  call  of  ♦♦  By  the  deep  four !"  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  prompt  direction  from  the  stranger  to 
tack. 

Griffith  seemed  to  emulate  the  coolness  of  the 
pilot,  in  issuing  the  necessary  orders  to  execute 
this  mancBUvrc. 

The  vessel  rose  slowly  from  the  inclined  posi- 
tion into  which  she  had  been  forced  by  the  tempest, 
and  the  sails  were  leaking  violently,  as  if  to  re- 
lease themselves  from  their  confinement  while  the 
ship  stemmed  the  billows,  when  the  well-known 
voice  of  the  sailing-master  was  heard  shouting 
from  the  forecastle — ** Breakers!  breakers,  dead 
ahead !" 

This  appalling  sound  seemed  yet  to  be  lingering 
about  the  ship,  when  a  second  voice  cried — *<  Break- 
ers on  our  lee-bow !" 

«  We  are  in  a  bight  of  the  shoals,  Mr.  Gray," 
said  the  commander.  **  She  loses  her  way  ;  per- 
haps an  anchor  might  hold  her." 

"  Clear  away  that  best-bower !"  shouted  Griffith 
through  his  trumpet 

"  Hold  on !"  cried  the  pilot  in  a  voice  that 
reached  the  very  hearts  of  ail  who  heard  him; 
"  hold  on  every  thing." 

The  young  man  turned  fiercely  to  the  daring 
stranger  who  thus  defied  the  discipline  of  his  ves- 
sel, and  at  once  demanded — «  Who  is  it  that  dares 
to  countermand  my  orders? — is  it  not  enough  that 
you  run  the  ship  into  danger,  but  you  must  inter- 
fere to  keep  her  there  1     If  another  word — " 

"  Peace,  Mr.  Griffith,"  interrupted  the  captain, 
bending  from  the  rigging,  his  gray  locks  blowing 
about  in  the  wind,  and  adding  a  look  of  wildncss 
to  the  haggard  care  that  he  exhibited  by  the  light 
of  his  lantern ;  "  yield  the  trumpet  to  Mr.  Gray ; 
he  alone  can  save  us." 

Griffith  threw  his  speaking  trumpet  on  the  deck, 
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and,  as  he  walked  proudly  away,  muttered  in  bit- 
temem  of  feeling — «  Then  all  is  lost,  indeed,  and, 
among  the  rest,  the  foolish  hopes  with  which  I 
visited  this  coast." 

There  was,  however,  no  time  for  reply;  the 
ship  had  been  rapidly  running  into  the  wind,  and, 
as  the  efforts  of  the  crew  were  paralyzed  by  the 
contradictory  orders  they  had  heard,  she  gradually 
lost  her  way,  and  in  a  few  seconds  all  her  sails 
were  taken  aback. 

Before  the  crew  understood  theur  situation  the 
pilot  had  applied  the  trumpet  to  his  mouth,  and, 
in  a  voice  that  rose  above  the  tempest,  he  thun- 
dered forth  his  orders.  Each  command  was  given 
distinctly,  and  with  a  precision  that  showed  him 
to  be  master  of  his  profession.  The  helm  was 
kept  fast,  the  head  yards  swung  up  heavily  against 
the  wind,  and  the  vessel  was  soon  whirling  round 
on  her  heel  with  a  retrograde  movement. 

Griffith  was  too  much  of  a  seaman  not  to  per- 
ceive that  the  pilot  had  seized,  with  a  perception 
almost  intuitive,  the  only  method  that  promised  to 
extricate  the  vessel  from  her  situation.  He  was 
young,  impetuous,  and  proud;  but  he  was  also 
generous.  Forgetting  his  resentment  and  his  mor- 
tification, he  rushed  forward  among  the  men,  and, 
by  his  presence  and  example,  added  certainty  to 
the  experiment  The  ship  fell  off  slowly  before 
the  gale,  and  bowed  her  yards  nearly  to  the  water, 
as  she  felt  the  blast  pouring  its  fury  on  her  broad- 
side, while  the  surly  waves  beat  violently  against 
her  stem,  as  if  in  reproach  at  departing  from  her 
Uiual  manner  of  moving. 

The  voice  of  the  pilot,  however,  was  still  heard, 
steady  and  calm,  and  yet  so  clear  and  high  as  to 
reach  every  ear ;  and  the  obedient  seamen  whirled 
the  yards  at  his  bidding  in  despite  of  the  tempest, 
as  if  they  handled  the  toys  of  their  childhood. 
When  the  ship  had  fallen  off  dead  before  the  wind, 
her  head  sails  were  shaken,  her  after-yards  trimmed, 
and  her  helm  shifted  before  she  had  time  to  run 
upon  the  danger  that  had  threatened,  as  well  to 
leeward  as  to  windward.  The  beautiful  fabric, 
obedient  to  her  government,  threw  her  bows  up 
gracefully  toward  the  wind  again,  and,  as  her  sails 
were  trimmed,  moved  out  from  amongst  the  dan- 
gerous shoals  in  which  she  had  been  embayed,  as 
steadily  and  swiftly  as  she  had  approached  them. 

A  moment  of  breathless  astonishment  succeeded 
the  acxjoraplishment  of  this  nice  manoBUvre,  but 
there  was  no  time  for  the  usual  expressions  of  sur- 
prise. I'he  stranger  still  held  the  trumpet,  and 
continued  to  lift  his  voice  amid  the  bowlings  of 
the  blast,  whenever  prudence  or  skill  directed  any 
change  in  the  management  of  the  ship.  For  an 
hour  longer,  there  was  a  fearful  struggle  for  their 
preservation,  the  channel  becoming  at  each  step 
more  complicated,  and  liie  shoals  thickening  around 
the  mariners  on  every  side.  The  lead  was  cast 
rapidly,  and  the  quick  eye  of  the  pilot  seemed  to 
pierce  the  darkness  with  a  keenness  of  vision  that 
exceeded  human  power.  It  was  apparent  to  all 
in  the  vessel,  that  they  were  under  tlie  guidance 
of  one  who  understood  the  navigation  thoroughly, 
and  their  exertions  kept  pace  with  their  reviving 


confidence.^  Again  and  again  the  firigate  appenvd 
to  be  rushing  blindly  on  shoals,  where  the  sea  was 
covered  with  foam,  and  where  destruction  wooU 
have  been  as  sudden  as  it  was  certain,  when  the 
clear  voice  of  the  stranger  was  heard  warning  them 
^f  ^e  danger,  and  inciting  them  to  their  doty. 
The  vessel  was  implicitly  yielded  to  his  govern- 
ment, and  during  those  anxious  moments,  wfaeo 
she  was  dashing  the  waters  aside,  throwing  the 
spray  over  her  enofmous  yards,  each  car  would 
listen  eagerly  for  those  sounds  that  had  obtained 
a  command  over  the  crew,  that  can  only  be  ac- 
quired, under  such  circumstances,  by  great  steadi- 
ness and  consummate  skill.  The  ship  was  reco- 
vering firom  the  inaction  of  changing  her  coarse 
in  one  of  those  critical  tacks  that  she  had  made  so 
often,  when  the  pilot  for  the  first  time  addressed 
the  commander  of  the  frigate,  who  still  conthiiied 
to  superintend  the  all-important  duty  of  the  leads- 
man. 

"  Now  is  the  pinch,"  he  said ;  <<  and  if  the  ship 
behaves  well,  we  are  safe— but  if  otherwise,  all  we 
have  yet  done  will  be  useless." 

The  veteran  seaman  whom  he  addressed  left  the 
chains  at  this  portentous  notice,  and,  calling  to 
his  first  lieutenant,  required  of  the  stranger  an  ex- 
planation of  his  warning. 

"  See  you  yon  light  on  the  southern  headland  ?*' 
returned  the  pilot :  **  you  may  know  it  from  the 
star  near  it  by  its  sinking,  at  times,  in  the  ocean. 
Now  observe  the  hummock,  a  little  north  of  it, 
looking  like  a  shadow  in  the  horizon — 'tis  a  hill 
far  inland.  If  we  keep  that  light  open  from  the 
hill,  we  shall  do  well — but  if  not,  we  surely  go  to 
pieces." 

"  Let  us  tack  ag^in !"  exclaimed  the  tieutenant 

The  pilot  shook  his  head,  as  he  replied — **  There 
is  no  more  tacking  or  box-hauling  to  be  done  to- 
night. We  have  barely  room  to  pass  out  of  the 
shoals  on  this  course,  and  if  we  can  weather  the 
<  Devil's  Grip,'  we  clear  their  outermost  point — 
but  if  not,  as  I  said  before,  there  is  but  an  alter- 
native." 

"  If  we  had  beaten  out  the  'way  wc  entered," 
exclaimed  Griffith,  "  we  should  have  done  well." 

«  Say,  also,  if  the  tide  would  have  let  us  do  so," 
returned  the  pilot  calmly.  "Gentlemen,  we  must 
be  prompt;  we  have  but  a  mile  to  go,  and  the 
ship  appears  to  fiy.  That  topsail  is  not  enough 
to  keep  her  up  to  the  wind ;  we  want  both  jib  and 
mainsail." 

« 'Tis  a  perilous  thing  to  loosen  canvas  in  such 
a  tempest!"  observed  the  doubtful  captain. 

« It  must  be  done,"  returned  the  collected  stran- 
ger ;  »» we  perish  without — see !  the  light  already 
touches  the  edge  of  the  hummock;  the  sea  casts  us 
to  leeward !" 

« It  shall  be  done !"  cried  Griffith,  seizing  the 
trumpet  from  the  hand  of  the  pilot 

The  orders  of  the  Ueutenant  were  executed  al- 
most as  soon  as  issued,  and,  every  thing  being 
ready,  the  enormous  folds  of  the  mainsail  were 
trusted  loose  to  the  blast  There  was  an  instant 
when  the  result  was  doubtful;  the  trcroendoos 
threshing  of  the  heavy  sails  seeming  to  bid  defiance 
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to\U  restraint,  shaking  the  ship  to  her  centre  {  but 
art  and  strength  prevailed,  and  gradually  the  can- 
vas' was  distended,  and,  bellying  as  it  filled,  was 
drawn  down  to  its  usual  place  by  the  power  of  a 
hundred  men.  The  vessel  yielded  to  this  immense 
addition  of  force,  and  bowed  before  it  like  ^  re^ 
bending  to  a  breeze.  But  the  success  of  the  mea- 
sure was  announced  by  a  joyful  cry  from  the  stran- 
ger that  seemed  to  burst  from  his  inmost  soul. 

**  She  feels  it !  she  spring  her  luff!  observe," 
he  said,  **  the  light  opens  from  the  hummock  al- 
ready ;  if  she  will  only  bear  her  canva%  we  shall 
go  dear!** 

A  report  like  that  of  a  cannon  interrupted  his 
exclamation,  and  something  resembling  a  white 
cloud  was  seen  drifUng  before  the  wind  from  the 
head  of  the  ship,  till  it  was  driven  into  the  gloom 
hr  to  leeward. 

**  *T\a  the  jib  blown  from  the  bolt>ropes,"  said 
the  commaiider  of  the  frigate.  "  This  is  no  time 
to  spread  light  duck — but  the  mainsail  may  stand 
it  yet." 

**  The  sail  would  laugh  at  a  tornado,*'  returned 
the  lieutenant ;  **  but  that  mast  springs  like  a  piece 
of  steel." 

"  Silence  all !"  cried  the  pilot.  **  Now,  gentle- 
men, we  shall  soon  know  our  fate.  Let  her  lufl* — 
luflf  you  can !" 

Iliis  warning  effectually '  closed  all  discourse, 
and  the  hardy  mariners,  knowing  that  they  had 
already  done  all  in  the  power  of  man  to  insure 
their  safety,  stood  in  breathless  anxiety  aviraiting 
the  result.  At  a  short  distance  ahead  of  them,  the 
whole  ocean  was  white  with  foam,  and  the  waves, 
instead  of  rolling  on  in  regular  succession,  appeared 
to  be  tossing  about  in  mad  gambols.  A  single 
streak  of  dark  billows,  not  half  a  cable's  length  in 
width,  could  be  discerned  running  into  this  chaos 
of  water ;  but  it  was  soon  lost  to  the  eye  amid  the 
confusion  of  the  disturbed  element  Along  this 
narrow  path  the  vessel,  moved  more  heavily  than 
before,  being  brought  so  near  the  wind  as  to  keep 
her  sails  touching.  The  pilot  silently  proceeded 
to  the  wheel,  and  with  his  own  hands  he  under- 
took the  steerage  of  the  ship.  No  noise  proceeded 
from  the  frigate  to  interrupt  the  horrid  tumult  of 
the  ocean,  and  she  entered  the  channel  among  the 
breakers  with  the  silence  of  a  desperate  calmness. 
Twenty  times,  as  the  foam  rolled  away  to  leeward, 
the  arew  were  on  the  eve  of  uttering  their  joy,  as 
they  supposed  the  vessel  past  the  danger;  but 
breaker  ailer  breaker  would  still  rise  before  them, 
following  each  other  into  the  general  mass  to 
check  their  exultation.  Occasionally  the  flutter- 
ing of  the  sails  would  be  heard ;  and  when  the 
looks  of  the  startled  seamen  were  turned  to  the 
wheel,  they  beheld  the  stranger  grasping  its  spokes, 
with  his  quick  eye  glancing  from  the  water  to  the 
canvas.  At  length  the  ship  reached  a  point  where 
she  appeared  to  be  rushing  directly  into  the  j^ws 
of  destruction,  when  suddenly  her  course  was 
changed,  and  her  head  receded  rapidly  from  the 
wind.  At  the  same  instant  the  voice  of  the  pilot 
was  heard  shouting — *<  Square  away  the  yards ! — 
in  mainsail !"  • 


A  general  burst  from  the  crew  echoed,  «  Square 
away  the  yards  !'*  and  quick  as  thought  the  frigate 
was  seen  gliding  along  the  channel  before  the 
wind.  The  eye  had  hardly  time  to  dwell  on  the 
foam,  which  seemed  like  clouds  driving  in  the 
heavens,  and  directly  the  gallant  vessel  issued  from 
her  perils,  and  rose  and  fell  on  the  heavy  waves 
of  the  open  sea. 


THE  REGATTA  AT  VENICE. 
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ViFici,  fit>m  her  peculiar  formation  and  the 
vast  number  of  her  watermen,  had  long  been  cele- 
brated for  this  species  of  amusement  Families 
were  known  and  celebrated  in  her  traditions  for 
dexterous  skill  with  the  oar,  as  they  were  known 
in  Rome  for  feats  of  a  far  less  useful  and  of  a  more 
barbarous  nature.  It  was  usual  to  select  from 
these  races  of  watermen  the  most  vigorous  and 
skilful ;  and,  after  invoking  the  aid  of  patron-saints, 
and  arousing  their  pride  and  recollections  by  songs 
that  recounted  the  feats  of  their  ancestors,  to  start 
them  for  the  goal  with  every  incitement  that  pride 
and  the  love  of  victory  could  awaken. 

Most  of  these  ancient  usages  were  still  observed. 
As  soon  as  the  Bucentaur  was  in  its  station,  some 
thirty  or  forty  gondoliers  were  brought  forth,  clad 
in  their  gayest  habiliments  and  surrounded  and 
supported  by  crowds  of  anxious  friends  and  rela- 
tives. The  intended  competitors  were  expected 
to  sustain  the  long-established  reputations  of  their 
several  names,  and  they  were  admonished  of  the 
disgrace  of  defeat  They  were  cheered  by  the 
men,  and  stimulated  by  the  smiles  and  teara  of  the 
other  sex.  The  rewards  were  recalled  to  their 
minds;  they  were  fortified  by  prayera  to  the  saints; 
and  then  Uicy  were  dismissed  aoud  the  cries  and 
tiie  wishes  of  the  multitude  to  seek  their  allotted 
places  beneath  the  stern  of  the  galley  of  state. 

The  city  of  Venice  is  divided  into  two  nearly 
equal  parts  by  a  channel  much  broader  than  that 
of  the  ordinary  passages  of  the  town.  This  divid- 
ing artery,  from  its  superior  size  and  depth,  and  its 
greater  importance,  is  called  the  grand  canal.  Its 
course  is  not  unlike  that  of  an  undulating  line, 
which  greatly  increases  its  length.  As  it  is  much 
used  by  the  larger  boats  of  the  bay — being  in  fact 
a  sort  of  secondary  port — and  its  width  is  so  con- 
siderable, it  has  throughout  the  whole  distance  but 
one  bridge — the  celebrated  Rialto.  The  regatta 
was  to  be  held  on  this  canal,  which  ofifered  the  re- 
quisites of  length  and  space,  and  which,  as  it  was 
lined  with  most  of  the  palaces  of  the  principal 
senatora,  afforded  aM  the  faciUties  necessary  for 
viewing  the  struggle. 

In  passing  from  one  end  of  this  long  course  to 
the  other,  the  men  destined  for  the  race  were  not 
permitted  to  make  any  exertion.  Their  eyes 
roamed  over  the  gorgeous  hangings,  which,  as  is 
still  wont  throughout  Italy  on  all  days  of  festa, 
floated  from  every  window,  and  on  groups  of  fe- 
males in  rich  attire,  brilliant  with  the  peculiar 
charms  of  the  famed  Venetian  beauty  that  clustered 
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in  the  balconies.  Those  who  were  domestics  rose 
and  answered  to  the  encouraging  signals  thrown 
from  above,  as  they  passed  the  palaces  of  their 
masters;  while  those  who  were  watermen  of  the 
public  endeavoured  to  gather  hope  among  the 
sympathizing  faces  of  the  multitude. 

At  length  every  formality  had  been  duly  ob- 
served, and  the  competitors  assumed  their  places. 
The  gondolas  were  much  larger  than  those  com- 
monly used,  and  each  was  manned  by  three  wa- 
termen in  the  centre,  directed  by  a  fourth,  who, 
standing  on  the  little  deck  in  the  stem,  steered 
while  he  aided  to  impel  the  boat  There  were 
light,  low  stafis  in  the  bows,  with  flags  that  bore 
the  distinguishing  colours  of  several  noble  &railies 
of  the  republic,  or  which  had  such  other  simple 
devices  as  had  been  suggested  by  the  fancies  of 
those  to  whom  they  belonged.  A  few  flourishes 
of  the  oars,  resembling  the  preparatory  movements 
which  the  master  of  fence  makes  ere  he  begins  to 
push  and  parry,  were  given;  a  whirling  of  the 
boats,  like  the  prancing  of  curbed  racers,  succeeded ; 
and  then  at  the  report  of  a  gun,  the  whole  darted 
away  as  if  the  gondolas  were  impelled  by  volition. 
The  start  was  followed  by  a  shout  which  passed 
swiftly  along  the  canal,  and  an  eager  agitation  of 
heads  that  went  from  balcony  to  balcony,  till  the 
sympathetic  movement  was  communicated  to  the 
grave  load  under  which  the  Bucentaur  laboured. 

For  a  few  minutes  the  diflerence  in  force  and 
skill  was  not  very  obvious.  Each  gondola  glided 
along  the  element,  apparently  with  that  ease  with 
which  a  light-winged  swallow  skims  the  lake,  and 
with  no  visible  advantage  to  any  one  of  the  ten. 
Then,  as  more  art  in  him  who  steered,  or  greater 
powers  of  endurance  in  those  who  rowed,  or  some 
of  the  latent  properties  of  the  boat  itself  came  into 
senrice,  the  cluster  of  little  barks  which  had  come 
off  like  a  closely-united  flock  of  birds  taking  flight 
together  in  alarm,  be.gan  to  open  till  they  formed  a 
long  and  vacillating  line  in  the  centre  of  the  pas- 
sage. The  whole  train  shot  beneath  the  bridge, 
so  near  each  other  as  to  render  it  still  doubtful 
which  was  to  conquer,  and  the  exciting  strife  came 
more  in  view  of  the  principal  personages  of  the 
city. 

But  here  those  radical  qualities,  which  insure 
success  in  eflbrts  of  this  nature,  manifested  them- 
selves. The  weaker  began  to  yield,  the  train  to 
lengthen,  and  hopes  and  fears  to  mcrease,  until 
those  in  the  front  presented  the  exhilarating  spec- 
tacle of  success,  while  those  behind  offered  the 
still  more  noble  sight  of  men  struggling  without 
hope.  Gradually  the  distances  between  the  boats 
increased,  while  that  between  them  and  the  goal 
grew  rapidly  less,  until  three  of  those  in  advance 
came  in,  like  glancing  arroiprs,  beneath  the  stem 
of  the  Bucentaur,  with  scarce  a  length  between 
them.  The  prize  was  won,  the  conquerors  were 
rewarded,  and  the  artillery  gave  forth  the  usual 
signals  of  rejoicing.  Music  answered  to  the  roar 
of  cannon  and  the  peals  of  bells,  while  sympathy 
with  success,  that  predominant  and  so  often  dan- 
gerous principle  of  our  nature,  drew  shouts  even 
fix>m  the  disappointed. 


The  clamour  ceased,  and  a  herald  proclaimed 
aloud  the  commencement  of  a  new  and  a  diflferent 
stmggle.  The  last,  and  what  might  be  termed  the 
national  race,  had  been  limited,  by  an  ancient 
usage,  to  the  known  and  recognised  gondoliers  of 
Venice.  The  prize  had  been  awarded  by  the  state, 
and  the  whole  affair  had  somewhat  of  an  official 
and  political  character.  It  was  now  announced, 
however,  that  a  race  was  to  be  run  in  which  the 
reward  was  open  to  all  competitors,  without  qu»- 
tioning  as  to  their  orig^,  or  as  to  their  ordinary 
occupations.  An  oar  of  gold,  to  which  was  at- 
tached a  chain  of  the  same  precious  metal,  was 
exhibited  as  the  boone  of  the  doge  to  him  who 
showed  most  dexterity  and  strength  in  this  new 
struggle ;  while  a  similar  ornament  of  silver  was 
to  be  the  portion  of  him  who  showed  the  second- 
best  dexterity  and  bottom.  A  mimic  boat  of  less 
precious  metal  was  the  third  prize.  The  gondolas 
were  to  be  the  usual  light  vehicles  of  the  canals, 
and  as  the  object  was  to  display  the  peculiar  skill 
of  that  city  of  islands,  but  one  oarsman  was  allowed 
to  each,  on  whom  would  necessarily  full  the  whole 
duty  of  guiding  while  he  impelled  his  little  bark. 
Any  of  those  who  had  been  engaged  in  the  pre- 
vious trial  were  admitted  to  this ;  and  all  desirous 
of  taking  part  in  the  new  stmggle  were  commanded 
to  come  beneath  the  stern  of  die  Bucentaur,  within 
a  prescribed  number  of  minutes,  that  note  might 
be  had  of  their  wishes.  As  notice  of  this  arrange- 
ment had  been  previously  given,  the  interval  be- 
tween the  two  races  was  not  long. 

The  flrst  who  came  out  of  the  crowd  of  boats 
which  environed  the  vacant  place  that  had  been 
left  for  the  competitors,  was  a  gondolier  of  the 
public  landing,  well  known  for  his  skill  with  the 
oar,  and  his  song  on  the  canal. 

**  How  art  thou  called,  and  in  whose  name  dost 
thou  put  thy  chance?''  demanded  the  herald  of 
this  aquatic  course. 

**  All  know  me  for  Bartolomeo,  one  who  lives 
between  the  Piazzetta  and  the  Lido,  and,  like  a 
loyal  Venetian,  I  trust  in  San  Tcotloro." 

*<  Thou  art  well  protected ;  take  thy  place  and 
await  thy  fortime." 

The  conscious  waterman  swept  the  water  with 
a  back  stroke  of  his  blade,  and  the  light  gondobt 
whirled  away  into  the  centre  of  the  vacant  spot 
like  a  swan  giving  a  sudden  glance  aside. 

**  And  who  art  thou  ?"  demanded  the  oflicial  of 
the  next  that  came. 

*<  Enrico,  a  gondolier  of  Fusina.  I  come  to  try 
my  oar  with  the  braggarts  of  the  canals.*' 

"  In  whom  is  thy  trust  1" 

"  Sant'  Antonio  di  Padua." 

«  Thou  wilt  need  his  aid,  though  we  commend 
thy  spirit  Enter  and  take  place." — ^  And  who 
art  thou?"  he  continued,  to  another,  when  the 
se|Cond  had  imitated  the  easy  skill  of  the  first 

<*  I  am  called  Gino  o(  Calabria,  a  gondolier  in 
private  service." 

<<  What  noble  retaineth  thee  ?'* 

**  The  illustrious  and  most  excellent  Don  Ca- 
millo  Monforte,  Duca  and  Lord  of  Sant'  Agata  in 
Napoli,  and  of  right  a  senator  in  Venice.' 
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#  Thou  ahouldst  have  come  of  Padua,  friend, 
by  thy  knowledge  of  the  laws !  Doet  thou  trust 
in  him  thou  serreat  for  the  victory  1" 

There  was  a  movement  among  the  senators  at 
the  answer  of  Gino ;  and  the  half-terrified  varlet 
thought  he  perceived  frowns  gathering  on  more 
than  one  brow.  He  looked  around  in  quest  of 
him  whose  greatness  he  had  vaunted,  as  if  he 
sought  succour. 

*«  Wilt  thou  name  thy  support  in  this  great  trial 
of  force  ?"  resumed  the  herald. 

«  My  master,*'  uttered  the  terrified  Gino,  «  St 
Januarius,  and  St.  Mark." 

<«Thou  art  well  defended.  Should  the  two 
latter  &il  thee,  thou  mayest  surely  count  on  the 
first!" 

**  Signor  Monforte  has  an  illustrious  name,  and 
he  is  welcome  to  our  Venetian  sports,"  observed 
the  doge,  slightly  bending  his  head  toward  the 
young  Calabrian  noble,  who  stood  at  no  great  dis- 
tance in  a  gondola  of  state,  regarding  the  scene 
with  a  deeply-interested  countenance.  This  cau- 
tious interruption  of  the  pleasantries  of  the  official 
was  acknowledged  by  a 'low  reverence,  and  the 
matter  proceeded. 

«<Take  thy  station,  Gino  of  Calabria,  and  a 
happy  fortune  be  thine,"  said  the  latt^;  then  turn- 
ing  to  another,  he  asked  in  surprise — **  Why  art 
thou  here  1" 

**  I  come  to  try  my  gondola's  swifhiess." 

«Thou  art  old  and  unequal  to  this  struggle; 
husband  thy  strength  for  daily  toil.  An  ill-advised 
ambition  hath  put  thee  on  this  useless  trial." 

The  new  aspirant  had  forced  a  common  fisher- 
man^s  gondola,  of  no  bad  shape  and  of  sufficient 
lightness,  but  which  bore  about  it  all  the  vulgar 
signs  of  its  daily  uses,  beneath  the  gallery  of  the 
Bucentaur.  He  received  the  rebuke  meeldy,  and 
was  about  to  turn  his  boat  aside,  though  with  a 
sorrowing  and  mortified  eye,  when  a  sign  from  the 
doge  arrested  his  arm. 

*<  Question  him,  as  of  wont,"  said  the  prince. 

**  How  art  thou  named  !"  continued  the  reluc- 
tant official,  who,  like  all  of  subordinate  condi- 
tion, had  far  more  jealousy  of  the  dignity  of  the 
sports  he  directed  than  his  superior. 

**  I  am  known  as  Antonio,  a  fisherman  of  the 
Lagunes." 

«  Thou  art  old !" 

«Signore,  none  know  it  better  than  I.  It  is 
rixty  summers  since  I  first  threw  net  or  line  into 
the  water." 

*<  Nor  art  thou  clad  as  befitteth  one  who  cometh 
before  the  state  of  Venice  in  a  regatta." 

**  I  am  here  in  the  best  that  I  have.  Let  them 
who  would  do  the  nobles  greater  honour  come  in 
better." 

"  Thy  limbs  are  uncovered — thy  bosom  bare — 
thy  sinews  feeble— go  to ;  thou  art  ill  advised  to 
interrupt  the  pleasures  of  the  nobles  by  this  lev^^y." 
Again  Antonio  would  have  shrunk  from  the  ten 
diousand  eyes  that  shone  upon  him,  when  the  calm 
voice  of  the  doge  once  more  came  to  his  aid. 

^  The  struggle  is  open  to  aU,"  said  the  sovereign ; 
**  still  I  would  advise  the  poor,  and  aged  man  to 


take  oooDsel ;  give  him  lilver^  for  want  uiges  him 
to  tbis  hopeless  trial." 

<*  Thou  hearest ;  alms  are  offered  thee ;  but  give 
place  to  those  who  are  stronger  and  more  seemly 
for  the  sport" 

<<  I  will  obey,  as  is  the  duty  of  one  bom  and  ac- 
customed to  poverty.  They  said  the  race  was 
open  to  all,  and  I  crave  the  pardon  of  the  nobles, 
since  I  meant  to  do  them  no  dishonour." 

**  Justice  in  the  palace,  and  justice  on  the  ca- 
nals," hastily  observed  the  prince.  «If  he  will 
continue,  it  is  right  It  is  the  pride  of  St  Mark 
that  his  balances  are  held  with  an  even  hand." 

A  murmur  of  applause  succeeded  the  specious 
sentiment,  for.  the  powerful  rarely  affect  the  noble 
attribute  of  justice,  however  limited  may  be  its  ex- 
ercise, without  their  words  finding  an  echo  in  the 
tongues  of  the  selfish. 

**  Thou  hearest — his  highness,  who  is  the  voice 
of  a  mighty  state,  says  thou  mayest  remain;— 
though  thou  art  still  advised  to  withdrew." 

*<  I  will  then  see  what  virtue  is  left  in  this  naked 
arm,"  returned  Antonio,  casting  a  moumfViI  glance, 
and  one  that  was  not  entirely  fr^e  from  the  latent 
vanity  of  man,  at  his  meagre  and  threadbare  attire. 
**  The  limb  hath  its  scars,  but  the  infidels  may  have 
spared  enough  for  the  little  I  ask." 

"  In  whom  is  thy  faith  1" 

*«  Blessed  St  Anthony,  of  the  Miraculous 
Draught" 

**Take  thy  place! — Ha!  here  cometh  one  un- 
willing to  be  known !  How  now !  who  appears 
with  so  false  a  face  1" 

**  Call  me,  Mask." 

**  So  neat  and  just  a  leg  and  arm  need  not  have 
hid  their  fellow  the  countenance.  Is  it  your  high- 
nesses pleasure  that  one  disguised  should  be  en- 
tered for  the  sports?" 

(( Doubt  it  not  A  mask  is  sacred  in  Venice. 
It  is  the  glory  of  our  excellent  and  wise  laws,  that 
he  who  sceketh  to  dwell  within  the  privacy  of  his 
own  thoughts,  and  to  keep  aloof  from  curiosity  by 
shadowing  his  features,  rangeth  our  streets  and 
canals,  as  if  he  dwelt  in  the  security  of  his  own 
abode.  Such  are  the  high  privileges  of  liberty,  and 
such  it  is  to  be  a  citizen  of  a  generous,  a  magnani- 
mous, and  a  free  state !" 

A  thousand  bowed  in  approbation  of  the  senti- 
ment, and  a  rumor  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth 
that  a  young  noble  was  about  to  try  his  strength 
in  the  regatta,  in  compliment  to  some  wayward 
beauty. 

*«  Such  is  justice !"  exclaimed  the  herald  in  a 
loud  voice,  admiration  apparently  overcoming  re- 
spect in  the  ardour  of  the  moment  **  Happy  is 
he  that  is  bom  in  Venice,  and  envied  are  the  peo- 
ple in  whose  councils  wisdom  and  mercy  preside, 
like  lovely  and  benipiant  sistere !  On  whom  dost 
thou  rely  1" 

*♦  Mine  own  arm." 

**  Ha !  This  is  impious !  None  so  presuming 
may  enter  into  these  privileged  sports." 

The  hurried  exclamation  of  the  herald  was  ac- 
companied by  a  general  stir,  such  «s  denotes  sud- 
den and  strong  emotion  in  a  multitude. 

SA 
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•  «  The  children  of  the  republic  are  protected  by 
an  even  hand,"  obeerved  the  venerable  prince. 
«It  formeth  our  just  pride,  and  blessed  St.  Mark 
forbid  that  anght  resembling  vain-glory  shoold  be 
uttered !  but  it  is  truly  our  boast  that  we  know  no 
difference  between  our  subjects  of  the  blands,  or 
those  of  the  Ddmatian  coast ;  between  Padua  or 
Candia ;  Corfu  or  St  Giorgio.  Still  it  is  not  per- 
mitted for  any  to  refuse  the  intervention  of  ^e 
saints.'' 

"  Name  thy  patron,  or  quit  the  place,"  continued 
the  observant  herald,  anew. 

The  stranger  paused,  as  if  he  looked  into  his 
mind,  and  then  he  answered — 

**  San  Giovanni  of  the  Wildemesa." 

«  Thou  namest  one  of  blessed  memory !"' 

« I  name  him  who  may  have  pity  on  me  in  this 
living  desert" 

«  The  temper  of  thy  soul  is  best  known  to  thy- 
self, but  this  reverend  rank  of  patricians,  yonder 
brilliant  show  of  beauty,  and  that  goodly  multi- 
tude may  claim  another  name. — Take  thy  place." 

While  the  herald  proceeded  to  take  the  names 
of  three  or  four  more  applicants,  all  gondoliers  in 
private  service,  a  murmiur  ran  through  the  specta- 
tors, which  proved  how  much  their  interest  and 
curiosity  had  been  awakened  by  the  replies  and 
appearance  of  the  two  last  competitors.  In  the 
mean  time,  the  young  nobles  who  entertained 
those  who  came  last,  began  to  move  among  the 
throng  of  boats  with  the  intention  of  making  such 
manifestations  of  their  gallant  desires  and  personal 
devotion  as  suited  the  customs  and. opinions  of  the 
age.  The  list  was  now  proclaimed  tS  be  full,  and 
the  gondolas  were  towed  off)  as  before,  tovrard  the 
^starting  point  leaving  the  place  beneath  the  ittem 
of  the  Bucentaur  vacant  Thescene  that  followed 
consequently  passed  directly  before  the  eyes  'of 
those  grave  men,  who  charged  themselves  with 
most  of  the  private  interests,  as  well  as  with  the 
public  concerns  of  Venice 

It  has  been  seen  that  the  gondolas  which  were 
to  contend  in  the  race,  had  been  towed  toward  the 
place  of  starting,  in  order  that  the  men  might  enter 
on  the  struggle  with  undiminished  vigour.  In  this 
precaution,  even  the  humble  and  half-clad  fisher- 
man had  not  been  neglected,  but  his  boat,  like  the 
others,  was  attached  to  the  larger  barges  to  which 
thb  duty  had  been  assigned.  Still,  as  he  passed 
along  the  canal,  before  the  crowded  balconies  and 
groaning  vessels  which  lined  its  sides,  there  arose 
that  scornful  and  deriding  laugh,  which  seems  ever 
to  grow  more  strong  and  bold  as  misfortune  weighs 
most  heavily  on  its  subject 

The  old  man  was  not  unconscious  of  the  remarks 
of  which  he  was  the  subject ;  and,  as  it  is  rare  in- 
deed that  our  sensibilities  do  not  survive  our  better 
fortunes,  even  he  was  so  fariffteiscious  of  a  fall  as 
not  to  be  callous  to  contempt  thus  openly  expceraed. 
He  looked  wistfully  on  every  side  of  him,  and 
seemed  to  search  in  every  eye  he  encountered 
some  portion  of  the  sympathy  which  his  meek  and 
humble  feelings  still  craved.  Buf  even  the  men 
of  his  caste  and  profession  threw  jibes  upon  his 
ear;  and,  though  of  all  the  competitors  perhaps 


the  one  whose  motive  most  hallowed  his  amliiti(ni, 
he  was  held  to  be  the  only  proper  subject  of  mirth. 
For  the  solution  of  this  revolting  trait  of  human 
character,  we  are  not  to  look  to  Venice  and  her 
institutions,  since  it  is  known  that  none  are  so 
arrogant  on  occasions  as  the  ridden,  and  that  the 
abject  and  insolent  spirits  are  usually  tenants  of 
the  same  bosom. 

The  movement  of  the  boats  brought  those  of 
the  masked  waterman  and  the  subject  of  these 
taunts  side  by  side. 

«  Thou  art  not  the  favourite  in  this  strife,"  ob- 
served the  former,  when  a  fresh  burst  of  jibes  were 
showered  on  the  head  of  his  unresisting  associate. 
« Thou  hast  not  been  sufiidently  heedful  of  thy 
attire ;  for  this  is  a  Xoym  of  luxury,  and  he  who 
would  meet  applause  rnust  appear  on  the  canals 
in  the  guise  of  one  less  borne  upon  by  fortune." 

**l  know  them!  I  know  them!"  returned  the 
fisherman ;  **  they  are  led  away  by  their  pride,  and 
they  think  ill  of  one  who  cannot  share  in  their 
vanities.  But,  friend  unknown,  I  have  brought 
with,me  a  face  which,  old  though  it  be,  and  wrin- 
kled, and  worn  by  the  weather  hke  the  stones  of 
the  sea-shore,  is  uncovered  to  the  eye  and  without 
shame."        ^ 

"There  may  be  reasons  which  thou  knowest 
not  why  I  wear  a  mask.  But  if  my  fi»re  be  hid, 
the  limbs  are  bale,  and  thou  seest  there  is  no  lack 
of  sinews  to  make  good  that  which  I  have  under- 
taken. Thou  shouldst  have  thought  better  of  the 
matter  ere  thou  puttest  thyself  in  the  way  of  so 
much  mortification.  Defeat  will  not  cause  the 
people  to  treat  thee  more  tenderly." 

« If  my  sinews  are  old  and  stiffened.  Signer 
Mask,  they  are  long  used  to  toiL  As  to  shame,  if 
it  is  a  shame  to  be  below  the  rest  of  mankind  in 
fortune,  it  will  not  now  come  for  the  first  time. 
A  heavy  sorrow  hath  befallen  me,  and  Uiis  rare 
may  lighten  theliurdcn  of  grief.  I  shall  not  pre- 
tend that  I  hear  this  laughter,  and  all  these  scorn- 
ful speeches  as  one  listens  to  the  evening  breen 
on  the  Lagunes — for  a  man  is  still  a  man,  though 
he  lives  with  the  humblest,  and  eats  of  the  coarsest 
But  let  it  pass ;  Sant'  Antonio  will  give  me  heait 
to  bear  it" 

"Thou  hast  a  stout  mind,  fisherman;  and  I 
would  gladly  pray  my  patron  to  grant  thee  a 
stronger  arm,  but  that  I  have  much  heed  of  this 
victory  myself.  WUt  thou  be  content  with  the 
second  prize,  if,  by  any  manner  of  skill,  I  might 
aid  thee  in  thy  efforts'? — for,  I  suppose,  the  metal 
of  the  third  is  as  little  to  thy  taste  as  it  is  to  mj 
own."  I 

"  Nay,  I  count  not  on  gold  or  silver." 

<*  Can  theiionour  of  such  a  struggle  awaken  the 
pride  of  one  like  thee  1" 

The  old  man  looked  earnestly  at  his  companion; 
but  he  shook  his^  head  without  answer.  Fresh 
meftiment,  at  his  expense,  caused  him  to  bend  his 
face  toward  the  scoifors;  and  he  perceived  they 
were  just  then  passing  a  numerous  group  of  hb 
fellows  of  the  Lagunes,  who  seemed  to  feel  that 
his  unjustifiable  ambition  reflected,  in  some  degree, 
on  the  honour  of  their  whole  body. 
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*  How  now,  old  Antonio !"  shouted  the  boldest 
of  the  bend— -<<  b  it  not  enough  that  thou  hast  won 
the  honours  of  the  net,  but  thou  wouldst  have  a 
golden  oar  at  thy  neck  V* 

u  We  shall  yet  see.  him  of  the  senate  I"  cried  a 
second. 

**  Ho  standeth  in  need  of  the  homed  bonnet  for 
his  naked  head/*  continued  a  third.  **  We  shall 
see  the  brave  Admiral  Antonio  sailing  in  the  Bu- 
oentaur  with  the  nobles  of  the  land  !*'   • 

Their  sallies  were  succeeded  by  coarse  laughter. 
Even  the  fair  in  the  balconies  were  not  uninflu- 
enced by  these  constant  jibes,  and  the  apparent 
discrepancy  between  the  condition  and  ihe  means 
of  so  unusual  a  pretender  to  the  honours  of  the 
regatta.  The  purpose  of  the  old  man  wavered ; 
hot  he  seemed  goaded  by  *  some  inward  incentive 
that  still  enabled  him  to  maintain  his  ground.  His 
companion  closely  watched  the  varying  expression 
of  a  countenance  that  was  far  too  little  trained  iA 
deception  to  conceal  the  feelings  within ;  and,  as 
they  approached  the  place  of  starting,  he  again 
spoke. 

"  Thou  mayest  yet  withdcaw,**  he  said ; — **  why 
diould  one  of  thy  years  make  the  little  time  he 
has  to  stay  bitter,  by  bearing  the  ridicule  of  his 
associates  for  the  rest  of  lus  lifel" 

**  St.  Anthony  did  a  greater  wonder  when  he 
caused  the  ^bhes  to  come  upon  the  watera  to  hear 
his  preaching,  and  I  will  not  show  a  cowardly 
heart  at  a  moment  when  there  is  most  need  of 
resolution." 

The  masked  waterman  crossed  himself  devoutly ; 
and,  relinquishing  all  further  design  to  persuade 
the  other  to  abandon  the  fruitless  contest,  he  gave 
all  his  thoughts  to  his  own  interest  in  the  coming 
struggle. 

The  narrowness  of  most  of  the  canals  of  Venice, 
with  the  innumerable  angles  and  the  constant 
passing,  have  given  rise  to  a  fashion  of  construc- 
tion and  of  rowing  that  are  so  peculiar  to  that  city 
and  its  inmiediate  dependencies,  as  to  require  some 
explanation.  The  reader  has  doubtless  already 
understood  that  a  gondola  is  a  long,  narrow,  and 
light  boat,  adapted  to  the  uses  of  the  place,  and 
distinct  from  the  wherries  of  all  other  towns.  The 
dLstance  between  the  dwellings,  on  most  of  the  ca- 
nals, is  so  small,  that  the  width  of  the  latter  does 
not  admit  of  the  use  of  oars  on  both  sides  at  the 
same  time.  The  necessity  of  constantly  turning 
a«de  to  give  room  for  otbers,  and  the  frequency 
of  the  bridges  and  the  corners,  have  suggested  the 
expediency  of  placing  the  face  of  the  waterman  in 
the  direction  in  which  the  boat  is  storing,  and  of 
course  of  keeping  him  on  his  feet  As  every  gon- 
dola, when  fully  equipped,  has  its  pavilion  in  the 
centre,  the  height  of  the  latter  renders  it  nocesMry 
to  place  him  who  steers  on  such  an  elevation,  as 
will  enable  him  to  overlook  it.  From  these  seve- 
ral cauaes,  a  one-oared  boat  in  Venice  is  propdled 
by  a  gondolier  who  stands  on  a  little  angular  deck 
in  its  stem,  formed  like  the  low  roof  of  a  house ; 
and  the  stroke  of  the  oar  is  given  by  a  push  instead 
of  a  pull,  as  is  common  elsewhere.  This  habit  of 
rowing  erect,  however,  which  is  usually  done  by 


a  forward,  instead -of  a  backward,  movement  of  the 
body  is  not  unfrequent  in  all  the  porta  of  the  Me- 
diterranean, though  in  no  other  is  there  a  boat 
which  resembles  the  gondola  in  all  ita  properties 
or  uses.  The  upright  position  of  the  gondolier 
requires  that  the  pivot  on.  which  the  oar  resta 
should  have  a  corresponding  elevation ;  and  there 
is,  consequently,  a  species  of  bumkin  raised  from 
the  side  of  the  boat  to  the  desired  height,  and 
which,  being  formed  of  a  crooked  and  very  irregu- 
lar knee  of  wood,  has  two  or  three  row-locks,  one 
above  the  other,  to  suit  the  stature  of  different  indi- 
viduals, or  to  give  a  broader  or  narrower  sweep  of 
the  blade  as  the  movement  shall  require.  As  there 
is  frequent  occasion  to  cast  the  oar  from  one  of 
these  fow-locks  to  the  other,  and  not  unfrequently 
to  change  ita  side,  it  resta  in  a  very  open  bed ;  and 
the  instmment  is  kept  in  its  place  by  g^eat  dexte- 
rity alone,  and  by  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the  means 
of  accommodating  the  force  and  the  rapidity  of  the 
efibrt  to  the  forward  movement  of  the  boat  and 
the  resistance  of  the  vrater.  All  these  difficulties 
ufkited  render  skill  in  a  gondolier  one  of  the  most 
delicate  branches  of  a  waterman's  art,  as  it  is  clear 
that  muscular  strength  alone,  though  of  great  aid, 
can  avail  but  little  in  such  a  practice. 

The  great  canal  of  Venice,  following  ita  wind- 
ings, being  more  than  a  league  in  length,  the  dia* 
tance  in  the  present  race  was  reduced  nearly  half 
by  causing  the  boato  to  start  from  the  Rialto.  At 
this  point,  then,  the  gondolas  were  all  assembled, 
attended  by  those  who  were  to  place  them.  As 
the  whole  of  the  population,  which  before  had  been 
extended  al(Jhg  the  entire  course  of  the  water,  was 
now  crowded  between  the  bridge  and  the  Bucen- 
taur,  the  long  and  graceful  avenue  resembled  a 
vista  of  human  heads.  It  was  an  imposing  sight 
to'look  along  that  bright  and  living  lane,  and  the 
hearta  of  each  competitor  beat  high,  as  hope,  or 
pride,  or  apprehension  became  the  feeling  of  the 
moment  *' 

"Gino  of  Calabria,"  cried  the  marshal  who 
placed  the  gondolas,  « thy  station  is  on  Uie  right 
Take  it,  and  St  Januarius  speed  thee  !*' 

The  servitor  of  Don  Camillo  assumed  his  oar, 
and  the  boat  glided  gracefully  into  ita  berth. 

"  Thou  comest  next,  Enrico  of  Fusina.  Call 
stoutly  on  thy  Paduan  patron,  and  husband  thy 
strength;  for  none  of  die  main  have  ever  yet 
borne  away  a  prize  in  Venice." 

He  then  summoned  in  succession  those  whoee 
names  have  not  been  mentioned,  and  placed  them, 
side  by  side,  in  the  centre  of  the  canal. 

**  Here  is  place  for  thee,  Signore,"  continued  the 
officef,  inclining  his  head  to  the  unknown  gondo- 
lier; for  he  had  imbibed  the  general  impression 
that  the  face  of  some  young  patrician  was  con- 
cealed beneath  th&^task  to  humour  the  fancy  of 
some  capricious  fair^ — «  Chance  hath  given  thee 
the  extreme  left." 

«Thou  hast  forgotten  to  call  the  fisherman," 
observed  the  masker,  as  he  drove  his  own  gondola 
into  ita  stationr 

"Does  the  hoary  fool  persist  in  exposing  his 
vanity  and  his  rags  to  the  best  of  Venice  V* 
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« I  can  take  place  in  the  rear,"  meekly  obaerved 
Antonio.  **  There  may  be  thoie  in  the  line  it  doth 
not  become  one  like  me  to  crowd ;  and  a  few  strokes 
of  the  oar,  more  or  lees,  can  differ  but  little  in  so 
long  a  strife." 

«  Thou  hadst  better  push  modesty  to  discretion, 
and  remain." 

« If  it  be  your  pleasure,  Signore,  I  would  rather 
see  what  St.  Anthony  may  do  for  an  old  fisherman, 
who  has  prayed  to  him,  night  and  morning,  these 
sixty  ye^rs  1" 

"  It  is  thy  right ;  and  as  thou  seemest  content 
with  it,  keep  the  place  thou  hast  in  the  rear.  It 
is  only  occupying  it  a  little  earlier  than  thou 
wouldst  otherwise.  Now,  recall  the  rules  of  the 
games,  hardy  gondoUcni,  and  make  thy  last  appeal 
to  thy  patrons.  There  is  to  be  no  crossing  or  other 
foul  expedients;  naught  except  ready  oars  and 
nimble  wrists.  He  who  varies  needlessly  from 
his  line  until  he  leadeth,  shall  be  recalled  by  name ; 
and  whoever  is  guilty  of  any  act  to  spoil  the  sports, 
or  otherwise  to  oflond  the  patricians,  shall  be 
both  checked  and  punished.  Be  ready  for  die 
signal." 

The  assistant,  who  was  in  a  strongly  manned 
boat,  fell  back  a  little,  while  runners,  similarly 
equipped,  went  ahead  to  order  the  curious  from 
the  water.  These  preparations  were  scarcely 
made,  when  a  signal  floated  on  the  nearest  dome. 
It  was  repeated  on  the  campanile,  and  a  gun  was 
fired  at  the  arsenal.  A  deep  but  suppressed  mur- 
mur arose  in  the  throng,  which  was  as  quickly 
succeeded  by  suspense. 

Each  gondoHer  had  suffered  the  bows  of  his 
boat  to  incline  slightly  toward  the  left  shore  of  the 
canal,  as  the  jockey  is  seen  at  the  starting-post  to 
turn  his  courser  aside,  in  order  to  repress  its  ardour, 
or  divert  its  attention.  But  the  first  long  and 
broad  sweep  of  the  oar  brought  them  all  in  a  line 
again,  and  away  they  glided  in  a  body. 

For  the  first  few  minutes  there  was  no  difference 
in  speed,  nor  any  sign  by  which  the  instructed 
might  detect  the  probable  evidence  of  defeat  or 
success.  The  whole  ten  which  formed  the  front 
line  skimmed  the  water  with  an  equal  velocity, 
beak  to  beak,  as  if  some  secret  attraction  held  each 
in  its  place,  while  the  humble,  though  equally  light 
bark  of  the  fisherman  steadily  kept  its  position  in 
the  rear. 

The  boats  were  soon  held  in  command.  The 
oars  got  their  justest  poise  and  widest  sweep,  and 
the  wrists  of  the  men  accustomed  to  their  play. 
The  line  began  to  waver.  It  undulated,  the  glit^ 
tcring  prow  of  one  protruding  beyond  the  others ; 
andihen  it  changed  its  form.  Enrico  of  Fusina 
shot  ahead,  and,  privileged  by  success,  he  insensi- 
bly sheered  more  into  the  centre  of  the  canal, 
avoiding  by  the  change  the  ^dies,  and  the  other 
obstructions  of  the  shore.  This  manoeuvre,  which, 
in  the  language  of  the  course,  would  have  been 
called  **  taking  the  track,"  had  the  additional  ad- 
vantage of  throwing  upon  those  who  followed 
some  trifling  impediment  from  the  back-water. 
The  sturdy  and  practised  Bartolomeo  of  the  Lido, 
as  his  companions  usually  ealkd  him,  came  next, 


occupying  the  space  on  his  leader's  quarter,  where 
he  suffered  leas^  from  the  reaction  caused  by  the 
stroke  of  his  oar.  The  gondolier  of  Don  Camillo, 
also,  soon  shot  out  of  the  crowd,  and  was  seen 
plying  his  arms  vigorously  still  fiirther  to  the  right, 
and  a  little  in  the  rear  of  Bartolomeo.  Then  came, 
in  the  centre  of  the  canal,  and  near  as  might  be  in 
the  rear  of  the  triumphant  waterman  of  the  main, 
a  dense  body,  with  little  order  and  varying  poo- 
tions,  compelling  each  other  to  give  way,  and 
otherwise  increasing  the  difiSculties  of  their  strug- 
gle. More  to  the  left,  and  so  near  to  the  palaces 
as  barely  to  allow  room  for  the  sweep  of  his  oar, 
was  the  masked  competitor,  whose  progress  seemed 
retarded  by  some  unseen  cause,  for  he  gradually 
fell  behind  all  the  others,  until  several  boats*  lengths 
of  t)pen  water  lay  between  him  and  even  the  group 
of  his  nameless  opponents.  Still  he  applied  hb 
arms  steadily,  and  with  sufficient  skill.  As  the 
interest  of  mystery  had  been  excited  in  his  favour, 
a  rumour  passed  up  the  canal  that  the  young  cava- 
lier had  been  little  favoured  by  fortune  in  the 
choice  of  a  boat  Others,  who  reflected  more 
deeply  on  causes,  whispered  of  the  folly  of  one  of 
his  habits,  taking  the  risk  of  mortification  by  a 
competition  with  men  whose  daily  labour  had 
hardened  their  sinews,  and  whose  practice  enabled 
them  to  judge  closely  of  every  chance  of  the  race. 
But  when  the  eyes  of  the  multitude  turned  fitmi 
the  cluster  of  passing  boats  to  the  solitary  barge  of 
the  fisherman,  who  came  nngly  on  the  rear,  admi- 
ration was  again  turned  to  derision. 

Antonio  had  cast  aside  the  cap  he  wore  of  wont, 
and  the  few  straggling  hairs  that  were  left  streamed 
about  his  hoHow  temples,  leaving  the  whole  of  his 
swarthy  features  exposed  to  view.  More  than 
once,  as  the  gondola  came  on,  his  eyes  turned 
aside  reproachfully,  as  if  he  keenly  felt  the  stings 
of  so  many  unlicensed  tongues  applied  to  feelings 
which,  though  blunted  by  his  habits  and  condition, 
were  fer  fi^m  extinguished.  Laugh  rose  above 
laugh,  however,  and  taunt  succeeded  taunt  more 
bitterly,  as  the  boats  came  among  the  gorgeous  pa- 
laces which  lined  the  canal  nearer  to  the  goaL 
It  was  not  that  the  owners  of  these  lordly  piles  in- 
dulged in  the  unfeeling  triumph,  but  their  depend- 
ants, constantly  subject  themselves  to  the  degrad- 
ing influence  of  a  superior  presence,  let  loose  the 
long-pent  torrents  of  their  arrogance  on  the  head 
of  the  first  unresisting  subject  which  oflered. 

Antonio  bore  all  these  jibes  manfully,  if  not  in 
tranquillity,  and  always  without  retort,  until  he 
again  approached  the  spot  occupied  by  his  com- 
panions of  fie  Lagunes.  Here  bis  eye  sunk  un- 
der the  reproaches,  and  his  oar  feltered.  The 
taunts  and  denunciations  increased  as  be  lost 
ground,  and  there  was  a  moment  when  the  re- 
buked and  humbled  spirit  of  the  old  man  seenoed 
about  to  relinquish  the  contest  But  dashing  a 
hand  across  his  brow,  as  if  to  clear  a  sight  which 
had  become  dimmed  and  confused,  he  continued 
to  ply  the  oar,  and  happily  he  was  soon  past  the 
point  most  trying  to  his  resolution.  From  this 
moment  the  cries  against  the  fisherman  diminished, 
and  as  the  Bucentaur,  though  still  distant,  was    » 
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DOW  io  aght,  interest  in  the  isBue  of  the  noe  ftb- 
■ortwd  all  other  feelings. 

Enrico  etill  kept  the  lead ;  but  die  jodgee  of  the 
gondoliers  still  began  to  detect  signs  of  exhaustion 
in  his  faltering  stroke.  The  waterman  of  the  Lido 
pressed  him  hard,  and  the  Calabrian  was  drawing 
more  into  a  line  with  them  both.  At  this  mo- 
ment, too»  the  masked  competitor  exhibited  a  force 
and  skill  that  none  had  expected  to  see  in  one  of 
his  supposed  rank.  His  body  was  thrown  more 
upon  the  effort  of  the  oar,  and  as  his  leg  was 
stretched  behind  to  aid  the  stroke,  it  discovered  a 
▼olnme  of  muscle,  and  an  excellence  of  proportion 
that  excited  murmurs  of  applause.  The  conse- 
quoioe  was  soon  apparent  His  gondola  glided 
past  the  crowd  in  the  centre  of  the  canal,  and  by 
a  change  that  was  nearly  insensible,  he  became 
the  fourth  in  the  race.  The  shouts  which  rewarded 
his  success  had  scarcely  parted  from  the  multitude, 
ere  their  admiration  was  called  to  a  new  and  an 
entirely  unexpected  aspect  in  the  struggle. 

Left  to  his  own  exertions,  and  less  annoyed  by 
that  derision  and  contempt  which  often  defeat  even 
more  generous  exertions,  Antonio  had  drawn  nearer 
to  the  crowd  of  pameless  competitors.  Though 
undistinguished  in  this  narrative,  there  were  seen, 
in  that  group  of  gondoliers,  faces  well  known  on 
the  canals  of  Venice,  as  belonging  to  watermen,  in 
wboae  dexterity  and  force  the  dty  took  pride. 
Either  favoured  by  his  isolated  position,  or  avail- 
ing himself  of  the  embarrassment  these  men  gave 
to  ^u:h  other,  the  despised  fisherman  ^as  seen  a 
tittle  oa  their  left,  coming  up  abreast  with  a  stroke 
and  velocity  that  promised  farther  success.  The 
expectation  was  quickly  realized.  He  psssed  them 
all  amid  a  dead  and  wondering  silence,  and  took 
his  st^on  as  filth  in  the  struggle. 

From  this  moment  all  interest  in  those  who 
formed  the  vulgar  mass  was  lost.  Every  eye  was 
turned  toward  the  front,  where  the  strife  increased 
at  each  stroke  of  the  oar,  and  where  the  issue  be- 
gan to  assume  a  new  and  doubtful  character.  The 
exertions  of  the  waterman  of  Fusina  were  seem- 
ingly redoubled,  though  his  boat  went  no  fsster. 
The  gondola  of  Bartolomeo  shot  past  him ;  it  was 
followed  by  those  of  Gino  and  the  masked  gondo- 
lier, while  not  a  cry  betrayed  the  breathless  inte- 
rest of  the  multitude.  But  when  the  boat  of  An- 
tonio also  swept  ahead,  there  arose  such  a  hum  of 
voices  as  escspes  a  throng,  when  a  sudden  and 
violent  diange  of  feeling  is  produced  in  their  way- 
ward sentiments.  Enrico  was  firantic  with  the 
disgrace.  He  urged  every  power  of  his  frame  to 
avert  the  dishonour  with  the  despeiipe  energy  of 
an  Italian,  and  then  he  cast  himself  into  the  bot- 
tom of  the  gondola,  tearing  his  hair  and  weeping 
in  agony.  His  example  was  followed  by  those 
in  the  rear,  though  with  more  governed  feelings, 
for  they. shot  aside  among  the  boats  which  lined 
the  canal,  and  were  lost  to  view. 

From  this  open  and  unexpected  abandonment 
of  the  struggle,  the  spectaton  got  the  surest  evi- 
dence of  its  desperate  character.  But  as  a  man 
has  little  sympathy  for.  the  unfortunate,  when  his 

feelings  are  excited  by  competition,  the  defeated 
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were  quickly  forgotten.  The  name  of  Bartoloibeo 
was  borne  high  upon  the  winds  by  a  thousand 
voiees,  and  his  fellows  of  the  Piazzetta  and  the 
Lido  called  upon  him  aloud  to  die  for  the  honour 
of  their  craft  Well  did  the  sturdy  gondolier  an- 
swer to  their  wishes,  for  palace  after  palace  was 
left  behind,  and  no  further  change  was  made  in 
the  relative  positions  of  the  boats.  But,  like  his 
predecessora,  the  leader  redoubled  his  efEoiiB  with 
a  diminiahod  effect,  and  Venice  had  the  mortifica- 
tion of  seeing  a  stranger  leading  one  of  the  most 
brilUant  of  her  regattas.  Bartolomeo  .no  sooner 
lost  place,  than  Gino,  the  masker,  and  the  despised 
Antonio  in  turn  shot  by,  leaving  him  who  had  so 
lately  been  first  in  the  race,  the  last  be  did  not, 
however,  relinquish  the  strife^  but  continued  to 
struggle  with  the  energy  of  one  who  merited  a 
better  fortune. 

When  this  unexpected  and  entirely  new  charao* 
ter  was  given  to  the  contest,  there  still  remained  a 
broad  sheet  of  water  between  the  advancing  gon- 
dolas and  the  goaL  Gino  led,  and  with  many  fa^ 
vodrable  qrmptoms  of  his  being  able  to  maintain 
his  advantage.  He  was  encouraged  by  the  shouts 
of  the  multitude,  who  now  forgot  his  Calabrian 
origin  in  his  success,  while  many  of  the  serving- 
men  of  his  master  cheered  him  on  by  name.  All 
would  not  do.  The  masked  waterman,  for  the 
first  time,  throw  the  grandeur  of  his  skill  and  force 
into  the  oar.  The  ashen  instrument  bent  to  the 
power  of  an  arm,  whose  strength  appeared  to  in- 
crease at  will,  and  the  movements  of  his  body  be- 
came rapid  as  the. leaps  of  the  greyhound.  The 
pliant  gondola  obeyed,  and  amid  a  shout  which 
passed  from  the  Piazzetta  to  the  Rialto,  it  glided 
ahead. 

If  success  gives  force  and  increases  the  physical 
and  moral  energies,  there  is  a  fearful  and  certain 
reaction  in  defeat  The  follower  of  Don  Camillo 
was  no  exception  to  the  general  law,  and  when 
the  masked  competitor  passed  him,  the  boat  of  An- 
tonio followed  as  if  it  were  impelled  by  the  same 
strokes.  The  distance  between  the  two  leading 
gondolils  even  now  seemed  to  lessen,  and  there 
was  a  moment  of  breathless  interest,  when  all  there 
expected  to  see  the  fisherman,  in  despite  of  his 
years  and  boat,  shooting  past  his  rival 

But  expectation  was  deceived.  He  of  the  mask, 
notwithstanding  his  previous  efforts,  seemed  to 
sport  with  the  toil,  so  ready  was  the  sweep  of  his 
oar,  so  sure  its  stroke,  and  so  vigorous  the  arm  by 
which  it  was  impelled.  Nor  was  Antonio  an  an- 
tagonist to  despise.  If  there  was  less  of  the  grace 
of  a  practised  gondolier  of  the  canals  in  his  atti- 
tudes, than  in  those  of  his  companions,  there  was 
no  relaxation  in  the  force  of  his  sinews.  They 
sustained  him  to  the  last  with  that  enduring  power 
which  had  been  beg|fcten  by  threescore  yean  of 
unremitting  labour,  and  while  his  still  athletic  form 
was  exerted  to  the  utmost,  tl^ere  appeared  no  fiiil- 
ing  of  its  energies. 

A  few  moments  sent  the  leading  gondotes  sev^ 
ral  lengths  ahead  of  their  nearest  followers.  The 
dark  beak  of  the  fisherman's  boat  hung  upon  the 
quarter  of  the  more  showy  bark  of  his  antagonist, 
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bat  it  could  do  no  more.  The  port  was  open  be- 
fore them,  and  they  glanced  by  church,  palace, 
barge,  mystick,  and  felucca,  without  the  slightest 
inequality  in  their  relative  speed.  The  masked 
waterman  glanced  a  look  behind,  as  if  to  calculate 
his  advantage,  and  then  bending  again  to  his  pli- 
ant  oar,  he  spoke  loud  enough  to  be  heard  only  by 
him  who  pressed  so  hard  upon  his  track. 

«  Thou  hast  deceived  me,  fisherman !"  he  said ; 
"  there  is  more  of  manhood  in  thee,  yet,  than  I  had 
thought" 

*<  If  there  is  manhood  in  my  arms,  there  is  child- 
ishness and  sorrow  at  the  heart ;"  was  the  reply. 

**  Dost  thou  so  prize  a  golden  bauble  ?  Thou 
art  second ;  be  content  with  thy  lot" 

**  It  will  not  do ;  I  must  be  foremost,  or  I  have 
wearied  my  old  limbs  ilt  vain !" 

This  brief  dialogue  was  uttered  with  an  ease 
that  showed  how  for  use  had  accustomed  both  to 
powerful  bodily  efforts,  and  with  a  firmness  of 
tones  that  few  could  have  equalled  in  a  moment 
of  so  great  physical  cfibrt  The  masker  was  silent, 
but  his  purpose  seemed  to  waver.  Twenty  strokes 
of  his  powerful  oar-blade  and  the  goal  was  at- 
tained: but  his  sinews  were  not  so  much  extended, 
and  that  limb,  which  had  shown  so  fine  a  develop- 
ment of  muscle,  was  less  swollen  and  rigid.  The 
gondola  of  old  Antonio  glided  abeam. 

<*  Push  thy  soul  into  the  blade,"  muttered  he  of 
the  mask,  **  or  thou  wilt  yet  be  beaten !" 

The  fisherman  threw  every  efibrt  of  his  body  on 
the  coming  effi)rt,  and  he  gained  a  fathom.  An- 
other stroke  caused  the  boat  to  quiver  to  its  centre, 
and  the  water  curled  from  its  bows  like  the  ripple 
of  a  rapid.  Then  the  gondola  darted  between  ihe 
two  goal-barges,  and  the  little  flags  that  marked 
the  point  of  victory  fell  into  the  water.  The  action 
was  scarce  noted,  ere  the  glittering  beak  of  the 
masker  shot  past  the  eyes  of  the  judges,  who 
doubted  for  an  instant  on  whom  success  had  fidlen. 
Gino  was  not  long  behind,  and  after  him  came 
Bartolomeo,  fourth  and  last,  in  the  best^ontested 
race  which  had  ever  been  seen  on  the  waters  of 
•  Venice. 

When  the  flags  fell,  men  held  their  breaths  in 
suspense.  Few  knew  the  victor,  so  close  had  been 
the  struggle.  But  a  flourish  of  the  trumpets  soon 
commanded  attention,  and  then  a  herald  proclaimed 
that— 

**  Antonio,  a  fisherman  of  the  Lagunes,  favoured 
by  his  holy  patron  of  the  Miraculous  Draught,  had 
borne  away  the  prize  of  gold — ^while  a  waterman, 
who  wore  his  face  concealed,  but  who  hath  trusted 
to  the  care  of  the  blessed  San  Giovanni  of  the  Wil- 
derness, b  worthy  of  the  silver  prize,  and  that  the 
third  had  fallen  to  the  fortunes  of  Gino  of  Calabria, 
a  servitor  of  the  illustrious  Don  Camillo  Monforte, 
Duca  di  Sant*  Agata,  and  lord  of  many  Neapolitan 
Seignories." 

When  this  formal  announcement  was  made, 
there  succeeded  a  silence  like  that  of  the  tomb. 
Then  there  arose  a  general  shout  among  the  living 
inass,  which  bore  on  high  the  name  of  Antonio,  as 
if  they  celebrated  the  success  of  some  conqueror. 
All  feeling  of  contempt  was  lost  in  the  influence  of 


his  triumph.  The  fishermen  of  the  Lagunes,  w1k> 
so  lately  had  loaded  their  aged  companion  with 
contumely,  shouted  for  his  glory  vrith  a  seal  that 
manifested  the  violence  of  the  transition  from  mdr^ 
tification  to  pride,  and,  as  has  ever  been  and  ever 
will  be  the  meed  of  success,  he  who  was  thought 
least  likely  to  obtain  it  was  most  greeted  with 
praise  and  aduhition,  when  it  was  found  that  the 
end  had  disappointed  expectation.  Ten  thousand 
voices  were  lifted  in  proclaiming  his  skill  and  vie> 
tory,  and  young  and  old,  the  feir,  the  gay,  the 
noble,  the  winner  of  sequins  and  he  who  lost, 
struggled  alike  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  hamUe 
old  man,  who  had  so  unexpectedly  wrought  fim 
change  of  sentiment  in  the  fiwlings  of  a  multitude. 

Antonio  bore  his  triumph  meekly.  When  his 
gondola  had  reached  the  goal,  he  checked  its  course, 
and,  w^out  discovering  any  of  the  usual  signs  of 
exhaustion,  he  remained  standing,  though  the  deep 
heaving  of  his  broad  and  tawny  chest  proved  that 
bis  powers  had  been  taxed  to  their  utmost  He 
smiled  as  the  shouts  arose  on  his  ear,  for  praise  is 
grateful  even  to  the  meek ;  still  he  seemed  oppressed 
with  an  emotion  of  a  character  deeper  than  pride. 
Age  had  somewhat  dimmed  his  eye,  but  it  was 
now  full  of  hope.  His  features  woriLed,  and  a 
single  burning  drop  fell  on  each  rugged  cheek. 
The  fisherman  then  breathed  more  freely. 

Like  his  successful  antagonist,  the  waterman  of 
the  mask  betrayed  none  of  the  debility  which  usu- 
ally succeeds  great  bodily  exertion.  His  knees 
were  motionless,  his  hands  still  grasped  the  oar 
firmly,  and  he  too  kept  his  feet  with  a  steadiness 
that  showed  the  physical  perfection  of  his  fiame. 
On  the  other  hand,  both  Gino  and  Bartolomeo 
sunk  in  their  respective  boats,  as  they  gained  the 
goal  in  succession ;  and  so  exhausted  was  each  of 
these  renowned  gondoliers,  that  several  moments 
elapsed  before  either  had  breath  for  speech.  It 
was  during  this  momentary  pause  that  the  multi- 
tude proclaimed  its  symjMithy  with  the  victor  by 
their  longest  and  loudest  shouts.  The  noise  had 
scarcely  died  away,  however,  before  a  herald  sum- 
moned Antonio  of  the  Lagunes,  the  masked  vrater- 
man  of  the  Blessed  St  John  of  the  Wilderness, 
and  Gino  the  Calabrian,  to  the  presence  of  the 
doge,  whosQ^rincely  hand  was  to  bestow  the  pro- 
mised prizes  of  the  regatta. 


VENICE  AT  NIGHT. 

PBOM  TBI  8AMX. 


Thb  mo^  was  at  the  height    Its  rays  fell  in 
a  flood  on  tiie  swelling  domes  and  massive  roofe 
of  Venice,  while  the  margin  of  the  town  was  bril- 
liantly defined  by  the  glittering  bay.     The  natural 
and  gorgeous  setting  was  more  than  worthy  of  th 
picture  of  human  magnificence ;  fer  at  that  m 
ment,  rich  as  was  the  queen  of  the  Adriatic  in  b 
works  of  art,  the  grandeur  of  her  public  mo 
ments,  the  number  and  splendour  of  her  pala 
and  most  else  that  the  ingenuity  and  amlitaon 
man  could  attempt,  she  was  but  aeeondaiy  imt 
glories  of  the  hour. 
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Above  was  the  firmament  gemmed  with  worlds, 
and  sablime  in  immensity.  Beneath  lay  the  broad 
expanse  of  the  Adriatic,  endless  to  the  eye,  tran- 
quil as  the  vault  it  reflected,  and  luminous  with 
its  borrowed  light  Here  and  there  a  low  island, 
reclaimed  from  the  sea  by  the  patient  toil  of  a 
thousand  years,  dotted  the  Lagunes,  burdened  by 
the  group  of  some  conventual  dwellings,  or  pictur- 
esque with  the  modest  roofs  of  a  hamlet  of  the 
fishermen.  Neither  oar,  nor  song,  nor  laugh,  nor 
flap  of  sail,  nor  jest  of  mariner  disturbed  the  still- 
ness- All  in  the  near  view  was  clothed  in  mid- 
night loveliness,  and  all  in  the  distance  bespoke 
the  solemnity  of  nature  at  peace.  The  city  and 
the  Lagunes,  the  gulf  and  the  dreamy  Alps,  the 
interminable  plain  of  Lombardy,  and  the  blue  void 
of  heaven  lay  alike  in  a  common  and  grand  repose. 


RAISING  THE  WIND. 

rXOM  THX  CHAntBEABXIL 


«<  Ja  Ap"— I  asked  of  my  companion,  as  we  drew 
near  to  the  hamlet  where  I  intended  to  pass  the 
night,  and  the  comforts  of  a  warm  supper  on  a  sharp 
frosty  evening  began  to  haunt  my  imagination — 
"  Jaap,  how  much  money  may  you  have  about  you  V* 

**•  I,  Masser  Mordaunt ! — Golly !  butdat  a  berry 
droll  question,  sah !" 

**  I  ask,  because  my  own  stock  is  reduced  to  just 
one  York  shilling,  which  goes  by  the  name  of  only 
a  ninepence  in  this  part  of  the  world.'* 

"■  Dat  berry  little,  to  tell  'e  trut',  sah,  for  two 
gentleom,  and  two  large,  hungry  bosses.  Berry 
little,  indeed,  sah !     I  wii^  he  war*  more." 

•*  Yet,  I  have  not  a  copper  more.  I  gave  one 
thousand  two  hundred  dollars  for  the  dinner  and 
baiting  and  oats,  at  noon." 

**  Yes,  sah — ^but,  dat  contemental,  sab,  I  sup- 
poses—- no  great  t*ing,  a'ter  all." 

«<  It*s  a  great  thing  in  sound,  Jaap,  but  not  much 
when  it  comes  to  the  teeth,  as  you  perceive.  Ne- 
vertheless, we  must  eat  and  drink,  and  our  nags 
must  eat  too — I  suppose  they  may  drink,  without 
paying." 

«  Yes,  sah — dat  true  'nough,  yah-^ah — yah" 
— ^how  easily  that  negro  laughed ! — "  But  'e  dder 
wonnerful  good  in  dis  part  of  'e  country,  young 
masaer ;  just  noeder  sweet  nor  sour — den  he  strong 
as  'e  jackass." 

**  Well,  Jaap,  how  are  we  to  get  any  of  this 
good  cider,  of  which  you  speak  1" 

**  You  tUnk,  sah,  dis  part  of  *e  countj^  been  talk 
to  much  lately  'bout  Patty  Rism  and^'e  countiy, 
nhl" 

« I  am  afraid  Patty  has  been  overdone  here,  as 
well  as  in  most  other  counties." 

I  may  observe  here,  that  Jaap  always  imagined 
the  beautiful  creature  he  had  heard  so  much  ex- 
tolled, and  commended  for  her  comeliness  and  vir- 
tue, was  a  certain  young  woman  of  this  name, 
with  whom  all  Congress  was  unaccountably  in 
bve  at  the  same  time.     , 

'I,  den,  sah,  deie  no  hope,  but  our  wits. 
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Let  me  be  masser  to-night,  and  you  mind  ole  Jaap, 
if  he  want  good  supper.  Jest  ride  ahead,  Maswr 
Mordaunt,  and  give  he  order  like  General  Little- 
page  son,  and  leave  it  all  to  ole  Jaap." 

As  there  was  not  much  to  choose,  I  did  ride  on, 
and  soon  ceased  to  hear  the  hoofs  of  the  negro's 
horse  at  my  heels.  I  reached  the  inn  an  hour  ere 
Jaap  appeared,  and  was  actually  seated  at  a  capital 
supper  before  he  rode  up,  as  one  belonging  only 
to  himself.  Jaap  had  taken  off  the  LitUepage  em- 
blems, and  had  altogether  a  most  independent  air. 
His  horse  was  stabled  alongside  of  mine,  and  I 
soon  found  that  he  himself  was  at  work  on  the 
remnants  of  my  supper,  as  they  retreated  toward 
the  kitchen. 

A  traveller  of  my  appearance  was  accommodated 
with  the  best  parlour,  as  amatter  of  course ;  and, 
having  appeased  my  appetite,  I  sat  down  to  read 
some  documents  that  were  connected  with  the  duty 
I  was  on.  No  one  could  have  imagined  that  I  had 
only  a  York  shilling,  which  is  a  Pennsylvania 
"  levy,"  or  a  Connecticut «  ninepence,"  in  my  purse ; 
for  my  air  was  that  of  one  who  could  pay  for  all  he 
wanted;  the  certainty  that,  in  the  long  run,  my  host 
could  not  be  a  loser,  giving  me  a  proper  degree  of 
confidence.  I  had  just  got  through  with  the  docu- 
ments, and  was  thinking  how  I  should  employ  the 
hour  or  two  that  remained  until  it  would  be  time 
to  go  to  bed,  when  I  heard  Jaap  tuning  his  fiddle 
in  the  bar-room.  Like  most  negroes,  the  fellow 
had  an  ear  for  music,  and  had  been  indulged  in 
his  taste,  until  he  played  as  well  as  half  the  coun- 
try fiddlers  that  were  to  be  met. 

The  sound  of  a  fiddle  in  a  small  hamlet,  of  a  cool 
October  evening,  was  certain  of  its  result  In  half 
an  hour,  the  smiling  landlady  came  to  invite  me  to 
join  the  company,  with  the  grateful  information  I 
should  not  want  for  a  partner,  the  prettiest  girl  in 
the  place  having  come  in  late,  and  being  still  un- 
provided for.  On  entering  the  bar-room,  I  was 
received  with  plenty  of  awkward  bows  and  curtsies, 
but  with  much  simple  and  well-meaning  hospitality. 
Jaap's  own  salutations  were  very  elaborate,  and 
altogether  oi  a  character  to  prevent  the  suspicion 
of  our  ever  having  met  before. 

The  dancing  continued  for  more  than  two  hours 
with  spirit,  when  the  time  sdmonished  the  village 
maidens  of  the  necessity  of  retiring.  Seeing  an 
indication  of  the  approaching  separation,  Jaap  held 
out  his  hat  to  me,  in  a  respectful  manner,  when  I 
magnificently  dropped  my  shilling  into  it,  in  a  way 
to  attract  attention,  and  passed  it  round  among  the 
males  of  the  party.  One  other  gave  a  shilling,  two 
clubbed  and  actually  produced  a  quarter,  several 
threw  in  sixpences,  or  fourpence-halfpennies,  and 
coppers  made  up  the  balance.  By  way  of  climax, 
the  landlady,  who  was  goodlooking  and  loved  danc- 
ing, publicly  announced  that  the  fiddler  and  his 
horse  should  go  scot  free,  until  he  left  the  place. 
By  these  ingenious  means  of  Jaap's,  I  found  in 
my  purse  next  morning  seven-and-sixpence  in  sil- 
ver, in  addition  to  my  own  shilling,  besides  coppers 
enough  to  keep  a  negro  in  cider  for  a  week. 

I  have  often  laughed  over  Jaap's  management, 
though  I  would  not  permit  him  to  repeat  it 
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[Bora  1790.] 


Richard  Everett,  the  first  American  an- 
cestor of  Alexander  Hamilton  Eyerett, 
was  one  of  the  earliest  settlers  of  Dedham  in 
Massachusetts,  his  name  appearing  in  the  pub- 
He  records  of  that  town  for  the  year  1630. 
His  grandlather,  Ebenezer  Eyerett,  was  a  re- 
spectable fanner,  and  his  father,  Oliver  Eve- 
rett, was  apprenticed  to  a  carpenter,  but  on 
coming  of  age,  prepared  himself  for  college, 
and  having  obtained  a  degree  at  Cambridge, 
and  completed  his  theological  studies,  was  or- 
dained minister  of  the  New  South  Church,  in 
Boston,  in  1782.  At  the  end  of  ten  years,  in 
which  he  had  acquired  much  reputation  for 
talents,  declining  health  compelled  him  to  re- 
linquish his  position,  and  he  removed  to  Dor- 
chester, where  he  was  engaged  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  a  small  hxm  and  in  the  discharge  of 
the  duties  of  a  Justice  of  the  Common  Pleas, 
until  his  death,  in  1802. 

Alexander  H.  Everett  was  bom  in  Boston 
on  the  nineteenth  of  March,  1790.  H^  was 
prepared  for  college  in  the  free  school  of  Dor- 
chester, and  entered  Harvard  in  the  thirteenth 
year  of  his  age.  Though  the  youngest  of  his 
class,  he  graduated  with  the  highest  honours, 
in  1806,  and  at  the  end  of  a  year,  passed  as 
assistant  teacher  in  the  Phillips  Exeter  Aca- 
demy, commenced  the  study  of  the  law  in  the 
office  of  John  Quincy  Adams,  in  Boston.  In 
this  city  he  became  a  member  of  the  club 
formed  about  that  time  by  several  gentlemen 
of  taste  an  leisure  to  conduct  The  Monthly 
Anthology,  in  which  miscellany  appeared  his 
first  essays  in  literature.  In  1809  he  accom- 
panied Mr.  Adams  on  his  mission  to  Russia, 
and  after  studying  in  St.  Petersburgh  for  two 
years  the  modem  languages,  public  law,  poli- 
tical economy,  and  history,  proceeded  to  Lon- 
don, where  he  remained  about  a  year,  except 
during  a  short  visit  to  Paris,  in  1812.  Upon 
the  declaration  of  war  he  retumed  to  the  Uni- 
ted States,  was  admitted  to  the  bar,  and  opened 
an  office  in  Boston ;  but  devoting  more  atten- 
tion to  literature  and  politics  than  to  his  pro- 
fession, had  probably  few  clients,  and  so  ac- 
cepted without  much  hesitation  the  office  of  Se- 
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cretary  of  Legation  to  the  Netherlands.     Hav- 
ing remained  a  year  or  two  in  this  situation  he 
returned  home,  but  on  the  retirement  of  Mr. 
Eustis  from  that  mission,  in  1818,  he  was  ap- 
pointed to  succeed'  him  as  charge  d'aflyres, 
and  continued  to  occupy  this  post  until  1821. 
A  portion  of  his  leisure  during  this  period 
was  employed  in  the  composition  of  Europe, 
or  a  General  Survey  of  the  Political  Situation 
of  the  Principal  Powers,  with  Conjectures  on 
their  Future  Prospects,  published  in  London 
and  Boston  in  1821.    This  work  was  trans- 
lated into  German,  French  and  Spanish,  and 
the  German  vereion  was  edited  by  Professor 
Jacobi,  of  the  University  of  Halle.     In  the  fol- 
lowing year  he  published  in  the  same  cities 
New  Ideas  on  Population,  with  Remarks  on 
the  Theories  of  Godwin  and  Malthus.    This 
work  is  able  and  ingenious,  and  though  in 
most  respects  original,  is  not  so  much  a  pro- 
position of  novelties  on  the  subject  as  a  de- 
fence of  the  old  and  common  opinion  against 
the  modem  and  infidel  notion  of  Mr.  Malthas 
and  his  followers  that  an  increase  of  popula- 
tion,  except  in  some  peculiar  cases,  is  a  pab- 
lic  misfortune,  which  it  is  the  business  of  wise 
legislators  to  check.   Lord  Brougham  declared 
in  the  House  of  Commons  that  he  could  see 
no  error  in  the  argument  of  Malthus,  but  that 
he  was  so  disgusted  with  his  conclusions  that 
he  would  vote  a  civic  crown  to  any  one  who 
would  prove  his  theory  to  be  untme.    Many 
volumes  were  written  on  the  subject  by  able 
men,  but  none  of  them  met  the  difficulty. 
Mr.  Everett's  plan  is  to  give  men  liberty,  to 
permit  them  everywhere  to  enjoy  the  fraitB  of 
their  labour,  which,  being  more  prodnctiTe  in 
proportiorf  to  the  density  of  the  population,  be- 
cause more  skilfully  applied,  would,  through 
the  distributing  processes  of  trade,  invariably 
furnish  a  supply  of  the  means  of  subsisten 
equal  to  the  demand.     He  regards  the  pro 
of  population  as  a  principle  of  abandai 
ther  than  as  one  of  scarcity.     He  has  sin.  _ 
cussed  the  same  subject  in  a  correspo 
with  Professor  George  Tucker,  of  t* 
sity  of  Virginia,  which 
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Darin?  his  residence  hi  the  Netherlands  Mr. 
Everett  also  wrote  many  articles  for  the  North 
American  Review,*  which  at  this  time  was 
edited  by  his  brother  Edward,  and  in  the  ze- 
nith of  its  popularity. 

In  1834  he  returned  to  the  United  States, 
on  leave  of  absence,  and  in  the  spring  of  the 
following  year  was  appointed  by  President 
Adams  minister  to  Spain.  At  this  time  the 
Spanish  mission  was  one  of  much  interest  and 
importance,  on  account  of  the  state  of  our  rela- 
tions with  that  court,  partly  growing  out  of  our 
recognition  of  the  independence  of  the  Span- 
ish American  states,  and  Mr.  Everett's  judi- 
cious and  arduous  labours  not  only  gave  abun- 
dant satisfaction  to  his  countrymen,  but  were 
productive  of  much  advantage  to  the  new  na- 
tions. In  the  midst  of  his  official  duties  he 
found  leisure  for  literary  pursuits,  and  besides 
many  elaborate  articles  in  the  North  American 
Review,f  wrote  his  work  entitled  America,  or 
a  General  Survey  of  the  Political  Situation  of 
the  S^eral  Powers  of  the  Western  Continent, 
with  Conjectures  on  their  Future  Prospects. 
The  greater  part  of  it  is  devoted  to  the  conside- 
ration of  the  position  of  our  own  country  in  the 
general  political  system,  of  our  condition,  and 
of  our  prospective  situation  and  influence  on  the 
fortunes  of  the  world ;  and  he  dwells  with  en- 
thusiasm on  his  anticipations  of  the  continued 
progress  and  final  success  of  the  cause  of  civi- 
lization and  humanity  throughout  this  whole 
continent.  It  was  much  read  at  home,  in 
Great  firitain,  and  in  central  and  southern  Eu- 
rope, where  it  was  republished  in  three  or  four 
languages.  Its  style  is  very  good,  though  by 
no  means  deserving  of  the  praises  lavished 
upon  it  by  a  friendly  critic  in  the  North  Ame- 
rican Review,  soon  after  its  appearance.  Mr. 
Everett  also  served  the  cause  of  letters  while 
in  Spain  by  inviting  Mr.  Irving  to  Madrid  and 

*  His  principal  contributions  are  on  the  following  tub- 
jecls^— French  Dramatic  Uteraturei  Louis  Bonuparte; 
Private  Life  of  Voltaire ;  Literature  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century;  Dialogue  on  Representative  Government,  be- 
tween Dr.  Franklin  and  President  Montesquieu;  Ber- 
nardin  de  St.  Pierre ;  Madame  de  Statfl ;  J.  J.  Rous- 
Uirabeau;  Schiller;  Chinese  Grammar;  Cicero 
smment ;  Memoirs  of  Madame  Campan ;  Dcge- 
History  of  Philosophy ;  Lord  Byron, 
note,  while  in  Spain,  articles  under  the  following 
M'Gulloch^s  Political  Economy  ;  Authorship  of 
as;  Baron  de  StadPs  Letters  on  England;  Para- 
The  Art  of  Being  Happy;  Politics  of  Europe; 
Be  Manners ;  Irving's  Columbus ;  Definitions  in  Po- 
Econon*""  ^'  M-iiKty,  j  Cousin's  biteliectual  Philo- 


procuHng  for  him  access  to  the  public  archives 
from  which  he  drew  many  of  the  materials  for 
his  Life  of  Columbus  and  other  works  on 
Spanish  subjects,  and  by  aiding  Mr.  Prescott, 
Mr.  Longfellow  and  other  Americans  in  their 
literary  pursuits. 

He  returned  to  the  United  States  in  the  au- 
tumn of  1829,  and  determining  to  devote  him- 
self chiefly  to  literature,  became  soon  after  • 
proprietor  and  editor  of  the  North  American 
Review,  which  he  conducted  for  about  five 
years.  His  papers*  during  this  period  were 
on  a  considerable  variety  of  subjects,  and  were 
generally  indicative  of  erudition  and  a  wide 
range  of  information ;  but  they  lacked  the  con- 
densation, point  and  vivacity  essential  in  writ- 
ings for  such  periodicals,  and  I  believe  the 
Review  gained  little  in  reputation  or  influence 
while  he  was  thus  connected  with  it 

From  1830  to  1835  he  was  a  senator  or  re- 
presentative in  the  legislature  of  Massachu- 
setts; in  1831  adelegat^  from  that  state  in  the 
convention  at  Baltimore  which  nominated^Mr. 
Clay  for  the  presidency,  and  author  of  the  ad- 
dress in  which  this  body  urged  the  election 
of  its  candidate ;  and  in  1833  a  leading  mem- 
ber of  the  Tariff  Convention  in  the  city  of 
New  York,  and  as  chairman  of  one  of  its 
committees  prepared  the  memorial  which  it 
addressed  to  Congress  as  a  reply  to  one  writ- 
ten by  Mr.  Gallatin  for  the  Free  Trade  Con- 
vention held  in  Philadelphia.  Since  the  close 
of  the  first  term  of  President  Jackson's  ad- 
ministration he  has  acted  with  the  democratic 
party,  has  advocated  its  policy  in  various  writ- 
ings and  public  speeches,  and  on  several  oc- 
casions has  been  among  its  unsuccessful  can- 
didates for  elective  ofiices. 

His  attention  has  never  been  long  diverted, 
however,  from  literary  studies,  and  in  addition 
to  his  political  addresses  he  has  delivered 
many  orationsf  before  societies  of  scholars  and 

*The  most  important  ones  are  on  the  following  sub- 
jects :  British  Opinions  on  the  Protecting  System ;  Politics 
of  Europe ;  Tone  of  British  Criticism ;  Stewart's  Moral 
Philosophy;  The  American  System;  Life  of  Henry 
Clay ;  Life  and  Writings  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh ;  Ir- 
ying's  Alhambra;  Nullification;  The  Union  and  the 
States ;  Hamilton's  Men  and  Manners  in  America ;  Ear- 
ly Literature  of  Modern  Europe ;  Early  Literature  of 
France ;  Progress  and  Limits  of  Social  Improvement ; 
Origin  and  Character  of  the  Old  Parties;  Character  of 
Jefferson ;  Dr.  Channing ;  Thomas  Carlyle. 

fHis  published  orations  are  on  The  Progress  and 
Limits  of  the  Improvement  of  Society ;  The  French  Re- 
volution; The  Coastitation  of  the  United  States;  State 
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philanthropists,  and  written  largely  for  the 
Boston  Quarterly  Review,  the  Democratic 
Review,  and  other  periodicals.* 

In  the  winter  of  1846  he  resided  in  the 
Island  of  Cuba,  as  a  confidential  agent  of  the 
government,  and  while  there  was  appointed 
President  of  JeQerson  College  in  Louisiana. 
He  accepted  this  office  and  entered  upon  the 
discharge  of  its  duties  in  June,  1841,  but  ill 
health  did  not  permit  him  long  to  retain  it,  and 
he  returned  to  New  England. 

In  1845  he  published,  under  the  title  of  Cri- 
tical and  Miscellaneous  Essays  to  which  are 
added  a  Few  Poems,  a  selection  from  his  con- 


tributions to  the  reviews  and  other  periodi- 
cals. A  second  volume  has  appeared  in  1847. 
Soon  afWr  the  return  of  Mr.  Caleb  Cushiog 
from  his  mission  to  China,  Mr.  Everett  was 
appointed  to  succeed  him  as  Minister  Pleni- 
potentiary to  that  empire,  and  he  sailed  for 
Canton  in  a  national  ship  on  the  fourth  of 
July,  1845.  Arriving  at  Rio  de  Janeiro  be 
was  detained  by  illness,  and  despairing  of  re- 
covery he  returned  to  the  United  States;  bat 
in  the  summer  of  1846  his  health  was  suffi- 
ciently restored  for  him  to  proceed  again  upon 
the  voyage,  and  information  has  since  been 
received  of  his  arrival  at  its  termination. 


BOOK  MAKING. 

FXOX  All  ABTICLK  ON  MAOAMK  DB  sfivIONft. 


It  is  remarkable  that  many  of  the  best  books  of 
all  sorts  have  been  written  by  persons  who,  at  the 
time  of  writing  them,  had  no  intention  of  becom- 
ing authors.  Indeed,  with  a  slight  inclination  to 
systemize  and  exaggerate,  one  might  be  almost 
tempted  to  maintain  the  position, — however  para- 
doxical it  may  at  first  blush  appear, — that  no  good 
book  can  be  written  in  any  other  way ;  that  the 
only  literature  of  any  value  is  that  which  grows 
indirectly  out  of  the  real  action  of  society,  in- 
tended directly  to  efiect  some  other  purpose ;  and 
that  when  a  man  sits  down  doggedly  in  his  study, 
and  says  to  himself,  *«  I  mean  to  write  a  good  book," 
it  is  certain,  firom  the  necessity  of  the  case,  that  the 
result  will  be  a  bad  one. 

To  illustrate  thb  by  a  few  examples:  Shaks- 
peare,  the  Greek  Dramatists,  Lope  and  Caltleron, 
Corneille,  Racine,  and  Molierc, — in  short,  all  the 
dramatic  poets  of  much  celebrity,  prepared  their 
works  for  actual  representation,  at  times  when  the 
drama  was  the  favourite  amusement  Their  plays, 
when  collected,  make  excellent  books.     At  a  later 

of  Polite  Literature  in  England  and  the  United  States; 
Moral  Character  of  the  Jiiterature  of  the  last  and  pre* 
sent  century;  Literary  Character  of  the  Scriptures; 
Progrews  of  Moral  Science;  Discovery  of  America  by 
the  Northmen;  German  Literature;  Battle  of  New  Or- 
leans ;  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill.  This  list,  I  believe,  Is  incom- 
plete. 

•  In  the  Quarterly  Review  he  wrote  chiefly  or  altoge- 
ther on  the  Currency.  In  the  Democratic  Review  hi^prin- 
cipal  articles  are  entitled  The  Spectre  Bridegroom,  from 
BQrger;  The  Water  King,  a  Legend  of  the  Norse;  Tho 
Grecian  Gossips,  imitated  from  Theocritus ;  The  Worth 
of  Woman,  from  Schiller;  Enigma;  The  Framers  of  tho 
Constitution  (two  articles) ;  Mrs.  Sigourney ;  Sketch  of 
Uarro  Harring ;  The  Texas  Question  ;  The  Rc-anncxation 
of  Texas;  Contemporary  Spanish  Poetry;  Greenough's 
Statue  of  Washington ;  The  Young  American ;  The  MaJ- 
thusian  Theory  discussed  in  Letters  to  Professor  George 
Tncker ;  The  Portress,  a  Ballad ;  Tho  Funeral  of  Goethe, 
from  Uarro  Harring. 


period,  when  the  drama  had  in  a  great  roeanuv 
gone  out  of  fashion,  Lord  Byron,  a  man  not  inferior, 
perhaps,  in  poetical  genius  to  any  of  the  pers<»» 
just  mentioned,  undertakes,  without  any  view  to 
the  stage,  to  write  a  book  of  the  same  kind.  What 
is  tho  result?  Something  which,  as  Ninon  de 
I'Enclos  said  of  the  young  Marquis  de  S^vign^, 
lias  very  much  the  character  of  friragteed  tnoit. 
Homer,  again,  or  the  Homcrites,  a  troop  of  wan- 
dering minstrels,  composed,  probably  without  put- 
ting them  to  paper,  certain  songs  and  ballads,  which 
they  sung  at  the  tables  of  the  warriors  and  princes 
of  their  time.  Some  centuries  afterwards,  Pisis- 
tratus  made  them  up  into  a  book,  which  became 
the  bible  of  Greece.  Voltaire,  whose  genius  was 
perhaps  equal  to  that  of  any  of  the  Homerites,  at- 
tempted, in  cold  blood,  to  make  just  such  a  bo<^; 
and  here,  again,  the  product  called  the  Henriadt 
is  no  book,  but  another  lump  of  fricassred  fnov. 
What  are  all  your  pretended  histories  1  FsWes, 
jest  books,  satires,  apologies,  any  thing  but  what 
they  profess  to  be.  Bring  together  the  correspond- 
ence of  a  distinguished  public  character,  a  Wash- 
ington, a  Wellington,  and  then,  for  the  first  time, 
you  have  a  real  history.  Even  in  so  small  a  mat- 
ter as  a  common  letter  to  a  friend,  if  you  write  one 
for  the  sake  of  writing  it,  in  order  to  produce  a 
good  letter  as  such,  you  will  probably  fait  Vilio 
ever  read  one  of  Pliny's  precious  specimens  of  af- 
fectation and  formality,  without  wishing  that  he 
had  perished  in  the  same  eruption  of  Vesurius 
that  destroyed  his  uncle!  On  tho  contrary,  let 
one  who  has  any  thing  to  say  to  another  at  a  dis- 
tance, in  the  way  of  cither  business  or  fiiendship, 
commit  his  thoughts  to  paper  merely  for  the  par- 
pose  of  communicating  them,  and  he  will  not  only 
effect  his  immediate  object,  "but,  howex'er  hn* 
may  be  his  literary  pretensions,  will  cr~ 
write  something  that  may  be  read  with  pi 
an  indifferent  third  person.  In  short 
seems  t«  show  that  every  book,  prep 
view  to  mere  book-making,  is  necessa 
counterfeit,  bearing  the  same  relation  1 
which  the  juggling  of  the  Egyptian  ' 
to  the  miracles  of  Moses. 
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CLAIMS  OF  LITERATURE  UPON 
AMERICANS. 

FBOM  0KATI0?(9  AND  ADDRZBBXi. 


IiTDSPCHDKifcs  and  liberty,  the  great  political 
objects  of  all  communities,  have  been  secured  to 
us  by  our  glorious  ancestors.  In  these  respects, 
we  are  only  required  to  preserve  and  transmit  un- 
impaired to  our  posterifjr  the  inheritance  which 
oar  fathers  bequea^ed  to  us.  To  the  present,  and 
to  the  following  generations,  is  left  the  easier  task 
of  enriching,  with  arts  and  letters,  the  proud  fabric 
of  our  national  glory.  Our  Sparta  is  indeed  a  no- 
ble one.     Let  us  then  do  our  best  for  it 

Let  me  not,  however,  be  understood  to  intimate, 
that  the  pursuits  of  literature  or  the  finer  arts  of 
life,  have  been,  at  any  period  of  our  history,  fo- 
reign to  the  people  of  this  country.  The  found- 
ers of  the  colonies,  the  Winthrops,  the  Smiths, 
the  Ralei^hs,  the  Penns,  the  Oglethorpes,  were 
among  the  most  accomplished  scholars  and  ele- 
gant writers,  as  well  as  the  loftiest  and  purest  spi- 
rits of  their  time.  Their  successors  have  constantly 
sustained,  in  this  respect,  the  high  standard  esta- 
blished by  the  founders.  Education  and  Religion, — 
the  two  great  cares  of  intellectual  and  civilized 
men, — ^were  always  with  them  the  foremost  objects 
of  attention.  The  principal  statesmen  of  the  Re- 
volution virere  persons  of  high  literary  cultivation ; 
their  public  documents  were  declared,  by  Lord 
Chatham,  to  be  equal  to  the  finest  specimens  of 
Crreek  and  Roman  wisdom.  In  every  generation, 
oar  country  has  contributed  its  full  proportion  of 
eminent  writers.  Need  I  mention  names  in  proof 
of  this  1  Recollect  your  Edwards,  erecting,  in 
this  remote  region,  the  standard  of  Orthodoxy,  for 
enlightened  Protestant  Europe.  Recollect  your 
Franklin,  instructing  the  philosophers  of  the  elder 
workl  in  the  deepest  mysteries  of  science ;  her 
statesmen  in  political  economy,  her  writers  in  the 
forms  of  language.  In  the  present  generation, 
your  Irvings,  your  Coopers,  your  Bryants,  with 
their  distinguished  contemporaries,  form,  perhaps, 
the  brightest  constellation  that  remains  in  the  lite- 
rary hemisphere,  since  the  greater  lights  to  whidi 
I  have  pointed  your  attention  already  were  eclipsed ; 
while  the  loftier  heights  of  mathematical,  moral 
I  and  political  science  are  occupied  with  not  inferior 
distinction,  by  your  Bowditches,  your  Adamses, 
your  Channings,  your  Waylands  and  your  Wcb- 
Bters. 

In  Uiis  respect,  then,  our  fathers  did  their  part ; 
oar  friends  of  the  present  generation  are  doing 
tiieirs,  and  doing  it  well.  But  thus  far  the  rela- 
tive position  of  England  and  the  United  States 
has  been  such  that  our  proportional  contribution 
to  the  common  literature  was  naturally  a  small  one. 
~  d,  by  her  great  superiority  in  wealth  and  po- 

I  was  of  course  the  head-quartera  of  science 
ng.     All  this  is  rapidly  changing.     You 
f  touching  the  point  when  your  wealth 
ion  will  equal  those  of  England.    The 
idity  of  your  progress  will,  at  no  dis- 
rive  you  the  ascendency.     It  will  then 
r  poation  to  take  the  lead  in  arts 


and  letters,  as  in  policy,  and  to  give  the  tone  to 
the  literature  of  the  language.  Let  it  be  your 
care  and  study  not  to  show  yourselves  unequal  to 
this  high  calling, — to  vindicate  the  honour  of  the 
new  world  in  this  generous  and  friendly  competi- 
tion with  the  old.  You  will  perhaps  be  told  that 
literary  pureuits  will  disqualify  you  for  the  active 
business  of  life.  Heed  not  the  idle  assertion.  Re- 
ject it  as  a  mere  imagination,  inconsistent  with 
principle,  unsupported  by  experience.  Point  out 
to  those  who  make  it,  the  illustrious  characten 
who^  have  reaped  in  every  age  the  highest  honoura 
of  studious  and  active  exertion.  Show  them  De- 
mosthenes, forging  by  the  light  of  the  midnight 
lamp  those  thunderbolts  of  eloquence,  which 

"Shook  the  arsenal  and  fulmined  over  Greece— 
To  Macedon  and  Anaxerxes*  throne." 

Ask  then  if  Cicero  would  have  been  hailed  with 
rapture  as  the  father  of  his  country,  if  he  had  not 
been  its  pride  and  pattern  in  philosophy  and  let- 
ters. Inquire  whether  Cssar,  or  Frederick,  or  Bo- 
naparte, or  Wellington,  or  Washington,  fought  the 
worse  because  they  knew  how  to  write  their  own 
commentaries.  Remind  them  of  Franklin,  tearing 
at  the  same  time  the  lightning  from  heaven,  and  the 
sceptre  from  the  hands  of  the  oppressor.  Do  they 
say  to  you  that  study  will  lead  you  to  skepticism  t 
Recall  to  their  memory  the  venerable  names  of 
Bacon,  Milton,  Newton  and  Locke.  Would  they 
persuade  you  that  devotion  to  learning  will  with- 
draw your  steps  from  the  paths  of  pleasure  ?  Tell 
them  they  are  mistaken.  Tell  them  that  the  only 
true  pleasures  are  those  which  result  from  the  dili- 
gent exercise  of  all  the  faculties  of  body,  and  mind, 
and  heart,  in  pursuit  of  noble  ends  by  noble  means. 
Repeat  to  them  the  ancient  apologue  of  the  youth- 
ful Hercules,  in  the  pride  of  strength  and  beauty, 
giving  up  his  generous  soul  to  the  worehip  of  vir- 
tue. Tell  them  your  choice  is  also  made.  Tell 
them,  with  the  illustrious  Roman  orator,  you  would 
rather  be  in  the  wrong  with  Plato,  than  in  the  right 
with  Epicurus.  Tell  them  that  a  mother  in  Sparta 
would  have  rather  seen  her  son  brought  home  from 
Imttle  a  corpse  upon  his  shiekl,  than  dishonoured 
by  its  loss.  Tell  Uiem  that  your  mother  is  America, 
your  battle  the  warfare  of  life,  your  shield  the  breast- 
plate of  Religion. 


GREENOUGH'S  STATUE  OF  WASH- 

INGTON. 


GRSSHoueH's  great«frork  has  surpassed  my  ex- 
pectations, high  as  they  were.     It  is  truly  sublime. 

I'he  statue  is  of  colossal  grandeur ;  about  twice 
the  size  of  life.  The  hero  is  represented  in  a  sit- 
ting posture.  A  loose  drapery  covers  the  lower 
part  of  the  figure,  and  is  carried  up  over  the  right 
arm,  which  is  extended,  with  the  elbow  bent  and 
the  forefinger  of  the  hand  pointed  upward.  The 
left  arm  is  stretched  out  a  little  above  the  thigh : 
and  the  hand  holds  a  Roman  sword  reversed. 

The  design  of  the  artist  was,  of  course,  to  indi- 
cate the  ascendency  of  the  civic  and  humane  over 
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the  military  virtues,  which  distingaiihed  the  whole 
career  of  Washington,  and  which  forms  the  great 
glory  of  his  character.  It  was  not  intended  to 
bring  before  the  eye  the  precise  circumstance  under 
which  he  resigned  his  commission  as  commander- 
in-chie£  This  would  have  required  a  standing 
posture  and  a  modem  military  costume ;  and,  with- 
out an  accompanying  group  of  members  of  Con- 
gress, would  have  been  an  incomplete  work.  The 
sword  reversed,  and  the  finger  pointed  upward,  in- 
dicate the  moral  sentiment,  of  which  the  resigna- 
tion of  his  commission,  as  commander-in-chief^  was 
the  strongest  evidence,  without  the  details,  which 
were  inconsistent  with  the  general  plan. 

The  face  is  that  of  Stuart's  portrait,  modified  so  as 
to  exhibit  the  highest  point  of  manly  vigour  and 
maturity.  Though  not  corresponding  exactly  with 
any  of  the  existing  portraits,  it  is  one  of  the  as- 
pects which  the  countenance  of  Washington  must 
necessarily  have  worn  in  the  course  of  his  progress 
through  life,  and  is  obviously  the  proper  one  for  the 
purpose.  In  expression,  the  countenance  is  admira- 
bly adjusted  to  the  character  of  the  subject  and  the 
intention  of  the  work.  It  is  stamped  with  dignity, 
and  radiant  with  benevolence  and  moral  beauty. 

The  execution  is  finished  to  the  extreme  point 
of  perfection,  as  well  in  the  accessories  as  in  the 
statue  itself.  The  seat  is  a  massy  arm-chair  of  an- 
tique form  and  large  dimensions,  the  sides  of  which 
are  covered  with  exquisitely  wrought  bas-reliefs. 
The  subject  of  one  is  the  infant  Hercules  stran- 
gling the  serpent  in  his  cradle :  that  of  the  other, 
Apollo  guiding  the  four  steeds  that  draw  the  cha- 
riot of  the  sun.  The  back  of  the  chair  is  of  open 
work.  At  the  left  comer  is  placed  a  small  statue 
of  Columbus,  holding  in  his  hand  a  sphere,  which 
he  is  examining  with  fixed  attention :  at  the  right 
comer  is  a  similar  small  statue  of  an  Indian  chief. 
The  effect  of  these  comparatively  diminutive  im- 
ages is  to  heighten  by  contrast  the  impression  of 

grandeur,  which  is  made  by  the  principal  figure 

I  moke  no  pretensions  to  connoisseurahip  in  the 
art  of  sculpture,  and  judge  of  the  merit  of  the  work 
merely  by  the  impression  which  it  makes  upon  my 
own  mind  ;  but  I  can  say  for  myself,  that  after  see- 
ing the  most  celebrated  specimens  of  ancient  and 
modern  sculpture  to  be  found  in  Europe,  includ- 
ing the  Laocoon  and  the  Apollo  Belvedere,  with  the 
finest  productions  of  Canova,  Thorwaldsen,  Ser- 
gell  and  Cnantry,  I  consider  the  Washington  of 
Grecnough  as  superior  to  any  of  them,  and  as  the 
master-piece  of  the  art  The  hint  seems  to  have  been 
taken  from  the  Olympian  Jupiter  of  Phidias,  who 
said  himself  that  he  had  dfught  the  inspiration  un- 
der which  he  conceived  the  plan  of  that  great  glory 
of  ancient  sculpture,  from  a  passage  in  the  Iliad. 
In  this  way  the  noble  work  of  Greenough  connects 
itself  by  the  legitimate  filiation  of  kindred  genius, 
transmitting  its  magnetic  impulses  through  the  long 
lines  of  intervening  centuries  with  the  poetry  of 
Homer.  The  vast  dimensions  of  the  Jupiter  of 
Phidias  may  have  made  it  to  the  eye  a  more  im- 
posing and  majestic  monument;  but  if  the  volun- 
tary submission  of  transcendent  power  to  the  mo- 
ral law  of  duty  be,  as  it  certainly  is,  a  more  sublime 


spectacle  ^an  any  positive  exercise  of  Ae 
power  over  inferior  natures,  then  the  subject  of  tbe 
American  sculptor  is  more  truly  divine  than  that  of 
his  illustrious  prototype  in  Greece.  When  Jupitrr 
sfaakes  Olympus  with  his  nod,  tbe  imagination  is 
afiected  by  a  grand  display  of  energy,  but  the  heait 
remains  untouched.  When  Washington,  with  an 
empire  in  his  grasp,  resigns  his  sword  to  the  Presi- 
dent of  Congress,  admiration  of  his  great  intellec- 
tual power  is  mingled  with  the  deepest  emotioos 
of  delightful  sympathy. 


THE  DURABILITY  OF  REPUTATION. 
rmoM  MocKLuumft. 

Thx  age  of  Louis  XIV.  is  universally  cooai- 
deied  as  one  of  the  brightest  periods  in  the  history 
of  civilization.    What  gave  it  this  splendid  preTmi- 
nence?     Louis  XIV.  himself,  although  be  pos- 
sessed  great  qualities  and  eclipsed   the   glory  of 
most  of  his  predecessors,  now  comes  in  for  a  very 
moderate  share  of  the  attention  we  bestow  on  the 
time  in  which  he  Uved.    His  generals,  Conde,  Tu- 
renne,  Luxemburg,  and  tbe  rest, — unquestionably 
men  of  distinguished  talent, — were  yet  in  no  way 
superior  to  the  thunderbolts  of  war  that  have  wasted 
mankind  fi-om  age  to  age,  and  are  now  forgotten. 
His  ministers,  Fouquet,  Colbert,  Louvois,  have  left 
no  marked  traces  in  history.    The  celebrated  beau- 
ties that  charmed  all  eyes  at  the  court  festivals 
have  long  since  mouldered  into  dust.    Yet  we  still 
cling  with  the  deepest  interest  to  the  memory  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XIV.,  because  it  was  the  age  of 
Pascal  and  Comeille,  of  Racine,  Moliere,  and  La 
Fontaine,  of  Bossuet,  Fenelon,  Bourdaloue,  Mas- 
sillon,  La  Bmyere,  La  Rochefoucalt,  and  Madame 
de  8^vign6.    The  time  will  probably  come,  in  the 
progress  of  civilization,  when  the  militaiy  and  dvic 
glories  of  this  period  will  be  still  more  Ughtly,  be- 
cause more  correctly,  estimated  than  they  are  now : 
when  the  King,  who  could  make  war  upon  Hol- 
land, because  he  was  ofiended  by  the  device  of  a 
bourgomaster^s  seal,  and  the  general  who  burnt  the 
Palatinate  in  cold  blood,  will  be  looked  upon, — 
with  all  their  refinement  and  merit  of  a  certain 
kind, — as  belonging  essentially  to  the  same  dssi 
of  semi-barbarians  with  the  Tumerlanes  and  Attilss, 
the  Rolands  and  the  Red  Jackets:  when  the  Foo- 
quets  and  Colberts  will  be  considered  as  possessing 
a  moral  value  very  little  higher  than  that  of  the 
squirrels  and  snakes,  which  they  not  inappropriately 
assumed  as  their  emblems.    But  the  maxims  of 
La  Rochefoucault  will  never  lose  their  point,  nor 
the  poetry  of  Racine  its  charm.    The  graceful  ek>- 
quence  of  Fenelon  will  flow  for  ever  through  tbe  ] 
pages  of  Telemachos,  and  the  latest  posterity  will 
listen  with  as  much  or  even  greater  pleasure  thsn 
their  contemporaries  to  the  discourses  '^f  noMm^ 
and  Massillon.     The  masterly  product' 
great  men  and  their  illustrious  contem 
perpetuate  to  the  *  last  syllable  of  reo 
the  celebrity  which  they  originally  conf 
the  period  when  they  lived,  and  crown  w' 
perennial  and  unfiiding  glory  the  ag<^ 


JAMES  HALL. 


[Bora  irtt.] 


James  Hall,  a  son  of  John  Hall,  formerly 
marshal  for  the  District  of  Pennsylvania,  was 
bom  in  Philadelphia  in  1793.     Intending  to 
educate  him  for  the  mercantile  profession,  his 
fether  placed  him  at  an  early  age  in  acounting- 
hoose;  but  the  business  was  not  congenial 
to  his  tastes,  and  he  soon  quitted  it  to  enter 
opon  Che  study  of  the  law,  in  which  he  was 
engaged  on  the  breaking  out  of  the  war  in 
1 812.    He  now  joined  the  Washington  Grays, 
a  corps  composed  from  the  most  respectable 
young  men  of  the  city,  under  Captain  Condy 
Raguet,and  marched  to  Camp  Dupont,  where 
he  received  a  commission  as  lieutenant  in  the 
army  of  the  United  States.    Transferred  to 
the  company  of  Captain  Biddle,  he  proceeded 
to  Canada,  and  distinguished  himself  in  the 
battles  of  Chippewa,  Lundy's  Lane,  and  Nia- 
gara ;  and  being  despatched  on  a  private  mis- 
sion to  the  enemy  by  General  Brown,  was  de- 
tained, and  finally  compelled  to  find  his  way ' 
home  by  the  St  Lawrence  and  Quebec.  At  the 
close  of  the  war,  disliking  the  inactivity  and 
monotony  of  a  military  life  in  time  of  peace,  he 
resumed  the  study  of  the  law  under  Mr.  James 
Ross,  of  Pittsburgh,  who  had  long  been  inti- 
mately acquainted  with  his  family,  and  on  be- 
ing  admitted  to  the  bar,  resigned  his  commis- 
sion and  removed  to  Shawneetown,  in  Illinois. 
Mr.  Hail  had  already  shown  a  decided  pre- 
dilection for  literature  and  had  written  many 
spirited  or  graceful  trifles  for  the  gazettes,  and 

l^he  now  became  wedded  to  the  occupation  of 
an  author  by  establishing  a  weekly  newspaper 
and.  The  Illinois  Monthly  Magazine,  both  of 
which  were  conducted  by  him  several  years 
with  much  industry  and  ability. 

I  Descending  the  Ohio  river  on  the  way  to 
his  new  home,  in  an  ark,  as  a  kind  of  boat  on 
the  western  waters  is  called,  he  commenced 

»  •>  "-^ries  of  letters  for  publication  in  the  Port 

"    '  Philadelphia,  which  were  subse- 

itten,  and  printed  in  London  un- 

3f  Letters  from  the  West.    They 

by  bis  brother,  Mr.  John  E.  Hall,  who 

of  the  American  Law  Journal,  and  other 

""snce. 
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form  an  interesting  account  of  the  natural  ani 
social  condition  of  the  western  states  as  the} 
were  twenty  years  ago.* 

Besides  editing  and  publishing  his  new» 
paper  and  magazine,  Mr.  Hall  practised  su^ 
cessfuUy  as  a  counsellor.  He  rose  steadily 
in  the  estimation  of  the  people ;  was  appointed 
district  attorney,  and  subsequently  one  of  the 
justices  of  the  Circuit  Court;  and  on  the  r^ 
organization  of  the  judiciary  was  elected  trea^ 
surer  of  the  state.  His  new  duties  rendering 
it  necessary  for  him  to  reside  in  the  capital, 
he  disposed  of  his  property  at  Shawneetown 
and  removed  to  Vandalia,  where  he  remained 
until  he  lost  his  ofSce  by  the  accession  to 
power  of  an  opposing  political  party,  when 
he  went  to  Cincinnati,  to  practise  his  profes- 
sion and  continue  his  literary  pursuits. 

His  first  publication  in  Cincinnati  was  The 
Western  Souvenir  for  1829.  Among  the  arti- 
cles written  for  it  by  himself  was  a  graceful 
poem  entitled  Wedded  Love's  First  Home,f 
and  several  tales  and  sketches,  and  it  con- 
tained pieces  by  Timothy  Flint,  Morgan  Ne- 
ville, and  other  authors,  which  were  quite 
equal  in  their  way  to  the  best  contents  of  the 
more  elegant  annuals  published  in  the  eastern 
cities.  In  1832  he  gave  to  the  public  his 
Legends  of  the  West,  of  which  a  second  edi- 
tion was  issued  in  the  following  year,  and 
about  the  same  time  The  Soldier's  Bride  and 
Other  Tales.  In  1833  he  commenced  The 
W^estem  Monthly  Magazine,  a  literary  mis- 
cellany which  was  continued  three  years,  and 
made  attractive  chiefly  by  his  own  various 
and  numerous  contributions.  He  also  pub- 
lished in  Philadelphia  in  1833  The  Harpe's 
Head,  a  Legend  of  Kentucky,  in  1834  Tales 
of  the  Border,  and  in  1835  Statistics  of  the 
West,  which  in  1838  was  reprinted,  much 
enlarged,  under  the  title  of  Notes  on  the 
Western  States. 

•Letters  from  The  West,  coataining  Sketches  of 
Scenery,  Manners  and  CuMoms,  and  Anecdotes  con- 
nected with  the  First  SetUementr  of  the  western  sec- 
tions of  the  United  States:  By  the  Hon.  Judge  Hall. 
1  vol.  8vo,  pp.  3813.    London,  Henry  Colburn,  1S?S. 

t  See  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  8ih  ed.  pag^e  533. 
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The  splendidly  illustxated  work  in  three 
folio  volumes  entitled  A  History  of  the  Indian 
Tribes  of  North  America,  with  Biographical 
Sketches  and  Anecdotes  of  the  Principal 
Chiefs,  by  Mr.  Hall  and  Mr.  T.  L.  Mc Ken- 
ny, a  large  part  of  whose  life  had  been  passed 
in  the  eervice  of  the  govemment  as  Indian 
agent,  was  begun  about  the  year  1836,  and 
finished  in  1844.  It  contains  one  hundred 
and  twenty  portraits,  engraved  and  coloured 
by  Mr.  Bo  wen,  from  original  pictures  by  Mr. 
McKenny,  and  the  literary  part  of  it,  which  is 
understood  to  have  been  written  chiefly  by 
Mr.  Hall,  has  much  of  the  freshness  and  spi- 
rit, and  to  the  common  reader  all  of  the  inte- 
rest, of  the  sketches  by  Audubon. 

In  1845  Mr.  Hall  published  in  Wiley  and 
Putnam's  Library  of  American  books  The 
Wilderness  and  the  War  Path,  a  collection  of 
tales  illustrative  of  western  life  and  manners, 
most  of  which  had  appeared  in  his  earlier  vo- 


lumes. The  latest  of  his  pablications  which 
I  have  seen  is  an  anniversary  address  delivered 
before  the  Mercantile  Library  Association  of 
Cincinnati  in  April,  1846. 

Mr.  Hall's  writings  are  pervaded  by  a  gen- 
tlemanly tone  and  spirit,  and  have  touches  of 
humour  and  reflective  sentiment.  The  sub- 
jects of  some  of  his  happiest  sketches  are  the 
early  French  settlers  of  Illinois.  The  man- 
ners and  customs  which  have  prevailed  in 
this  state  he  has  depicted  with  much  fidelity, 
though  he  has  been  less  successful  than  some 
others  in  representing  the  frontier  Indian,  to 
whose  character  he  seems  to  have  given  little 
attention.  The  descriptions  of  western  scene- 
ry scattered  through  his  works  are  generally 
graphic  and  truthful. 

His  Sketches  of  the  West  and  Notes  on  the 
Western  States  are  valuable  for  the  informa- 
tion they  contain,  and  will  be  likely  to  live 
longer  than  any  of  his  other  writings. 


PETE  FEATHERTON. 

PROM  THK  WILDKaXBtS  AND  TUB  WAR  PATH. 


EvsRT  country  has  its  superstitions,  and  will 
continue  to  have  them,  so  long  as  men  are  blessed 
with  lively  imaginations,  and  while  any  portion  of 
mankind  remain  ignorant  of  the  causes  of  natural 
phenomena.  1'hat  which  cannot  be  reconciled 
with  experience  will  always  be  attributed  to  su- 
pernatural induence ;  and  those  who  know  little, 
will  imagine  much  more  to  exist  than  has  ever 
been  witnessed  by  their  own  senses.  I  am  not 
displeased  with  this  state  of  things,  for  the  journey 
of  life  would  be  dull  indeed,  if  tliose  who  travel  it 
were  confined  for  ever  to  the  beaten  highway,  worn 
smooth  by  the  sober  feet  of  experience.  To  turn- 
pikes, for  our  beasts  of  burden,  I  have  no  ob- 
jection; but  I  cannot  consent  to  the  erection  of 
railways  for  the  mind,  even  though  the  architect 
l>e  "  wisdom,  whose  ways  arc  pleasant,  and  whose 
paths  are  peace.".  It  is  sometimes  agreeable  to 
stray  oft*  into  the  wilderness  which  fancy  creates, 
to  recline  in  fairy  bowers,  and  to  listen  to  the  mur- 
murs of  imaginary  fountains.  When  the  beaten 
road  becomes  tiresome,  there  are  many  sunny 
spots  where  the  pilgrim  may  loiter  with  advantage 
— many  shady  paths,  whose  labyrinths  may  be 
traced  with  delight  The  mountain  and  the  vale, 
on  whose  scenery  we  gaze  enchanted,  derive  new 
charms,  when  their  deep  caverns  and  gloomy  re- 
cesses are  peopled  with  imaginary  beings. 

But  abovo  all,  the  enlivening  influence  of  fancy 
is  felt  when  it  illumines  our  firesides,  giving  to  the 
wings  of  time,  when  they  grow  heavy,  a  brighter 
plumage,  and  a  more  sprightly  motion.  There 
are  seasons  when  the  spark  of  life  within  us  seems 
to  burn  with  less  than  its  wonted  vigour;  the 


blood  crawls  heavily  through  the  veins ;  the  con- 
tagious chillness  seizes  on  our  companions,  and 
the  sluggish  hours  roll  painfully  along.  Some- 
thing more  than  a  common  impulse  is  then  n^ 
« quired  to  awaken  the  indolent  mind,  and  give  a 
new  tone  to  the  flagging  spirits.  If  necromancy 
draws  her  magic  circle,  we  cheerfully  enter  the 
ring;  if  folly  shakes  her  cap  and  bells,  we  are 
amused;  a  witch  becomes  an  interesting  per«oii- 
age,  and  we  are  even  agreeably  surprised  by  the 
companionable  qualities  of  a  ghost 

We,  who  hve  on  the  frontier,  have  little  ao- 
quaintapce  with  ima^ary  beings.  These  gentry 
never  emigrate;  they  seem  to  have  strong  local 
attachments,  which  not  even  the  charms  of  a  new 
country  can  overcome.  A  few  witches,  indeed, 
were  imported  into  New  England  by  the  Puritans ; 
but  were  so  badly  Msed,  that  the  whole  race  seems 
to  have  been  disgusted  with  new  settlements. 
With  them  the  spirit  of  adventure  expired,  and 
the  weird  women  of  the  present  day  wisely  cling 
to  the  soil  of  the  old  countries.  That  we  have 
but  few  ghosts  will  not  be  deemed  a  matter  of  sur- 
prise by  those  who  have  observed  how  miserably 
destitute  we  are  of  accommodations  for  such  inha- 
bitants. We  have  no  baronial  castles,  nor  mined 
mansions ; — no  turrets  crowned  with  ivy.  nor  an- 
cient abbeys  crumbling  into  decay ;  and  it  woald 
be  a  paltry  spirit  who  woilld  be  content  to  wander 
in  the  forest  by  silent  rivers  and  solitary  swamps. 

It  i^  even  imputed  to  us  as  a  reproach  by 
lightened  foreigners,  that  our  land  is  altoge 
populated  with  the  living  descendants  of  Ada 
creatures  with  thews  and  sinews,  who  eat  v 
they  are  hungry,  laugh  when  they  are  tickled, 
die  when  they  are  done  living.  The  creatui 
romance,  say  they,  exist  not  in  our  terril 
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witch,  a  ghost,  or  a  brownie  perishes  in  America, 
18  a  serpent  is  said  to  die  the  instant  it  touches 
the  uncongenial  soil  of  Ireland.  This  is  true  only 
in  part  If  we  have  no  ghosts,  we  are  not  without 
miracles.  Wonders  have  happened  in  these  United 
States.  Mysteries  have  occurred  in  the  Valley  of 
the  Mississippi.  Supernatural  events  have  tran- 
spired on  the  borders  of  **  the  beautiful  stream ;" 
and  in  order  to  rescue  my  country  from  undeserved 
reproach,  I  shall  proceed  to  narrate  an*  authentic 
history  which  I  received  from  the  lips  of  the  party 
principally  concerned. 

A  clear  moniing  had  succeeded  a  stormy  night 
in  December ;  the  snow  laid  ankle-deep  upon  the 
ground,  and  glittered  on  the  boughs,  while  the 
bracing  air  and  the  cheerful  sunbeams  invigorated 
the  animal  creation,  and  called  forth  the  tenants 
of  the  forest  from  their  warm  Ij^rs  and  hidden 
lurking-places. ' 

The  inmates  of  a  small  cabin  on  the  margin  of 
the  Ohio  were  commencing  with  the  sun  the  busi- 
ness of  the  day.  A  stout,  raw-boned  forester  plied 
his  keen  axe,  and,  lugging  log  afler  log,  erected  a 
pile  on  the  ample  hearth,  sufficiently  large  to  have 
rendered  the  last  honours  to  the  stateliest  ox.  A 
female  was  paying  her  morning  visit  to  the  cow- 
yard,  where  a  numerous  herd  of  cattle  claimed  her 
attention.  The  plentiful  breakfast  followed ;  corn- 
bread,  milk,  and  venison  crowned  the  oaken  board, 
while  a  tin  coffee-pot  of  ample  dimensions  supplied 
the  beverage  which  is  seldom  wanting  at  the  mom- 
'ing  repast  of  the  substantial  American  farmer. 

The  breakfast  over,  Mr.  Fcatherton  reached 
do^  a  long  rifle  from  the  rafters  and  commenced 
certain  preparations,  fraught  with  danger  to  the 
brute  inhabitants  of  the  forest.  The  lock  was 
carefully  examined,  the  screws  tightened,  the  pan 
wiped,  the  flint  renewed,  and  the  springs  oiled ; 
and  the  keen  eye  of  the  backwoodsman  glittered 
with  an  ominous  lustre,  as  its  glance  rested  on  the 
destructive  engine.  His  blue-eyed  partner,  lean- 
ing fondly  on  her  husband^s  shoulder,  essayed  ^ 
those  coaxing  and  captivating  blandishments,  which 
every  young  wife  so  well  understands,  to  detain 
her  hushqpd  from  the  contemplated  sport.  Every  ■ 
pretext  was  urged  with  affectionate  pertinacity 
which  female  ingenuity  could  supply ; — the  wind 
whistled  bleakly  over  the  hills,  the  snow  lay  deep 
in  the  valleys,  the  deer  would  surely  not  venture 
abroad  in  such  bitter  cold  weather,  the  adventu- 
rous hunter  might  get  his  toes  frost-bitten,  and  her 
own  hours  would  be  sadly  lonesome  in  his  absence. 
He  smiled  in  silence  at  the  arguments  of  his  bride, 
for  such  she  was,  and  continued  his  preparations 
with  the  cooL  but  good-naturcfi  d  ^termination  of 
one  who  is  nftto  be  turned  from  his  purpose. 

He  was  indeed  a  person  with  whom  such  argu- 

mi*nts,  except  the  last,  would  not  be  very  likply  to 

aiL     Mr.  Peter  Featherton,  or  as  he  was  fa- 

rly  called  by  all  who  knew  him,  Pete  Fea- 

»n,  was  a  bold,  rattling  Kentuckian  of  twenty- 

»  possessed  the  characteristic  peculiarities 

(untrymen — good  and  evil — in  a  striking 

His  red  hair  and  sanguine  complexion 

-^  an  ardent  temperament;  his  tall  form 


and  bony  limbs  indicated  an  active  frvme  inured 
to  hardships;  his  piercing  eye  and  high  cheek- 
bones evinced  the  keenness  and  resolution  of  his 
mind.  He  was  adventurous,  frank,  and  social — 
boastful,  credulous,  illiterate,  and  at  times  wonder- 
fully addicted  to  the  marvellous.  His  imagination 
was  a  warm  and  fruitful  soil,  in  which  "  tall  oaks 
from  httle  acorns  grew,"  and  his  vocabulary  was 
overstocked  with  superlatives.  He  loved  his  wife 
— no  mistake  about  that — but  next  to  her  his 
afiections  entwined  themselves  about  his  gun,  and 
expanded  over  his  horse ;  he  was  true  to  his  friends, 
never  missed  an  election  day,  turned  his  back 
upon  a  frolic,  nor  affected  to  dislike  a  social  glass. 
•  He  believed  that  the  best  qualities  of  all  coun- 
tries were  combined  in  Kentucky;  and  had  the 
most  whimsical  manner  of  expressing  his  national 
attachments.  He  was  firmly  convinced  that  the 
battle  of  the  Thames  was  the  most  sanguinary 
conflict  of  the  age— *«  a  raal^cg'Iar  skrhnmagc," — 
and  extolled  Colonel  Dick  Johnson  as  a  "  severe 
old  colt."  He  would  admit  freely  that  Napoleon 
was  a  great  genius — Mctternich,  Castlereagh  •♦  and 
them  fellows"  knew  "  a  thing  or  two,"  but  then 
they  "were  no  part  of  a  priming  to  Henry  Clay." 
When  entirely  "  at  himself" — to  use  his  own 
language^that  is  to  say,  when  duly  sober,  Pete 
was  friendly  and  rational,  courteous,  and  consider- 
ate, and  a  better  tempered  fellow  never  shouldered 
a  rifle.  But  he  was  a  social  man,  who  was  liable 
to  be  "  overtaken, "»  and  let  him  get  a  glass  too 
much,  and  there  was  no  end  to  his  extravagance. 
Then  it  was  that  his  genius  bloomed  and  brought 
forth  strange  boasts  and  strong  oaths,  his  loyalty 
to  old  Kentuck  waxed  warm,  and  his  faith  in  his 
horse,  his  gun,  and  his  own  manhood  grew  into 
idolatry.  Always  bold  and  self-satisfied,  and  ha- 
bitually energetic  in  the  expression  of  his  predilec- 
tions, he  nowliecame  invested  with  the  agreeable 
properties  of  the  snapj)ing-turtle,  the  alUgator,  and 
the  steamboat,  and  gifled  with  the  most  alTable 
and  aiTeQtioQate  spirit  of  autobiography.  It  was 
now  that  he  would  dwell  u()on  his  own  bodily 
powers  and  prowess  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  de- 
votee, and*&s.the  climax  of  this  rhetorical  display, 
would  slap  his  hands  together,  spring  perpendicu- 
larly into  the  air,  and  aflcr  uttering  a  yell  worthy 
of  the  stoutest  Winnebago,  swear  that  he  was 
"  the  best  man  in  the  country,"  and  *'  could  whip 
his  weight  in  wild  cats,"  "  no  two  ways  about  it" 
— he  was  «  not  afraid  of  no  man,  no  way  you 
could  fix  it;"  and  finally,  afler  many  other  extra- 
vagancies, he  would  urge,  with  no  gentle  asseve- 
ration, liis  ability  to  «♦  ride  through  a  crab>apple 
orchard  on  a  streak  of  lightning." 

In  addition  to  all  this,  which  one  would  think 
was  enough  for  any  reasonable  man,  Pete  would 
sometimes  brag  that  he  had  the  best  gun,  the  pret- 
tiest wife,  the  best-looking  sister,  and  the  fastest 
nag  in  all  Kentuck ;  and  that  no  man  dare  say  to 
the  contrary.  It  is  but  justice  to  remark,  that 
there  was  more  truth  in  this  last  lioast  than  is 
usually  found  on  such  occasions,  and  that  Pete 
had  good  reason  to  be  proud  of  his  horse,  his  gun, 
and  his  lady-love. 
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These,  howerer,  were  the  happy  momente  which 
are  few  and  &r  between ;  they  were  the  brilliant 
inspirations  playing  like  the  lightning  in  an  over- 
heated atmosphere, — gleaming  over  the  turbid 
stream  of  existence,  as  the  meteor  flashes  through 
the  gloom  of  the  night  When  the  fit  was  ofl^ 
Pete  was  a  quiet,  good-natured,  listless  soul,  as 
one  would  see  on  asummer^sday — strolling  about 
with  a  grave  aspect,  a  drawling,  and  a  deliberate 
gait,  a  stoop  of  the  shoulders,  and  a  kind  of  gene- 
ral relaxation  of  the  whole  outward  and  inward 
man — in  a  state  of  entire  freedom  from  restraint, 
reflection,  and  want,  and  without  any  impulse 
strong  enough  to  call  forth  his  latent  manhood — 
as  the  panther,  with  whom  he  often  compared 
himself,  when  his  appetite  for  food  is  sated,  sleeps 
calmly  in  his  lair,  or  wanders  harmlessly  through 
his  native  thickets. 

Our  hero  was  a  farmer,  or  as  the  very  appro- 
priate phrase  is,  **  made  a  crt^"  on  his  own  land 
— for  besides  making  a  crop  he  performed  but  few 
of^he  labours  of  the  husbandman.  While  plant- 
ing his  com,  tending  it,  and  gathering  in  the  har- 
vest, he  worked  with  a  good  will ;  but  these,  thanks 
to  a  prolific  soil  and  a  free  country,  were  all  his 
toils,  and  they  occupied  not  half  of  the  year,  the 
remainder  of  which  was  spent  in  the  more  manly 
and  gentlemanly  employments  of  hunting,  attend- 
ing elections,  and  officiating  at  horse-races.  He 
was  a  rare  hand  at  a  "  shucking,"  a  houw  raising, 
or  a  log  rolling ;  merry  and  strong,  he  worked  like 
a  young  giant,  and  it  was  worth  while  to  hear  the 
gladsome  tones  of  his  clear  voice,  and  the  inspiring 
sound  of  his  loud  laugh ;  while  the  way  he  handled 
the  axe,  the  beauty  and  keenness  of  the  implement, 
the  weight  and  precision  of  the  blows,  and  the 
gracefulness  of  the  action,  were  sucl\  as  are  not 
seen  except  in  the  wilderness,  where  chopping  is 
an  accomplishment  as  well  as  the  most  useful  of 
labours. 

It  will  readily  be  perceived  that  our  hunter  was 
not  one  who  could  be  turned  from  his  purpose  by 
the  prospect  of  danger  or  fatigue;  and  a  few  mi- 
nuteif  sufficed  to  complete  his  preparations.  His 
feet  were  cased  in  moccasins,  and  his  legs  in  wrap- 
pers of  dressed  deerskin ;  and  he  was  soon  accou- 
tred with  a  powder-horn,  quaintly  carved  alt  over 
with  curious  devices, — an  ample  pouch  with  flints, 
patches,  balls,  and  other  *<  fixens** — and  a  hunter's 
knife. — and  throwing  *«  Brown  .  Bess."  for  so  he 


Uke  •  akilful  diplomatist,  which  he  knew  would 
not  be  accepted,  and  feigning  great  eagemeM  to 
accede  to  any  reasonable  proposition,  while /in- 
wardly resolved  to  reject  all,  he  magnified  the  per- 
fections of  Brown  Bess. 

*<  She  can  do  any  thing  bc||  talk,**  said  he.  «If 
she  had  legs  she  could  hunt  by  heraelfl  It  is  a 
pleasure  to  Me  her — I  naterall/  believe  there  if 
not  a  rifle  south  of  Green  river  that  can  throw  a 
ball  so  fur,  or  so  true.  I  can  put  a  bullet  in  that 
tree,  down  the  road,  a  mile  off." 

<'  You  can't  do  it,  Pete— 1*11  bet  a  treat  for  the 
whole  company." 

♦*  No" — said  the  hunter.  « I  could  do  it — but 
I  don't  want  to  strain  my  gun." 

These  discussions  consumed  much  time  and 
much  whisky — for  the  rule  on  such  occasions  is, 
that  he  who  rejects  an  offer  to  trade  must  treat  the 
company,  and  thus  every  point  in  the  negotiati<Mi 
costs  a  pint  of  spirita. 

At  length,  bidding  adieu  to  his  companions,  Pete 
struck  into  the  forest — it  was  getting  late,  and  he 
**  must  look  about  pretty  peart,"  ho  said,  to  get  a 
venison  l)efore  night  Lightly  crushing  the  oiow 
beneath  his  active  feet,  he  beat  up  the  coverts  and 
traversed  all  the  accustomed  haunts  of  the  deer. 
He  mounted  every  hill  and  descended  into  every 
valley — not  a  thicket  escaped  the  penetrating 
glance  of  his  practised  eye.  Fruitless  labour!  not 
f^deer  was  to  be  seen.  Pete  marvelled  at  this  un- 
usual circumstance,  as  the  deer  were  very  abun- 
dant in  this  neighbourhood,  and  no  one  knew  bet- 
ter where  to  look  for  them  than  hiinselfl 

But  what  surprised  him  still  more,  was,  that  the 
woods  were  less  familiar  to  him  than  formerly. 
He  knew  them  "  like  a  l>ook."  He  thought  be 
was  acquainted  with  every  tree  within  ten  miles 
of  his  cabin  ;  but  now,  although  he  certainly  had 
not  wandered  so  far,  some  of  the  objects  around 
him  seemed  strange,  while  others  again  were 
faintly  recognised:  and  there  was,  altogether,  a 
singular  confusion  in  the  character  of  the  scenery, 
which  was  partly  familiar  and  partly  new ;  or  rather, 
in  which  many  of  the  component  parts  were  sepa- 
rately well  known,  but  were  so  mixed  upland 
changed  in  relation  to  each  other,  as  to  tmffle  even 
the  knowledge  of  an  expert  woodsman. 

The  more  he  looked,  the  more  he  was  bewil- 
dered. Had  such  a  thing  been  possible,  he  woukl 
have  thought  hitnself  a  lost  man.     He  came  to  a 


called    his    rifle,   over    his    shoulder,   he   sallied 
forth. 

But  in  passing  a  store  hard  by,  which  supplied 
the  country  with  gunpowder,  whisky,  and  other 
necessaries,  as  well  as  with  the  luxuries  of  tea« 
sugar,  coflbe,  calico,  calomel,  and  chandlery,  he 
was  hailed  by  one  of  the  neighbours,  who  invited 
him  to  *'  light  off  and  take  something."  Pete  said 
he  had  "  no  occasion,"  but  "  rather  than  be  nice," 
he  dismounted  and  joined  a  festive  circle,  among 
whom  the  cup  was  circulating  frc)^ly.  Here  he 
was  soon  challenged  to  swap  rifles,  and  being  one 
of  those  whp  could  not  "  stand  a  banter,"  he  ban- 
tered back  again  without  the  least  intention  of 
parting  with  his  favourite  weapon.     Making  ofiers 


stream  which  had  heretofore  rolled  to  the  weat, 
but  now  its  course  pointed  to  the  east;  and  the 
shadows  of  the  tall  trees,  which,  according  to 
Pete's  experience  and  philosophy,  ought  at  noon 
to  fall  toward  the  north,  all  pointfj^  to  the  south. 
He  looked  at  his  right  and  his  Im  hands,  some- 
what puzzled  to  know  which  was  which;  then 
scratched  his  head — but  scratching  the  head,  though 
a  good  thing  in  its  way,  will  not  iilways  get  a  mail 
out  of  a  scrape.  He  cast  his  eye  upon  his  own 
shadow,  which  had  never  deceived  him — when  lo! 
a  still  more  extraordinary  phenomenon  presented 
itself,  rt  was  travelling  round  him  like  the  shade 
on  a  dial — only  a  great  deal  faster,  as  it  veered 
round  to  all  the  points  of  the  compaas  in  the  coone 
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of  a  single  minute.  Mr.  Peter  Featherton  was 
•«  in  a  bad  fix." 

It  was  Tery  evident,  too,  from  the  dryneto  of  the 
snow  and  the  britUdnesa  of  the  twigs  which  snapped 
off  as  he  brushed  his  way  through  the  thickets, 
that  the  weather  wab  intensely  cold ;  yet  the  per- 
spiration was  rolling  in  large  drops  from  his  brow. 
He  stopped  at  tf  clear  spring,  and  thrusting  his 
hands  into  the  cold  water,  attempted  to  carry  a 
portion  to  his  lips ;  but  the  element  recoiled  and 
hissed,  as  if  his  hands  and  lips  had  been  composed 
of  red  hot  iron.  Pete  felt  quite  puzzled  when  he 
reflected  on  all  these  contradictions  in  the  aspect 
of  nature ;  and  began  to  consider  what  act  of  wick- 
edness he  had  been  guilty  of  which  couid  have 
rendered  him  so  hateful,  that  the  deer  fled  at  his 
approach,  the  streams  turned  back,  and  the  sha- 
dows fell  the  wrong  way,  or  danced  round  their 
centre. 

He  began  to  g^ow  alarmed,  and  would  have 
liked  to  turn  back,  but  was  ashamed  to  betray 
such  weakness,  even  to  himself;  and  being  natu- 
rally bold,  he  resolutely,  kept  on  his  way.  At  last, 
to  his  great  joy,  he  espied  the  tracks  of  deer  im- 
printed on  the  snow:  they  were  fresh  signs — and, 
dashing  upon  the  trail  with  the  alacrity  of  a  well- 
trained  hound,  he  pursued  in  hopes  of  soon  over- 
taking the  game.  Presently  he  discovered  the 
tracks  of  a  man  who  had  struck  the  same  trail  in 
advance  of  him,  and  supposing  it  to  be  one  of  his 
neighbours,  he  quickened  his  pace,  as  well  to  gain 
a  companion,  which  in  the  present  state  of  his 
feelings  he  so  much  needed,  as  to  share  the  spoil 
with  his  fellow-hunter.  Indeed,  in  his  present 
situation  and  condition  of  mind,  Pete  thought  he 
would  be  willing  to  give  half  of  what  he  was  worth 
for  the  sight  of  a  human  face. 

**  I  don'rlike  the  signs,  no  how/*  said  he,  cast* 
ing  a  rapid  glance  around  him;  and  then  throwing 
his  eyes  downward  at  his  own  shadow,  which  had 
ceased  its  rotatory  moti^,  and  was  now  swinging 
backward  and  forward  like  a  pendulum — ^  I  don't 
like  the  signs,  no  way  they^can  be  fixed." 

«  You  are  not  scared,  are  you,  Pete  ?"  he  con- 
tinued, smiling  at  the  oddity  of  such  a  question. 

«  Oh  no,  bless  your  heart,  Mr.  Featherton,  Fm 
not  scared — Fm  not  of  that  breed  of  dogs^there's 
no  back  out  in  me— but  then  I  must  say — to  speak 
sentimentally — that  I  feel  sort  o'  jubus — I  do  so. 
But  FU  soon  see  whether  other  people*s  shadows 
act  the  fool  like  mine." 

Upon  further  observation,  there  appeared  to  be 
something  peculiar  in  the  human  tracks  before 
him,  which  were  evidently  made  by  a  pair  of  feet 
which  were  t(fl$  fellows— or  were  odd  fellowt — for 
one  of  them  Was  larger  than  the  other.  As  there 
was  no  person  in  the  settlement  who  was  thus  de- 
formed, Pete  began  to  doubt  whether  it  might  not 
be  the  devil,  who  in  borrowing  shoes  to  conceal 
his  cloven  hoofs  might  have  got  those  that  did  not 
match.  He  stopped  and  scratched  his  head,  as 
many  a  learned  ^liloeopher  has  done,  when  placed 
between  the  horns  of  a  dilemma  less  perplexing 
than  that  which  now  vexed  the  spirit  of  our  hunter. 
It  was  said  long  ago,  that  there  is  a  tide  in  the 


afiairs  of  men ;  and  although  our  good  friend  Pete 
had  never  seen  this  sentiment  in  black  and  white, 
yet  it  is  one  of  those  truths  which  are  written  in 
the  heart  of  every  reasonable  being,  and  was  only 
copied  by  the  poet  from  the  great  book  of  nature, 
a  source  from  which  he  was  a  great  borrower.  It 
readily  occurred  to  Pete  on  this  occasion ;  and  as 
he  had  enjoyed  through  life  an  uninterrupted  tide 
of  success,  ike  reflected  whether  the  stream  of  for- 
tune might  not  have  changed  its  course  like  the 
brooks  he  had  crossed,  whose  waters,  for  some 
sinister  reason,  seemed  to  be  crawling  up-hill. 

He  stopped,  drew  out  his  handkerchief,  and 
wiped  the  perspiration  fi-om  his  brow.  *<This 
thing  of  being  scared,"  said  he,  **  makes  a  man  feel 
mighty  queer — the  way  it  brings  the  sweat  out  is 
curious !"  And  again  it  occurred  to  him,  that  it 
was  incumbent  on  him  to  see  the  end  of  the  ad- 
venture, as  otherwise  he  would  show  a  want  of 
that  courage  which  he  had  been  taught  to  consider 
as  the  chief  of  the  cardinal  virtues.  . 

**  I  can't  back  out,"  said  he,  **  I  never  was  nig^ 
to  it,  no  how ;  and  if  the  devil's  a  mind  to  hunt  in 
this  range,  he  shan't  have  all  the  game." 

Then  falling  into  the  sentimental  vein,  as  one 
naturally  does  from  the  hercNC :  **  Here's  this  han- 
kercher  that  my  Polly  hemmed  for  me,  and  marked 
the  two  first  letters  of  my  name  on  it — P.  for  Pete 
and  F.  Featherton — would  she  do  the  like  of  that 
for  a  coward  ?  Could  I  ever  look  in  her  pretty 
face  again  if  I  was  mean  enough  to  be  scared  1 
No — I'll  go  ahead — let  what  will  come." 

He  soon  overtook  the  person  in  advance  of  him, 
who,  as  he  had  suspected,  was  a  perfect  stranger. 
He  had  halted  and  was  quietly  seated  on  a  log, 
gazing  at  the  sun,  when  our  hunter  approached 
and  saluted  him  with  the  usual  hearty,  *<  How  are 
you,  stranger  1"  The  person  addressed  made  no 
reply,  but  continued  to  gaze  at  the  sun,  as  if  to- 
tally unconscious  that  any  other  individual  was 
present  He  was  a  small,  thin  old  man,  with  a 
gray  beard  of  about  a  month's  growth,  and  a  long 
sallow  melancholy  visage,  while  a  tarnishe^  suit  of 
snuff-coloured  clothes,  cut  afler  the  quaint  fashion 
of  some  religious  sect,  hung  loosely  about  his  shri- 
velled person. 

Our  bold  backwoodsman,  somewhat  awed,  now 
coughed,  threw  the  butt  end  of  his  gun  heavily  up- 
on the  frozen  ground,  and,  still  failing  to  elicit  any 
attention,  quietly  seated  himself  on  the  other  end 
of  the  log  occupied  by  the  stranger.  Both  re- 
mained silent  for  some  minutes — Pete  with  open 
mouth  and  glaring  eyeballs,  observing  his  compa- 
nion with  mute  astonishment,  and  the  latter  look- 
ing at  the  sun. 

*<  It's  a  warm  day,  this,"  said  Pete,  at  length, 

passing  his  hand  across  his  brow,  as  he  spoke,  and 

sweeping  off  the  heavy  drops  of  perspiration  that 

hung  there.     But  receiving  no  answer,  he  began 

to  get  nettled.     He  thought  himself  not  civilly 

treated.    His,  native  assurance,  which  had  been 

damped  by  the  mysterious  deportment  of  the  per* 

son  who  sat  before  him,  revived.     "  One  man's  as 

good  as  another" — thought  he ;  and^screwing  up 

his  courage  to  the  sticking  point,  he  arose,  ap- 
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proached  the  silent  man,  and  slapping  him  on  the 
back,  exclaimed — 

«<  Well,  stranger !   don*t  the  san  look  mighty 
droll  away  out  there  in  the  north  V* 

As  the  heavy  hand  fell  on  his  shoulder,  the 
stranger  slowly  turned  his  face  toward  Pete,  who 
recoil^  several  paces, — then  rising  without  pay- 
ing the  abashed  hunter  any  further  attention,  he 
began  to  pursue  the  trail  of  the  deer.  Pete  pre- 
pared to  follow,  when  the  other,  turning  upon  him 
with  a  stem  glance,  inquired : 
"Who  are  you  tracking  1" 
«  Not  you,"  replied  the  hunter,  whose  alarm  had 
subsided  when  the  enemy  began  to  retreat ;  and 
whose  pride,  piqued  by  the  abruptness  with  which 
he  had  been  treated,  enabled  him  to  assume  his 
usual  boldness  of  manner. 

«  Why  do  you  follow  this  trail,  then  1" 
« I  trail  deer." 

*<  You  must  not  pursue  them  further,  they  are 
mine !" 

^he  sound  of  the  stranger's  voice  broke  the  spell 
which  had  hung  over  Peter's  natural  impudence, 
and  he  now  shouted — 

"  FottT  deer !  that's  droll  too !  who  ever  heard 
of  a  man  claiming  the  deer  in  the  woods !" 
"  Provoke  me  not, — I  tell  you  they  are  mine." 
«*WelI,  now — you're  a  comical  chap!  Why 
stranger, — the  deer  are  wild  !  They're  jist  nateral 
to  the  woods  here,  the  same  as  the  timber.  You 
might  as  well  say  the  wolves  and  the  painters  are 
yours,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  wild  varments." 

"  The  tracks  you  behold  here  are  those  of  wild 
deer,  undoubtedly — but  they  are  mine.  I  routed 
them  from  their  bed,  and  am  driving  them  homo." 
"  Home— where  is  your  homel"  inquired  Pete, 
at  the  same  time  casting  an  inquisitive  glance  at 
tha  stranger's  feet. 

To  this  home  question  no  reply  was  given,  and 
Pete,  fancying  that  he  had  got  the  best  of  the 
altercation,  pushed  his  advantage, — adding  sneer- 
ingly— 

"  Cqpldn't  you  take  a  pack  or  two  of  wolves 
along  ?  We  can  spare  you  a  small  gang.  It  is 
mighty  wolfy  about  here." 

**  If  you  follow  any  further  it  is  at  your  peril," 
said  the  stranger. 

«  You  don't  reckon  Fm  to  be  skeered,  do  you  ? 
If  you  do,  you  are  barking  up  the  wrong  tree. 
There's  no  back  out  in  none  of  ray  breed,  no  how. 
You  mustn't  come  over  them  words  agin,  stranger." 

« I  repeat " 

**  You  had  best  not  repeat — I  allow  no  man  to 
do  that  to  me" — interrupted  the  irritated  woods- 
man. "  You  must  not  imitate  the  like  of  that  I'm 
Yirginy  born,  and  Kentucky  raised,  and  drot  my 
skin,  if  I  take  the  like  of  that  from  any  man — no, 
sir !" 

"  Desist,  rash  man,  from  altercation — ^I  despise 
your  threats !" 

"  The  same  to  you,  sir ! 

"I  tell  you  what,  stranger!"  continued  Pete, 
endeavonTiitt|.to  imitate  the  coolness  of  the  other, 
«  as  to  the  ^lly  of  a  deer  or  two— I  don't  vally 
them  to  the  tantamount  of  this  here  cud  of  tobacco ; 


but  I'm  not  to  be  backed  out  of  my  tracks.  So 
keep  ofl^  stranger — don't  come  fooling  about  ma. 
I  might  hurt  you.  I  feel  mighty  wolfy  about  the 
head  and  shoulders.  Keep  off,  I  say,  or  you  mi^t 
run  agin  a  snag." 

With  this  the  hunter  **  squared  himf«lf,  and  sot 
his  triggers,"  fully  determined  either  to  hunt  the 
disputed  game,  or  be  vanquished  in  combat  To 
his  surprise,  the  stranger,  without  appearing  to 
notice  bis  preparations,  advanced  and  blew  with 
his  breath  upon  his  rifle. 

"  Your  gun  is  charmed  !"  said  he.  **  From  this 
day  forward  you  will  kill  no  deer." 

So  saying,  that  mysterious  old  man,  with  the 
most  provoking  coolness,  resumed  his  way  ;  while 
Pete  remained  bewildered;  and  fancied  that  be 
smelt  brimstone. 

Pete  Featherton  remdncd  a  moment  or  two  lost 
in  confusion.  He  then  thought  he  would  pursue 
the  stranger,  and  punish  him  as  well  for  his  threats 
as  for  the  insult  intended  to  liis  gun  ;  but  a  liltle 
reflection  induced  him  to  change  his  decision.  The 
confident  manner  in  which  that  singular  being 
had  spoken,  together  with  a  kind  of  vague  assu- 
rance in  his  own  mind  that  the  spell  had  rcaliy 
taken  effect,  so  unmanned  and  stupiiied  him,  that 
he  quietly  "  took  the  back  track"  and  strode  home- 
ward. He  had  not  gone  far,  when  he  saw  a  fine 
buck  half-concealed  among  the  hazel  bushes  which 
beset  his  path ;  and  resolved  to  know  at  oace  how 
matters  stood  between  Brown  Bess  and  the  pre- 
tended conjurer,  he  took  a  deliberate  aim,  fired, — 
and  away  bounded  the  buck  unharmed ! 

With  a  heavy  heart  our  mortified  forester  re- 
entered his  own  dwelling  and  replaced  his  degraded 
weapon  in  its  accustomed  berth  under  the  raAers. 
"  You  have  been  long  gone,"  said  his  wife,  **  but 
where  is  the  venison  you  promised  me  1" 

Pete  was  constrained  to  confess  that  he  had  shot 
nothing. 

«  That  is  strange !"  said  the  lady,  <*  I  never  knew 
you  fail  before." 

Pete  fram.ed  twenty  excuses.  He  had  felt  un- 
well— his  gun  was  out  of  fix — it  was  a  bad  day 
for  hunting — the  moon  was  not  in  the  right  place 
— and  there  were  no  deer  stirring. 

Hadinot  Pete  been  a  very  young  husband,  ho 
would  have  known  that  the  vigilant  eye  of  a  wife 
is  not  to  be  deceived  by  feigned  apologies.  Fe- 
male curiosi^  never  sleeps ;  and  the  love  of  a  de- 
voted wife  is  the  most  sincere  and  the  most  absorb- 
ing of  human  passions.  Pretty  Mrs.  Featherton 
saw  at  a  glance  that  something  had  happened  to 
her  helpmate,  more  than  he  was  wil|iog  to  confess; 
and  being  quite  as  tenacious  as  hionblf,  in  her  re- 
luctance against  being  "  backed  out  of  her  tracks," 
she  determined  to  bring  her  inferior  moiety  to 
auricular  confession,  and  advanced  firmly  to  her 
object,  until  Pete  was  compelled  to  own,  **  That 
he  believed  Brown  Bess  was,  somehow— eort  o' — 
charmed." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Featherton !"  remonstrated  his 
sprightly  bride,  leaning  fondly  on  his  shoulder 
and  parting  the  long  red  locks  on  his  forehead-^ 
<(  are  you  not  ashamed  to  tell  me  such  a  talc  as 
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thmt !  Charmed  indeed!  Ah,  well,  I  know  how 
it  is.  You  have  been  down  at  the  store  shooting 
for  half  pints!" 

**  No,  indeed — *^  replied  the  husband  emphati- 
cally, **  I  wish  I  may  be  kissed  to  death  if  IVe 
pulled  a  trigger  for  a  dr6p  of  liquor  this  day.'' 

Ah,  Peter — what  a  sad  evasion  was  that! 
Surely  the  adversary  when  he  blew  his  breath — 
sadly  sulphureous  of  smell — upon  thy  favourite 
gun,  breathed  into  tbee  the  spirit  of  lying,  of  which 
he  is  the  father.  Mrs.  Featherton  saw  farther  into 
a  millstone  than  he  was  aware  of— but  she  kept 
her  own  counseL 

"  I  believe  you,  Peter, — ^you  did  not  thoot  for  it 
— ^but  do  now — that's  a  dear  good  soul ! — tell  me 
where  you  have  been,  and  what  has  happened  ? 
You  are  not  well— or  something  is  wrong — for 
never  did  Pete  Featherton  and  Brown  Ben  fail 
to  get  a  venison  any  day  in  the  year." 

SooUied  by  this  well-timed  compliment,  and  not 
unwilling  to  have  the  aid  of  counsel  in  this  trying 
emergency,  and  to  apply  to  his  excited  spirit  the 
balm  of  conjugal  sympathy,  Pete  narrated  minutely 
to  his  wife  all  the  particulars  of  his  meeting  with 
the  mysterious  stranger.     The  lady  was  all  atten- 
tion; but  was  as  much  wonder-struck  as  Pete 
himself.     She  had  heard  of  spells  being  cast  upon 
guas,  and  so  had  Peter — often — but  then  neither 
of  them  had  ever  known  such  a  case  in  their  own 
experience ;  and  although  she  had  recipes  for  pick- 
ling fhiit,  and  preserving  life,  and  preventing  va- 
rious maladies,  she  knew  of  no  remedy  which 
would  remove  the  spell  from  a  rifle.     As  she  could 
give  no  sage  advice,  she  prescribed  sage  tea,  bath- 
ing the  feet,  and  going  to  bed,  and  Pete  submitted 
passively  to  all  this — not  perceiving,  however,  how 
it  could  possibly  affect  his  gun. 

When  Pete  awoke  the  next  morning,  the  events 
which  we  have  descriljed  appeared  to  him  as  a 
dream ;  indeed,  he  had  been  dreaming  of  them  all 
night,  and  it  was  somewhat  difHcult  to  unravel  the 
tangled  thread  of  recollection,  so  as  to  separate  the 
uaUties  of  the  day  from  the  illusions  of  the  pillow, 
out  resolving  to  know  the  truth,  ho  seized  his 
gun  and  hastened  to  the  woods.  Alas !  every  ex- 
periment produced  the  same  vexatious  result 
The  gun  was  charmed !  **  ffo  two  ways  about 
that !"  It  was  too  true  to  make  a  joke  of;  and 
the  hunter  stalked  harmlessly  through  the  forest. 

Day  after  day  he  went  forth,  and  returned  with 
no  better  success.  The  very  deer  became  sensible 
of  his  inoflfcnsiveness,  and  would  raise  their  heads 
*  anr]  gaze  mildly  at  him  as  he  passed ;  or  throw 
back  their  antlers  and  bound  carelessly  across  his 
path.  Day  after  day  and  week  after  week  passed 
without  bringing  any  change ;  and  Pete  began  to 
Ceel  very  ridiculously.  A  harmless  man — a  fe|fc»w 
with  a  gun  that  could  not  shoot!  he  could  ima- 
gine no  situation  mora  miserable  than  his  own. 
To  walk  through  the  woods,  to  see  the  game,  to 
come  within  gun-shot  of  it,  and  yet  to  be  unable 
to  kill  a  deer,  seemed  to  be  the  height  of  human 
wretchedness.  He  felt  as  if  he  was  « \he  meanest 
kind  of  a  white  man."  There  was  a  littleness,  an 
uiagnificance  attached  to  the  idea  of  not  being 


able  to  kill  a  deer,  which,  to  Pete's  mind,  was 
downright  disgrace.  More  than  once  he  was 
tempted  to  throw  the  gun  into  the  river ;  but  the 
excellence  of  the  weapon,  and  the  recollection  of 
former  exploits  restrained  him ;  and  he  continued 
to  stroll  through  the  woods,  firing  now  and  then 
at  a  fat  buck,  under  the  hope  that  the  charm  would 
expire  some  time  or  other  by  its  own  limitation ; 
but  the  fat  bucks  continued  to  treat  him  with  a 
familiarity  amounting  to  contempt,  and  to  fnsk 
fearlessly  in  his  path. 

At  length  Pete  bethought  him  of  a  celebrated 
Indian  doctor,  who  lived  at  no  great  distance. 
We  do  not  care  to  say  much  of  doctors,  as  they 
are  a  touchy  race — and  shall  therefore  touch  upon 
this  one  briefly.  An  Indian  doctor  is  not  nece&sa- 
rily  a  descendant  of  the  Aborigines.  The  title,  it 
is  true,  originates  from  the  confidence  which  many 
of  our  countrymen  repose  in  the  medical  skill  of 
the  Indian  tribes.  But  to  make  an  Indian  doctor 
a  red  skin  is  by  no  means  indispensable.  To  have 
been  taught  by  a  savage,  to  have  seen  one,  or,  at 
all  events,  to  have  heard  of  one,  is  all  that  is^ne- 
cessary  to  enable  any  individual  to  practise  this 
lucrative  and  popular  branch  of  the  healing  art. 
Neither  is  any  gretit  proficiency  in  literature  requi- 
site ;  it  is  important  only  to  be  expert  in  spelling. 
Your  Indian  doctor  is  one  who  practises  without 
a  diploma — the  only  degree  he  exhibits  is  a  high 
degree  of  confidence.  He  neither  nauseates  the 
stomach  with  odious  drugs,  nor  mars  the  &ir  pro- 
portions of  nature  with  the  sanguinary  lancet.  He 
believes  in  the  sympathy  which  is  supposed  to 
exist  between  the  body  and  the  mind,  which,  like 
the  two  arms  of  a  syphon,  always  preserve  a  cor- 
responding relation  to  each  other ;  and  the  dififer- 
ence  between  him  and  the  regular  physician — 
called  in  the  vernacular  of  the  frontier  the  marcury 
doctor — is  that  they  operate  at  different  points  of 
the  same  figure — the  one  practising  on  the  imma- 
terial spirit,  while  the  other  grapples  with  the 
bones  and  muscles.  I  cannot  determine  which  is  ' 
right ;  but  munt  award  to  the  Indian  doctor  at  least 
this  advantage,  that  his  art  is  the  m^  widely 
beneficial ;  for  while  your  doctor  of  medicine  re- 
stores a  lost  appetite,  his  rival  can,  in  addition, 
recover  a  strayed  or  stolen  horse.  If  the  former 
can  bring  back  the  faded  lustre  to  a  fair  maiden's 
cheeks,  the  latter  can  remove  the  spell  from  a  chum 
or  a  rifie.  The  dyspeptic  and  the  dropsical  may 
hie  to  the  disciples  of  Rush  and  Wistar,  but  the 
crossed-in-love  and  lack-adaysical  find  a  charm  in 
the  practitioner  who  professes  to  follow  nature. 

To  a  sage  of  this  order  did  Pete  disclose  his  mis- 
fortune, and  apply  for  relief.  The  doctor  examined 
the  gun  and  looked  wise ;  and  having  measured 
the  calibre  of  the  bore  with  a  solemnity  which  was 
as  imposing  as  it  was  unquestionably  proper  on 
so  serious  an  occasion,  directed  the  appAcant  to 
come  again. 

At  the  appointed  time,  the  hunter  returned  and 
received  from  the  wise  man  two  balls,  one  of  pink, 
the  other  of  a  silver  hue.  The  doctor  instructed 
him  to  load  his  piece  with  one  J£  these  bnllets, 
which  he  pointed  out,  and  proered  through  the 
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woods  to  a  certain  fecluded  hollow,  at  the  head  of 
which  was  a  spring.  Here  be  would  see  a  white 
fawn,  at  which  he  was  to  shoot  It  would  be 
wounded,  but  would  escape,  and  he  was  to  pursue 
its  trail  until  he  found  a  buck,  which .  he  was  to 
kill  with  the  other  ball.  If  he  accomplished  all 
this  accurately,  the  charm  would  be  broken ;  but 
success  would  depend  upon  his  having  faith,  keep- 
ing up  his  courage,  and  firing  with  precision. 

Pete,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  all  the  lo- 
calities, carefully  pursued  the  route  which  had 
been  indicated,  treading  lightly  along,  sometimes 
elated  with  the  prospect  of  speedily  breaking  the 
spell,  and  restoring  his  beloved  gun  to  usefulness 
and  respectability — sometimes  doubting  the  skill 
of  the  doctor — admiring  the  occult  knowledge  of 
men  who  could  charm  and  uncharm  deadly  wea- 
pons— and  ashamed  alternatively  of  his  doubts  and 
his  belie£  At  length  he  reached  the  lonely  glen ; 
and  his  heart  bounded  with  delight  as  he  beheld, 
the  white  fawn  quie#y  grazing  by  the  fountain. 
The  ground  was  open,  and  he  was  unable  to  get 
within  his  usual  distance  before  the  fawn  raised  her 
delicate  head,  looked  timidly  around,  and  snuffed 
the  breeze,  as  if  conscious  of  the  approach  of  danger. 
Pete  trembled  with  excitement — his  heart  palpi- 
tated. It  was  a  long  shot  and  a  bad  chance — but 
he  could  not  advance  a  step  further  without  dan- 
ger ci  starting  the  game — and  Brown  Bess  could 
carry  a  ball  farther  than  that  with  fetal  effect 

<*  Luck's  a  lord,"  said  he,  as  he  drew  the  gun 
up  to  his  face,  .took  a  deliberate  aim  and  pulled 
the  trigger.  The  fawn  bounded  aloft  at  the  report, 
and  then  darted  away  through  the  brush,  while 
the  hunter  hastened  to  examine  the  signs.  To 
his  great  joy  he  found  the  blood  profusely  scat- 
tered; and  now  flushed  with  the  confidence  of 
success,  he  stoutly  rammed  down  the  other  ball, 
and  pursued  the  trail  of  the  wounded  fawn.  Long 
did  he  trace  the  crimson  drops  upon  the  snow 
without  beholding  the  promised  victim.  Hill  after 
hill  he  climbed,  vale  after  vale  he  passed — search- 
ing eVery  thicket  with  penetrating  eyes ;  and  he 
was  abo^to  renounce  the  chase,  the  wizard,  and 
the  gun,  when  lo ! — directly  in  his  path  stood  a 
noble  buck,  with  numerous  antlers  branching  over 
his  fine  head ! 

«  Aha !  my  jolly  fellow!  I've  found  you  at  last!" 
exclaimed  the  delighted  hunter,  **  you  are  the  very 
chap  Fve  been  looking  after.  Your  blood  shall 
wipe  off  the  disgrace  firom  my  charming  Bess,  that, 
never  hung  fire,  burned  priming,  nor  missed  the 
mark  in  her  bom  days  till  that  vile  abominable 
varment  blowod  his  brimstone  breath  on  her! 
Here  goes — *' 

He  shot  the  buck.  The  spell  was  broken — 
Brown  Bern  was  restored  to  favour,  and  Pete 
Featherton  never  again  wanted  venison. 


THE  PRAIRIES. 

ntOM  THX  SAMS. 


Thx  smaller  prairies,  or  those  in  which  the  plain 
and  woodland  ^^mate  frequently,  are  the  most 
beautifiiL    The  points  of  woodland  which  make 


into  them  like  so  many  capes  or  promontoiiea,  waA 
the  grores  which  are  interspersed  like  islands,  an 
in  these  lesser  prairies  always  sufficiently  near  to 
be  clearly  defined  to  the  eye,  and  to  give  the  scene 
an  interesting  variety.  We  see  plains,  varying 
from  a  few  hundred  acres  to  seTeral  miles  in  ex- 
tent, not  perfectly  level,  but  gently  rolling  and 
undulating,  like  the  swelling  of  the  ocean  when 
neariy  calm.  The  graceful  curve  of  the  surface  is 
seldom  broken,  except  when  here  and  there  tbe 
eye  rests  upon  one  of  those  huge  mounds,  wbie^ 
are  so  pleasing  to  the  poet  and  so  perplexing  ffo 
the  antiquarisn.  The  whc^e  is  overspread  wifeh 
grass  and  flowers,  constituting  a  rich  and  varied 
carpet,  in  which  a  ground  of  lively  green  is  orna- 
mented with  a  profusion  of  the  gaudiest  hues,  and 
fringed  with  a  rich  border  of  forest  and  thicket 
Deep  recesses  in  the  edge  of  the  timber  resemble 
the  bays  and  inlets  of  a  lake ;  while  occasiooaltj 
a  long  Tista,  opening  fiir  back  into  the  forest,  in- 
vites the  eye  to  roam,  off  and  refresh  itself  with  the 
calm  beauty  of  a  distant  perspective. 

The  traveller,  as  he  rides  along  over  these 
smaller  prairies,  finds  his  eye  continually  attracted 
to  the  edges  of  the  forest,  and  his  imagination  em- 
ployed in  tracing  the  beautiful  outline,  and  in  find- 
ing out  resemblances  between  these  wild  scenes 
and  the  most  tastefully  embellished  productions  id 
art  The  fairest  pleasure-grounds,  the  noblest 
parks  of  European  noblemen  and  princes,  where 
millions  have  been  expended  to  csptivate  the  senses 
with  Elysian  scenes,  are  but  mimic  representations, 
on  a  reduced  scale,  of  the  beauties  which  are  here 
spread  by  nature :  for  here  are  clumps  and  lawns, 
groves  and  avenues,  the  tangled  thicket,  and  the 
solitary  tree,  the  lengthened  vista,  and  the  secluded 
nook,  and  all  the  varieties  of  scenic  attraction,  but 
on  a  plan  so  extensive  as  to  ofSkt  a  wide  scope 
and  an  endless  succession  of  changes  to  the  eye. 

There  is  an  air  of  refinement  hero  that  wins  the 
heart,— even  here,  where  no  human  residence  ii 
seen,  where  no  foot  of  man  intrudes,  and  where 
not  an  axe  has  ever  tre^)as8ed  on  the  beaatifiil 
domain.  It  is  a  wilderness  shorn  of  every  savage 
association,  a  desert  that  <*,blossoms  as  the  rose.** 
So  different  is  the  feeling  awakened  fixMn  any  thing 
inspired  by  mountain  or  woodland  scenery,  that 
the  instant  the  traveller  emerges  from  the  forest 
into  the  prairie,  he  feels  no  longer  solitary.  The 
consciousness  that  he  is  travelHng  alone,  and  in  a 
wilderness,  escapes  him ;  and  he  indulges  in  the 
same  pleasing  sensations  which  are  enjoyed  by 
one  who,  having  lost  his  way,  and  wandered  be- 
wildered among  the  labyrinths  of  a  savage  moon- 
tain,  suddenly  descends  into  rich  and  highly  cul- 
tivated plains,  and  sees  around  him  the  delightfiil 
indications  of  taste  and  comfort  The  gay  land- 
scape charms  him.  He  is  encompttscd  by  the 
refreshing  sweetness  and  graceful  bcau^  d[  die 
rural  scene;  and  recognises  at  every  step  some 
well-remembered  spot,  or  some  ideal  paradiee  in 
which  the  fancy  hiid  loved  to  wander,  enlaised 
and  beautified,  and  as  it  were  retouched  t^  naturo's 
hand.  The  clnstera  of  trees  so  fimcifully  airangfd, 
the  forest  outline  so  graoefiilly  curved,  seem  to 
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hftve  been  disposed  by  the  hand  of  taste  for  the 
enjoyment  of  intelligent  beings ;  and  so  complete 
is  the  illusion,  that  it  is  difficult  to  dispel  the  belief 
that  each  avenue  leads  to  a  village,  and  each  grove 
conceals  a  splendid  mansion. 

Widely  diflerent  was  the  prospect  exhibited  by 
the  more  northern  and  central  districts  of  the  state. 
Vast  in  extent,  the  distant  forest  was  either  be- 
yond the  reach  of  the  eye,  or  was  barely  discern- 
ible in  the  shapeless  outline  of  blue  faintly  im- 
pressed on  the  horizon.  As  the  smaller  prairies 
resembled  a  series  of  larger  and  lesser  lakes,  so 
these  boundless  plains  remind  one  of  the  ocean 
waste.  Here  and  there  a  solitary  tree,  torn  by  the 
wind,  stood  alone  like  a  dismantled  mast  in  the 
ocean.  As  I  followed  my  guide  through  thii 
lonely  region,  my  sensations  were  similar  to  those 
of  the  voyager  when  his  bark  is  launched  upon 
the  sea.  Alone,  in  a  wide  waste,  with  my  faith- 
ful pilot  only,  I  was  dependent  on  him  for  support, 
guidance,  and  protection.  '  With  little  to  diversify 
the  path,  and  nothing  to  please  the  eye  but  the 
carpet  of  verdure,  which  began  to  pall  upon  the 
sense,  a  feeling  of  dreariness  crept  over  me — a 
desolation  of  the  spirit,  such  as  one  feels  when 
croMed  in  love,  or  when  very  drowsy  on  a  hot 
aflemoon  after  a  full  dinner.  But  these  are  feel- 
ings which,  like  the  sea-sickness  of  the  young  ma- 
riner, are  soon  dispelled.  I  began  to  find  a  plea- 
sure in  gazing  over  this  immense,  unbroken  waste, 
in  watching  the  horizon  under  the  vague  hope  of 
meeting  a  trs^veller,  and  in  following  the  deer  with 
my  eyes  as  they  galloped  off*— their  agile  forms 
growing  smaller  and  smaller  as  they  receded,  until 
they  shrunk  into  nothing.  Sometimes  I  descried 
a  dark  spot  at  an  immense  distance,  and  pointed 
it  out  to  my  companion  with  a  joy  like  that  of  the 
seaman  who  discovers  a  sail  in  the  distant  speck 
which  floats  on  the  ocean.  When  such  an  object 
happened  to  be  in  the  direction  of  our  path,  I 
watched  it  with  interest  as  it  rose  and  enlarged 
upon  the  vision — supposing  it  at  one  moment  to 
be  a  solitary  horseman,  and  wondering  what  man- 
ner iA  man  he  would  turn  out  to  be — at  another 
suppofling  it  might  be  a  wild  animal,  or  a  wagon, 
or  a  pedestrian ;  until,  after  it  had  seemed  to  ap- 
proach for  hours,  I  found  it  to  be  a  tree. 


PIERRE  BLCT>IDO'S  FIRST  SIGHT  OF 
A  PRAIRIE  ON  FIRE. 

raOM  THB  SAMS. 


Tbs  shades  of  night  had  begun  to  close,  when 
they  again  ascended  one  of  those  elevations  which 
swells  so  gradually  that  the  traveller  scarcely  re- 
marks them  until  he  reaches  the  summit  and  be- 
holds, fiom  a  commanding  eminence,  a  boundless 
landscape  spread  before  him.    The  veil  of  night, 


without  concealing  the  scene,  render^  it  indis- 
tinct; the  undulations  of  Ihe  surface  were  no 
longer  perce^ble ;  and  the  prairie  seemed  a  per- 
fi^t  plain.  One  phenomenon  astonished  and  per- 
plexed him:  before  him  the  prairie  was  lighted 
up  with  a  dim  but  supernatural  brilliancy,  like 
that  of  a  distant  fire,  while  behind  was  the  black- 
ness of  darkness.  An  air  of  solitude  reigned  over 
that  wild  plain,  and  not  a  sound  relieved  the  deso- 
lation of  the  Bce^e.  A  chill  crept  over  him  as  he 
gazed  around,  and  not  an  object  met  his  eye  but 
that  dark  maid,  who  stood  in  mute  patience  by 
his  side  as  waiting  his  pleasure ;  but  on  whose 
features,  as  displayed  by  the  uncertain  light  that 
glimmered  on  them,  a  smile  of  triumph  seemed  to 
play.  He  looked  again,  and  the  horizon  gleamed 
brighter  and  brighter,  until  a  fiery  redness  rose 
above  its  dark  outline,  while  heavy,  slow-moving 
masses  of  cloud  curled  upward  above  it  It  was 
evidently  the  intense  reflection  and  the  voluminous 
smoke  of  a  vast  fire.  In  another  moment  the 
blaze  itself  appeared,  first  shooting  up  at  one  spot, 
and  then  at  another,  and  advancing  until  the  whole 
line  of  horizon  was  clothed  with  flames  that  rolled 
around,  and  curled,  and  dashed  upward  like  the 
angry  waves  of  a  burning  ocean.  The  simple 
Frenchman  had  never  heard  of  the  fires  that  sweep 
over  our  wide  prairies  in  the  autumn,  nor  did  it 
enter  into  his  head  that  a  natural  cause  could  pro- 
duce an  efl*ect  so  terrific  The  whole  western  ho- 
rizon was  clad  in  fire,  and,  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
see,  to  the  right  and  left,  was  one  vast  conflagra- 
tion, having  the  appearance  of  angry  billows  of  a 
fiery  liquid  dashing  against  each  other,  and  foam- 
ing, and  throwing  flakes  of  burning  spray  into  the 
air.  There  was  a  roaring  sound  like  that  caused 
by  the  conflict  of  waves.  A  more  terrific  sight 
could  scarcely  be  conceived ;  nor  was  it  singular 
that  an  unpractised  eye  should  behold  in  that 
scene  a  wide  scene  of  flame,  lashed  into  fiuy  by 
some  internal  commotion. 

Pierre  could  gaze  no  lon^r.  A  sudden  horror 
thrilled  his  soul.  His  worse  fears  wera4ipalized 
in  the  tremendous  landscape.  He  saw  Ix^re  him 
the  lake  of  fire  prepared  for  the  devil  and  his  an- 
gels. The  existence  of  such  a  place  of  punish- 
ment he  had  never  doubted;  but,  heretofore,  it 
had  been  a  mere  dogma  of  faith,  \vhile  now  it  ap- 
peared before  him  in  its  terrible  reality.  He 
thought  he  could  plainly  distinguish  gigantic  black 
forms  dancing  in  the  flames,  throwing  up  their 
long  mis-shapen  arms,  and  writhing  their  bodies 
into  fantastic  shapes.  Uttering  a  piercing  shriek, 
he  turned  and  fled  with  the  swiftness  of  an  arrow. 
Fear  gave  new  vigour  to  the  muscles  which  had 
before  been  relaxed  with  fatigue,  and  his  feet,  so 
lately  heavy,  now  touched  the  ground  with  the 
light  and  springy  tread  of  the  antelope.  Ye^  to 
himself,  his  steps  seemed  to  linger  as  if  his  heels . 
were  lead. 
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HENRY  ROWE  SCHOOLCRAFT. 


[Bora  1793.J 


Mr.  Schoolcraft  is  of  English  descent  by 
the  paternal  side,  his  great-grandfather  having 
come  from  England  during  the  wars  of  Queen 
^ne,  and  settled  in  what  is  now  Schoharie 
county  in  New  York,  where  in  old  age  he 
taught  the  first  English  school  in  that  part  of 
the  country,  from  which  circumstance   his 
name  was  not  unnaturally  changed  by  the 
usage  of  the  people  from  Calcraft  to  School- 
craft.    Our  author  recently  attempted  in  his 
own  person  to  revive  the  old  family  name, 
but  soon  abandoned  it,  and  concluded  to  re- 
tain that  which  was  begotten  upon  his  native 
soil,  and  by  which  he  has  long  been  so  ho- 
nourably distinguished.     He  is  a  son  of  Colo- 
nel Lawrence  Schoolcraft,  who  joinexi  the  re- 
volutionary army  at  seventeen  years  of  age  and 
participated  in  the  movements  under  Mont- 
gomery and  Schuyler,  and  the  memorable  de- 
fence of  Fort  Stanwix  under  Gansevoort.     He 
was  born  in  Guildcrland,  near  Albany*  on  the 
twenty-eighth  of  March,  1793.     In  a  secluded 
part  of  the  country  where  there  were  few  ad- 
vantages for  education  and  scarce  any  persons 
who  thought  of  literature,  he  had  an  ardent 
love  of  knowledge,  and  sat  at  home  with  his 
books  and  pencils  while  his  equals  in  age 
were  at  cock-fights  and  horse-races,  for  which 
Guild^lfand   was  then  famous.     He  is  still 
remembered  by  some  of  the  octogenariang  of 
the  village  as  the  "  learned  boy."    At  thirteen 
he  drew  subjects  in  natural  history,  and  land- 
scapes, which  attracted  the  attention  of  the  late 
Lieutenant-Governor  Van  Rensselaer,  tbei^  a 
frequent  visiter  of  his  father,  through  whose 
agency  he  came  near  being  apprenticed  to  one 
Ames,  the  only  portrait  painter  at  that  time  in 
Albany ;  but  as  it  was  demanded  that  he  should 
commence  with  house  painting  the  plan  was 
finally  abandoned.     At  fourteen  he  began  to 
contribute  pieces  in  prose  and  verse  to  the 
newspapers,  and  for  several  years  after  he 
pursued  without  aid  the  study  of  natural  his- 
tory, English  literature,  Hebrew,  German,  and 
French,  and  the  philosophy  of  language. 

Mr.  Schodlcraft*8  first  work  was  an  elabo- 
rate  treatise,  but  partly  known  to  the  public, 
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entitled  Vitreology,  which  was  ^published  i 
1817.    The  design  of  it  was  to  exhibit 
application  of  chemistry  to  the  arts  in  the 
sion  of  siliceous  and  alkaline  substances 
the  production  of  enamels,  glass,  etc.    H» 
had  had  opportunities  of  experimenting  lai*ge)j 
and  freely  by  his  position  as  conductor  for  a 
series  of  years  of  the  extensive  works  of  the 
Ontario  Company  at  Geneva  in  New  York,  tht 
Vermont  Company  at  Middlebury  and  Salis- 
bury in  Vermont,  and  the  foundery  of  cr^j'stad 
glass  at  Keene,  in  New  Hampshire.     In  1818 
and  the  following  year,  he  made  a  geological 
survey  of  Missouri  and  Arkansas  totlie  spurs 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  in  the  fall  of 
1819  published  in  New  York  his  View  of  the 
Lead  Mines  of  Missouri,  which  is  said  by 
Professor  Silliman  to  have  been  "the  only 
elaborate  and  detailed  account  of  a  mining 
district  in  the  United  States"  which  had  then 
appeared.     It  attracted   much  attention  and 
procured  for  the  author  the  friendship  of  mamy' 
eminent  men.     In  the  same  year  he  printed 
Transallegania,  a  poetical  jcu  d' esprit  of  wbicii 
mineralogy  is  the  subject,  and  which  preceded 
some  clever  English  attempts   in  the  same 
vein.     It  was  republished  in  London  by  Sir 
Richard  Phillips  in  the  next  year. 

Early  in  1820  he  published  a  Journal  of  a 
Tour  in  the  Interior  of  Missouri  and  Arkan- 
sas, extending  from  Potosi  toward  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  His  writings  having  attracted 
the  notice  of  the  government,  he  was  com- 
missioned by  Mr.  Calhoun,  then  Secretary  of 
War,  to  visit  the  copper  regioi  of  Lake  Supe- 
rior, and  to  accompany  General  Cass  in  his 
expedition  to  the  head  waters  of  tho  Missis- 
sippi. His  Narrative  Journal  of  this  tour  was 
published  in  1821,  and  was  eminently  suc- 
cessful, an  edition  of  twelve  hundred  copies 
being  sold  in  a  few  weeks.  •  In  tie  same  year 
he  was  appointed  sec]:etary  to  the  commission 
for  treating  with  the  Indian  tribes  at  Chicago, 
and  on  the  conclusion  of  his  labours  pub- 
lished his  sixth  work,  entitled  Travels  tsi  the 
Central  Portions  of  the  Mississippi  Valley, 
in  which  he  described  the  country  between 
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the  regions  of  which  he  hdd  given  an  account 
in  his  pienous  works.  His  reputation  was 
now  widely  and  firmly  estahlished  as  an  ex- 
plorer, an^  as  a  man  of  science  and  letters. 
From  this  time  his  attention  was  devoted 
principally  to  the  Red  Race,  though  he  still 
cultivated  natural  history,  and  wrote  occasion- 
ally for  the  reviews  and  magazines. 

In  1822  he  was  appointed  by  President 
'  Monroe  agent  for  Indian  Affairs,  to  reside  at 
St.  Mary's,  at  the  foot  of  Lake  Superior.  In 
the  years  1825,  1826  and  1827  he  attended 
the  important  convocations  of  the  north-west 
tribes  at  Prairie  du  Chien,  Pont  du  Lac,  and 
Buttes  des  Morts.  In  1831  he  was  sent  on  a 
special  embassy,  accompanied  by  troops,  to 
conciliate  the  Sioux  and  Odjibwas,  and  bring 
the  existing  war  between  them  to  a  close.  In 
1833  he  proceeded  in  the  same  capacity  to 
the  tribes  near  the  head  watery  of  the  Missis- 
sippi, and  availed  himself  of  the  opportunity 
to  trace  that  river,  in  small  canoes,  from  the 
point  where  Pike  stopped  in  1807  and  Cass 
in  1820,  to  its  true  source  in  Itasca  Lake,  upon 
which  he  entered  on  the  thirteenth  of  July, 
the  one  hundred  and  forty-ninth  anniversary 
of  'the  discovery  of  the  mouth  of  the  river  hy 
La  Salle.  His  account  of  this  tour  was  pub- 
lisfaed  in  New  York  in  1834,  under  the  title 
of  An  Expedition  to  Itasca  Lake,  and  attracted 
much  attention  in  all  parts  of  the  country. 

From  1827  to  1831  Mr.  Schoolcraft  was  a 
member  of  the  legislative  council  of  Michigan. 
In  1828  he  organized  the  Michigan  Historical 
Society,  in  which  he  was  elected  president 
on  the  removal  of  General  Cass  to  Washing- 
ton, in  1831.  In  the  fall  of  the  same  year  he 
set  on  foot  the  Algic  Society  at  Detroit,  be- 
fore which  he  delivered  a  course  of  lectures 
on  the  grrammatical  construction  of  the  Indian 
languages,*  and  at  its  first  anniversary  a  poem 
on  The  Indian  Character.  Guided  by  patriot^ 
ism  and  good  taste,  he  took  a  successful  stand 
in  the  west  against  the  absurd  nomenclature 
whiclf  has  elsewhere  made  such  confusion  in 
geography  by  repeating  over  and  over  the 
names  of  European  places  and  characters, 
giving  us  R^^es,  Berlins  and  Londons,  in 
the  wilderness,  and  Hannibals,  Scipios,  Ho- 
mers, and  Hectors,  wherever  there  was  suffi- 
cient learning  to  make  its  possessors  ridicu- 

*Two  of  these  lectares  were  published  in  1834,  trans- 
lated into  French  by  the  late  Mr.  Du  Ponceau,  and  sub- 
■eqoently  read  before  the  National  Institute  of  France. 


lous.  He  submitted  to  the  legislature  of  the 
territory  a  system  of  county  and  townsfiip 
names  based  upon  the  Indian  vocabularies 
with  which  he  was  familiar*  and  happily  se- 
cured its  general  adoption. 

At  Sault  Ste.  Marie  Mr.  SchoolcrafVbecame 
acquainted  with  Mr.  John  Johnston,  a  gentle- 
man from  the  north  of  Ireland,  who  had  long 
resided  there,  and  in  the  person  of  his  eldest 
daughter  married  a  descendant  of  the  heredi- 
tary chief  of  Lake  Superior,  or  Lake  Algomi^ 
as  it  is  known  to  the  Indians.  She  had  been 
educated  in  Europe,  and  was  an  accomplished 
and  highly  interesting  woman.  After  a  resi- 
dence there  of  eleven  years  he  removed  to 
Michilimackinac  and  assumed  the  joint-agency 
of  the  two  districts.  In  1836  he  was  appointed 
by  President  Jackson  a  commissioner  to  treat 
with  the  north-west  tribes  for  their  lands  in 
the  region  of  the  upper  lakes,  and  succeeded 
in  effecting  a  cession  to  the  United  States  of 
some  sixteen  millions  of  acres.  In  the  same 
year  he  was  appointed  acting  Superintendent 
of  Indian  Affairs  for  the  Northern  Department, 
and  in  1839  principal  disbursing  agent  for  the 
same  district. 

In  the  last  mentioned  year  he  published 
two  volumes  of  Algic  Researches,  comprising 
Indian  Tales  and  Legends,  and  soon  after, 
having  passed  more  than  twenty  years  as  a 
traveller  or  resident  on  the  frontiers,  he  re- 
moved to  the  city  of  New  York,  intending  to 
prepare  for  the  press  the  great  mass  of  his 
original  papers  which  had  accumulated  in  this 
long  period.    In  1841  he  issued  proposals  for 
an  Indian  Cyclopedia,  geographical,^8tori- 
ca^philologrical,  etc.,  of  which  only  one  num- 
ber was  printed,  no  publisher  appearing  willing 
to  undertake  so  costly  and  extensive  a  work 
of  such  a  description.    In  1842  he  visited 
England,  France,  Germany,  Prussia,  and  Hol- 
land.   During  his  absence  his  wife  died,  at 
Dundee,  in  Canada  West,  where  she  was  visit- 
ing her  sister.    Soon  after  his  retiAm  he  made 
another  journey  to  the  west  to  examine  some 
of  the  great  mounds,  respecting  which  he  has 
since  communicated  a  paper  to  the   Royal 
Geographical  Society  of  Denmark,  of  wbibh 
he  was  many  years  ago  elected  an  honorary 
member,  and  soon  after  published  a  collection 
of  his  poetical  writings,  under  the  title  of  Al- 
halla,  or  the  Lord  of  Talladega,  a  Tale  of  the 
Creek  War,  with  some  Miscellanies,  chiefly 
of  early  date.    In  1844  he  commenced  in 
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numbers  the  publication  of  Oneota,  or  the  Red 
Race  in  America^  their  History ^TVaditions, 
Customs,  Poetry,  Picture  Writing,  etc.,  in 
Extracts  from  Notes,  Journals,  and  other  Un- 
published Writings,  of  which  one  octavo  vo- 
lume has  been  completed.    In  1845  he  deli- 
vered an  address  before  a  society  known  as  the 
"  Was-ah  Ho-de-no-sonne,  or  New  Confede- 
racy of  the  Iroquois,"  and  published  Observa- 
tions on  the  Grave  Creek  Mound  in  Western 
Virginia,  in  the  Transactions  of  the  American 
Ethnological  Society;  and  early  in  the  follow- 
ing year  presented  in  the  form  of  a  Report  to 
the  legislature  of  his  native  state,  his  Notes 
on  the  Iroquois,  or  Contributions  to  the  Statis- 
tics, Aboriginal  History,  and  General  Ethno- 
logy of  Western  New  York.    His  latest  pro- 
duction is  an  Address  delivered  at  the  anniver- 
sary meeting  of  the  New  York  Historical  So- 
ciety, on  the  first  Tuesday  of  December,  1846. 
Mr.  Schoolcraft's  ethnological  writings  are 
among  the  most  important  contributions  that 
have  been  made  to  the  literature  of  this  coun- 
try.    His  long  and  intimate  connection  with 
the  Indian  tribes,  and  the  knowledge  pos- 
sessed by  his  wife  and  her  family  of  tiie  peo- 
ple from  whom  they  were  descended  by  the 
maternal  side,  with  his  power  of  examining 
their  character  from  the  European  point  of 
view,  have  enabled  him  to  give  us  more  au- 
thentic and  valuable  information  respecting 
their  manners,  customs,  and  physical  traits, 
and  more  insight  into  their  moral  and  intel- 
lectual constitution,  than  can  be  derived,  per- 
haps, from  all  other  authors.     His  works 
abonndiin  materials  for  the  future  artist  and  man 
of  letters,  and  will  on  this  account  contimie 
to  be  read  when  the  greater  portion  of  the  po- 
pular literature  of  the  day  is  forgotten.    With 
the  forests  which  they  inhabited,  the  red  race 
have  disappeared  with  astonishing  rapidity ; 
until  recently  they  have  rarely  been  the  sub- 
jects of  intelligent  study  ;  and  it  began  to  be 
regretted,  as  they  were  seen  fading  from  our 
sight,  that  there  was  so  little  written  respect- 
ing them  that  had  any  pretensions  to  fidelity. 
I  would  not  be  underatood  to  undervalue  the 
productions  of  Eliot,  Loskiel,  Heckewelder, 
Brainerd,  and  other  early  missionaries,  but 
they  were  restricted  in  design,  and  it  is  not 
to  be  denied  that  confidence  in  their  repre- 
sentations has  been  much  impaired,  less  per- 
haps from  doubts  of  their  integrity  than  of 
their  ability  and  of  the  advantages  of  the  points 


of  view  from  which  they  made  their  obsenra- 
tione.  The  works  on  Indian  philology  bj 
Roger  Williams  and  the  younger  Edwards  are 
more  valuable  than  any  others  of  the  seven- 
teenth and  eighteenth  centuries,  but  it  now 
appeare  that  these  authora  knew  very  little  of 
the  philosophy  of  the  American  language. 
Du  Ponceau's  knowledge  was  still  more  su- 
perficial, and  excepting  Mr.  Grallatin  and  the 
late  Mr.  Pickering,  who  made  use  of  the  im- 
perfect data  furnished  by  others,  I  believe  no 
one  besides  Mr.  Schoolcraft  has  recently  pro- 
duced any  thing  on  the  subject  worthy  of 
consideration.  Sopiething  has  been  done  by 
General  Cass,  and  Mr.  Mc Kenny  and  Mr. 
Catlin  have  undoubtedly  accomplished  much 
in  this  department  of  ethnography ;  but  allow- 
ing all  that  can  reasonably  be  claimed  for 
th>se  artist^travellera,  Mr.  Schoolcraft  must 
still  be  regarded  as  the  standard  and  chief 
authority  respecting  the  Algic  tribes. 

The  influence  which  the  original  and  pe- 
culiar myths  and  historical  traditions  of  the 
Indians  is  to  have  on  our  imaginative  lite- 
rature, has  been  recently  more  than  ever  ex- 
hibited in  the  works  of  our  authors.  The 
tendency  of  the  public  taste  to  avail  itself  of 
the  American  mythology  as  a  basis  for  the 
exhibition  of  *^  new  lines  of  fictitious  crea- 
tions" has  been  remarked  by  Mr.  Schoolcraft 
himself  in  Oneota,  and  he  refere  to  the  tales 
of  Mre.  Oakes  Smith,  and  to  the  Wild  Scenes 
in  the  Forest  and  the  Prairie,  and  the  Vigil  of 
Faith,  by  Mr.  Charles  F.  Hofiman,  as  works 
in  which  this  tendency  is  most  distinctly  per- 
ceptible. In  the  writings  of  W.  H.  C.  Ho»- 
mer,  the  legends  of  Mr.  Whittier,  and  some 
of  the  poems  of  Mr.  Longfellow,  and  Mr. 
Lowell,  we  see  manifestations  of  the  same 
disposition. 

No  one  who  has  not  had  the  most  amf^e 
opportunities  of  pereonal  observation  should 
attempt  to  mould  Indian  life  and  mythology 
to  the  purposes  of  fiction  without  carefully 
studying  whatever  Mr.  Schoolcraft  ha%  pub- 
lished respecting  them.  The  chief  distinction 
of  the  Algic  style  with  which  he  has  made 
■j  us  acquainted  is  its  wonderful  simplicity  and 
conciseness,  with  which  the  common  verbo- 
sity, redundant  description,  false  sentiment 
and  erroneous  mannere  of  what  are  called  In- 
dian tales,  are  as  little  in  keeping  as  **  English 
figures  in  moccasins  and  holding  bows  and 
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SCJfeNERY  OF  LAKE  SUPERIOR. 


FBOM  ONSOTA.. 


Few  portions  of  America  can  yie  in  toenic  at- 
tracUona  with  this  interior  tea.  Its  nze  alone 
giv^s  it  all  the  elements  oC  grandeur,  but  these 
have  been  heightened  by  the  mountain  masses 
which  nature  has  piled  along  its  shores.  In  some 
places  these  masses  consist  of  vast  walls  of  coarse 
gray  or  drab  sandstone,  placed  horizontally  until 
they  have  attained  many  hundred  feet  in  height 
\  above  the  water.  The  action  of  such  an  immense 
liquid  area,  fenced  against  these  crumbling  walls 
by  tempests,  has  caused  wide  and  deep  arches  to 
be  worn  into  the  solid  structure  at  their  base,  into 
•which  the  billows  rush  with  a  noise  resembling 
low  pealing  thunder.  By  thb  means,  large  areas 
ef  the  impending  mass  are  at  length  undermined 
and  precipitated  into  the  lake,  leaving  the  split 
and  rent  parts  frpm  which  they  have  separated 
standing  like  huge  misshapen  turrets  and  battle- 
ments. Such  is  the  varied  coast  called  the  Pio; 
tured  Rocks. 

At  other  points  of  the  coast  volcanic  forces  have 
operated,  lifting  up  these  level  strata  into  positions 
nearly  vertical,  and  leaving  them  to  stand  like  the 
leaves  of  an  open  book.  At  the  same  time,  the 
volcanic  rocks  sent  up  from  below  have  risen  in 
high  mountain  {hIcs.  Such  is  the  condition  of 
things  at  the  Porcupine  Mountains. 

The  basin  and  bed  of  this  lake  act  as  a  vast 
geological  mortar,  in  which  the  masses  of  broken 
and  ^llen  stones  are  whirled  about  and  ground 
down  till  all  the  sofVer  ones,  such  as  the  sandstones, 
are  brought  into  the  state  of  pure  yellow  sand. 
This  sand  is  driven  ashore  by  the  waves,  where  it 
is  shoved  up  in  long  wreaths  till  dried  by  the  sun. 
The  winds  now  take  it  up  and  spread  it  inland,  or 
pile  it  immediately  along  the  coast,  where  it  pre^ 
sents  itself  in  mountain  masses.  Such  are  the. 
great  Sand  Dunes  of  the  Grande  Sables. 

There  are  yet  other  theatres  of  action  for  this 
sublime  mass  of  inland  waters,  where  it  has  mani- 
fested perhaps  still  more  strongly,  if  not  so  strik- 
ingly, its  abrasive  powers.  The  whole  force  of 
the  lake,  under  the  impulse  of  a  north-west  tem- 
pest, is  direct^  against  prominent  portions  of  the 
shore,  which  consist  of  the  black  and  hard  volca- 
nic rocks.  Solid  as  these  are,  the  waves  have 
found  an  entrance  in  veins  of  spar  or  minerals  of 
softer  structure,  and  have  thus  been  led  inland, 
and  torn  up  large  6elds  of  amygdaloid  and  other 
rock,  or  left  portions  of  them  standing  in  rugged 
knobs  or  promontories.  Such  are  the  east  and 
west  coasts  of  the  great  peninsula  of  Keweena, 
which  has  recently  become  the  theatre  of  mining 
operations. 

When  the  visiter  to  these  remote  and  boundless 
waters  come  to  see  thb  wide  and  varied  scene  of 
complicated  attractions,  he  is  absorbed  in  wonder 
and  astonishment.  The  eye,  once  introduced  to 
this  panorama  of  waters,  ih  never  done  looking  and 
admiring.  Scene  after  scene,  cliff  after  clifl^  itiland 
after  island,  and  vista  after  vista  are  presented. 
One  day's  scenes  are  but  the  prelude  to  another, 


and  when  weeks  and  months  have  been  spent  in 
picturesque  rambles  along  its  shores,  the  traveller 
has  only  to  ascend  some  of  its  streams  and  go  in- 
land to  find  falls  and  cascades,  and  cataracts  of  the 
most  beautiful  or  magnificent  character.  Go  where 
he  will,  there  is  something  to  attract  him.  Be- 
neath his  feet  the  pebbles  are  agates.  The  water 
is  of  the  most  crystalline  purity.  The  sky  is  filled 
at  sunset  with  the  most  gorgeous  piles  of  clouds. 
The  air  itself  is  of  the  purest  and  most  inspiriting 
kind.  To  visit  such  a  scene  is  to  draw  health 
from  its  purest  fountains,  and  to  revel  in  intel- 
lectual delights. 


SHINGEBISS. 
rmcm  ths  samx. 

[Fran  t^  OdJibwa-Al(Ooqoi»] 


Trkhk  was  once  a  Shingebiss,*  living  alone  in 
a  solitary  lodge  on  the  shores  of  the  deep  bay  of  a 
lake,  in  the  coldest  winter  wcatlier.  The  ice  had 
formed  on  the  water,  and  he  had  but  four  logs  of 
wood  to  keep  his  fire.  Each  of  these  would,  how- 
ever, bum  a  month ;  and,  as  there  were  but  four 
cold  winter  months,  they  were  sufficient  to  carry 
him  through  till  spring. 

Shingebiss  was  hardy  and  fearless,  and  cared  for 
no  one.  He  would  go  out  during  the  coldest  day 
and  seek  for  places  where  flags  and  rushes  grew 
through  the  iqe,  and  plucking  them  up  with  his 
bill,  would  dive  through  the  openings  in  quest  of 
fish.  In  this  way  he  found  plenty  of  food,  while 
others  were  starving ;  and  he  went  home  daily  to 
his  lodge,  dragging  strings  of  fish  after  him  on 
the  ice. 

Kabeboniccaf  observed  him,  and  felt  a  little 
piqued  at  his  perseverance  and  good  luck  in  de* 
fiance  of  the  severest  blasts  of  wind  he  could  send 
from  the  North-West.  "  Why !  this  is  a  wonder- 
ful man,"  said  he;  "he  does  not  mind  the  cold, 
and  appears  as  happy  and  contented  as  if  it  were 
the  month  of  June.  I  will  try  whether  he  cannot 
be  mastered."  He  poured  forth  ten-fold  colder 
blasts  and  drifts  of  snow,  so  that  it  was  next  to 
iml^Hsible  to  live  in  the  open  air.  Still  the  fire 
of  Shingebiss  did  not  go  out;  he  wore  but  a  single 
strip  of  leather  around  his  body,  and  he  was  seen 
in  the  worst  weather  searching  the  shores  for 
rushes  and  carrying  home  fish. 

**  I  shall  go  and  visit  him,"  said  Kabebonicca 
one  day,  as  he  saw  Shingebiss  dragging  along  a 
quantity  of  fish ;  and  accordingly  that  very  night 
he  went  to  the  door  of  his  lodge.  Meantime 
Shingebiss  had  cooked  his  fish  and  finished  his 
meal,  and  was  lying,  partly  on  his  side,  before  the 
fire,  singing  his  songs.  After  Kabebonicca  had 
come  to  the  door  and  stood  listening  there,  he 
sang  as  follows : 

Kabe  bon  oc  ca  Neej  in  in  ec  we-ya  ! 
Ka  be  bon  oc  ca  Neej  in  in  ec  we-ya ! 

The  number  of  words  in  this  song  are  few  and 
ample,  but  they  are  made  up  fix^m  compounds 

•The  name  of  a  kind  ofduck. 
t  A  perBOnificatioii  of  ihe  North-Wcsl. 
2C 
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which  carry  the  whole  of  their  orig;inaI  meanings, 
and  are  rather  suggestive  of  the  ideas  floating  in  the 
mind  than  actual  expressions  of  those  ideas.    Lite- 
rally he  sings : 
Spirit  of  the  North- West !  you  are  but  my  fellow-man. 

By  being  broken  into  syllables  tb  correspond  with 
a  simple  chant,  and  by  the  power  of  intonation 
and  repetition,  with  a  chorus,  these  words  are  ex- 
panded into  melodious  utterance,  if  we  may  be 
allowed  the  term,  and  may  be  thus  rendered  * 

Windy^  god,  I  know  your  plan, 
You  are  but  ray  fellow-man: 
Blow  you  may  your  coldest  breeze, 
ShUigebiss  you  cannot  freeze ; 
Sweep  the  strongest  wiifd  you  can, 
Shin^cbiss  is  sti^your  man. 
Heigh !  for  life — and  ho !  for  bliss; 
Who  so  free  as  Shingebiss  ? 

The  hunter  knew  that  Kabebonicca  was  at  his 
door,  for  he  felt  his  cold  and  ftrong  breath ;  but  he 
kept  on  singing  his  songs,  and  affected  utter  in- 
dlficrence.     At  length  Kabebonicca  entered,  and 
took  his  seat  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  lodge ; 
but  Shingebiss  did  not  regard  or  notice  him.     He 
got  up  as  if  nobody  were  present,  >EUid,  takii%  his 
poker,  pushed  the  log,  which  made  his  fire  bum 
brighter,  repeating  as  he  sat  down  again : 
Yon  are  but  my  fellow-man. 
Very  soon  the  tears  begaif  to  flow  down  Kabe- 
bonicca's  cheeks,  which  increased  so  fast  that  pre- 
sently he  said  to  himself,  » I  cannot  stand  this — I 
must  go  out"     He  did  so,  and  \e^  Shingebiss  to 
his  songs ;  but  resolved  to  freeze  up  all  the  flag 
orifices  and  make  the  ice  thick,  so  that  he  could 
not  get  any  more  fish.     Still  Shingebiss,  by  dint 
of  great  diligence,  found  means  to  pull  up  new 
roots  and  dive  under  for  fish.     At  last  Kabebonicca 
was  compelled  to  give  up  the  contest     "  He  must 
be  aided  by  some  Monedo,"  said  he ;  **l  can  nei- 
ther fireeze  him,  nor  starve  him ;  he  is  a  very  sin- 
gular being.     I  will  let  him  alone." 


THE  IROQUOIS, 
raoai  an  address  bvfork  the  was-au  ho-de-no-son-nb. 


^ooKiiro  around  over  the  wide  forests  and 
translucent  lakes  of  New  York,  we  have  belfcld 
the  footprints  of  the  lordly  Iroquois,  crowned  by 
thf  feathers  of  the  eagle,  bearing  in  his  hand  the 
bow  and  arrows,  and  scorning  by  the  keen  glances 
of  his  black  eye,  and  the  lofUness  of  his  tread,  the 
very  earth  that  bore  him  up.  History  and  tradi- 
tion speak  of  the  story  of  this  ancient  race. — They 
paint  him  as  a  man  of  war — of  endurance — of  in- 
domitable courage — of  capacity  to  endure  tortures 
without  complaint— of  a  heroic  and  noble  inde- 
pendence. They  tell  us  that  ^flese  precincts,  now 
waving  with  yellow  com,  and  smUing  with  vil- 
lages, and  glittering  with  spires,  were  once  vocal 
with  their  war  songs,  and  resounded  with  the  cho- 
msscs  of  their  corn  feasts.  We  descry,  as  we 
plough  the  plain,  the  well-chipped  darts  which 
pointed  their  arrows,  and  the  elongated  pestles 
that  crushed  their  maze.  We  exhume  from  their 
obliterated  and  simple  graves  the  pipe  of  steatite, 
in  which  they  smoked,  and  oflered  incense  to  these' 


deities,  and  the  fragments  of  the  culina|y 
around  which  the  lodge  circle  gathered  to  their 
forest  meaL  Mounds  and  trenches  and  ditchei 
speak  of  the  movement  of  tribe  against  tribe,  and 
dimly  shadow  forth  the  overthrow  of  nations. 
There  are  no  plated  columns  of  marble— rOD  tab- 
lets of  inscribed  stone — no  gates  of  rust-co9ted 
brass.  But  the  man  himself  survives  in  his  gene- 
ration. He  is  a  walking  ^tatue  before  us.  His 
looks  find  his  gestures  and  his  language  remain. 
And  he  is  himself  an  attractive  monument  to  he 
studied.  Shall  we  neglect  him  and  his  antiquarian 
vestiges,  to  mn  after  foreign  sourcap  of  intellectual^ 
study  1  Shall  we  toil  amid  the  ruins  of  Thebes 
and  Palmyra,  while  we  have  before  us  the  monu- 
mental enigma  of  an  unknown  race  ?  Shall  phi- 
losophical ardour  expend  itself  in  searching  after 
the  buried  sites  of  Nineveh,  and  Babylon,  and  Troy, 
while  we  have  not  attempted,  with  decent  research, 
to  collect,  arrange,  and  determine  the  leading  data 
of  our  aboriginal  history  and  antiquities?  . . . 

No  branch  of  the  human  family  is  an  object  un- 
worthy of  high  philosophic  inq^ry.  Their  food, 
their  language,  their  arts,  their  physical  peculiar- 
ities, and  their  mental  traits  are  each  topics  of  deep 
interest,  and  susceptible  of  being  converted  into 
evidences  of  high  importance.  Mistaken  our  Red 
Men  tlearly  were,  in  their  theories  and  opinions 
on  many  points.  They  were  wretched  theologi^ 
and  poor  casuists.  But  not  more  so,  in  three- 
fourths  of  their  t  dogmas,  than  the  disciples  of  Zo- 
roaster, or  Confucius.  They  were  polytheists 
from  their  very  position.  And  yet,  there  is  a 
general  idea,  that  under  every  form  they  acknow- 
ledged but  one  divine  intelligence  under  the  name 
of  the  Great  Spirit. 

They  paid  their  sacrifices  to  the  imaginary  and 
fantastic  gods  of  the  air,  the  woods  and  water,  as 
Greece  and  Rome  had  done,  and  done  as  blindly, 
before  them.  But  they  were  a  vigorous,  hardy, 
and  brave  off-shoot  of  the  original  race  of  man. 
They  were  full  of  humanities.  They  had  many 
qualities  to  command  admiration.  Thcj  were 
wise  in  council,  they  were  eloquent  in  tlie  defence 
of  their  rights.  They  were  kind  and  humane  to 
the  weak,  bewildered,  and  friendless.  Their  lodge- 
board  was  ever  ready  for  the  wayfarer.  T^y 
were  constant  to  a  proverb  in  their  professed  fricnd- 
shi{>s.  They  never  forgot  a  kind  act  Nor  can 
it  be  recorded,  to  their  dispraise,  that  they  were  a 
terror  to  their  enemies.  Their  character  was 
formed  on  the  military  principle,  and  to  acquire 
distinction  in  this  line,  they  roved  over  half  the 
continent  . . . 

But  all  their  eflTorts  would  have  ended  in  disap- 
pointment had  it  not  been  for  that  principle  of  con- 
federation, which,  at  an  early  day,  pervaded  their 
councils  and  converted  thorn  into  a  phalanx,  whidi 
no  other  tribe  could  successfully  penetrate  or  resist 
It  IB  this  trait  by  which  they  are  mo9t  distinguished 
from  the  other  hunter  nations  of  North  America; 
and  it  is  to  thciV  rigid  adherence  to  the  verbal  com- 
paet,  which  bound  them  together  ^  tribes  and 
clans,  that  they  owe  their  present  celebrity,  and 
owed  their  former  power. 


ORVILLE  DEWEY. 


[Bora  1794.] 


TkE  Reverend  Orville  Dewey,  D.D^  was 
born  in  Sheffield,  Berkshire  county,  Masyachu- 
setts,  in  the  year  1794,  and  after  graduating-  in 
1814  at  Willidftis  College,  studied  theology  in 
the  seminary  at  Andover.  His  views  respect- 
ing the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity  had  from  the 
first  been  unsettled,  and  at  the  end  of  a  year 
from  his  first  entrance  into  the  ministry  he 
joined  the  Unitarians.  When  Dr.  Channing, 
soon  dfter,  went  to  Europe,  Mr.  Dewey  took 
his  place ;  and  that  he  was  able  for  a  long  time 
to  give  perfect  sitisfaction  to  a  society  accus- 
tomed to  the  sermons  of  Channing  is  evidence 
that  be  had  great  merits  as  a  preacher. 

He  was  subsequently  pastor  of  a  church  in 
New  Bedford,  for  about  ten  years,  at  the*  end 
of  which  period  ill  health  made  necessary  his 
temporary  retirement  from  the  pulpit,  and  he 
passed  two  years  i/i  foreign  travel.  Soon  af- 
ter his  return  he  became  pastqr  of  the  church 
of  the  Messiah  in  New  York,  with  which  he 
has  since  retained  his  connection,  except  dur- 
ing- a  second  visit  to  Europe  in  1841  and  1842. 

In  1835  he  published  Discourses  on  Various 
Subjects,  selected  from  those  he  had  preached 
to  his  congregation  at  New  Bedford,  and  con- 
taining some  of  his  finest  religious  essays. 

This  volume  was  followed  in  the  spring  of 
1836  with  The  Old  World  and  the  New,  be- 
ing a  Journal  of  Observations  and  Reflections 
made  on  a  Visit  to  Europe  in  1833  and  1834: 
a  very  interesting  work,  with  descriptive  pas- 
sages quite  equal  to  any  in  the  books  of  Sli- 
dell  Mackenzie,  Caleb  Cushing,  or  the  later 
American  travellers  in  the  same  countries,  and 
others  betraying  a  profound  sympathy  with  hu- 
manity, and  containing  just  reflections  on  the 
social,  political  and  religious  condition  of  the 
people,  under  various  institutions,  which  place 
it  in  the  first  class  of  speculative  diaries. 

In  1838  he  published  Moral  Views  of  Com- 
merce, Society  and  Politics,  in  Twelve  Dis- 
courses, on  the  moral  laws  of  trade,  the  uses 
of  labour  and  passion  for  a  fortune,  the  moral 
limits  of  accumulation,  the  natural  and  artifl^ 
cial  relations  of  society,  the  moral  evil  to 
which  American  society  is  exposed,  the  place 


which  education  and  religion  must  have  in  the 
improvement  of  society,  and  on  associations, 
social  ambition,  war,  political  morality,  and 
the  blessings  of  freedom :  subjects  out  of  the 
usual  range  of  pulpit  dj^cussion,  (which  still 
has  too  little  to  do  with  the  great  mass  of  hu- 
man actions  and  interests,)  but  none  the  less 
worthy  on  this  aco^unt  of  being  treated  by  a 
Christian  minister.    This  is  one  of  the  best 
practical  books  on  the  dangers  and  duties  of 
the  Christian  freeman  that  has  been  wrrtten. 
The  interesting  questions  which  it  embraces  are 
discussed  with  calmness,  candor,  and  generally 
sound  judgment.  '  Customs  and  opinions  are 
subjected  to  the  test  of  Christian  morality, 
and  whatever  will  nSt  bear  this,  however  sanc- 
tioned by  observance  or  authority,  is  with  vi- 
gor and  manlyixankness  pointed  out  and  con- 
demned.    In  1841  he  gave  to  the  public  his 
fourth  work,  under  the  title  of  Discourees  on 
Human  Life  ;  and  in  1846  a  fifth,  embracing 
Discourses  and  Reviews  on  Questions  relating 
to  Controversial  Theology  and  Practical  Re- 
ligion.   In  addition  to  these  volumes  he  has 
published  many  single  sermons,  eulogies  and 
other  tracts,  some  of  which  are  among  his  best 
and  most  useful  performances. 

Dr.  Dewey  is  one  of  the  most  popular  pul- 
pit orators  this  country  has  produced.  He  is 
admired  by  those  who  are  capable  of  appreciat- 
ing the  philosophy  of  morals,  without  refer- 
ence to  his  peculiar  theological  belief.  Hi^ 
reasoning  is  generally  comprehensive,  and  his 
illustrations  often  poetical.  There  is  a  happy 
mixture  of  ease  and  finish  in  his  style,  and  he 
is  remarkable  for  interesting  the  hearer  in 
themes  which  would  be  trite  if  treated  with 
less  earnestness.  Perhaps  the  pathos  of  his 
rhetoric  is  its  mosi  effective  characteristic. 
In  speaking  of  the  wants,  sufferings  and  des- 
tinies of  humanity,  there  is  frequently  a  touch- 
ing eloquence  in  his  appeals  which  strikes  a  re- 
sponsive chord  in  every  sensitive  and  thought- 
ful heart. 

An  edition  of  his  works  has  recently  been 
published  in  England,  and  another,  enlarged, 

was  commenced  in  1846  in  New  York. 
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ORVILLE   DEWEY. 


THE  DANGER  OF  RICHES. 

FSOM    MOSAL    VIBW8    OF    SOCIXTT,  STC. 


Ah  !  the  rust  of  riches ! — not  that  portion  of 
them  which  is  kept  bright  in  good  and  holy  uses — 
«  and  the  oonsaming  fire"  of  the  passions  which 
wealth  engenders !  No  rich  man-^I  lay  it  down 
as  an  axiom  of  all  experience— no  rich  man  is  safe, 
who  is  not  a  benevolent  man.  No  rich  man  is  safe, 
but  in  the  imitation  of  that  benevolent  God,  who 
is  the  possessor  and  dispenser  of  all  the  riches  of 
the  universe.  What  else  mean  the  miseries  of  a 
selfish,  luxurious  and  fashionable  life  everywhere  ? 
What  mean  the  sighs  that  come  up  from  the  pur- 
lieus, and  couches,  and 'most  secret  haunts  of  all 
splendid  and  self-indulgent  opulence  ?  Do  not  tell 
me  that  other  men  are  sufferers  too.  Say  not  that  the 
poor,  and  destitute  and  forlorn,  are  miserable  also. 
Ah!  just  heaven!  thou  hast  in  thy  mysterious 
wisdom  appointed  to  them  a  lot  hard,  full  bard,  to 
bear..  Poor  houseless  wretches !  who  *<  eat  the  bit- 
ter bread  of  penury,  and  drink  the  baleful  cup  of 
misery;"  the  winter's  winds  blow  keenly  through 
your  "looped  and  windowed  raggedness;"  your 
children  wander  about  unshod,  unclothed  and  un- 
tended ;  I  wonder  not  that  ye  sigh.  But  why  should 
those  who  are  surrounded  with  every  thing  that 
heart  can  wish,  or  imagination  conceive — the  very 
crumbs  that  fall  from  whose  table  of  prosperi^ 
might  feed  hundreds — why  should  they  sigh  amidst 
their  profusion  and  splendour  ?  They  have  broken 
the  bond  that  thould  connect  power  with  %uefulnesi, 
and  opulence  with  mercy.  That  is  the  reason.  They 
have  taken  up  their  treasures,  and  wandered  away 
into  a  forbidden  world  of  their  own,  far  from  the 
sympathies  of  suffering  humanity  ;  and  the  heavy 
night<)ew8  are  descending  upon  their  splendid  re- 
vels ;  and  the  all-gladdening  light  of  heavenly  be- 
neficence is  exchanged  for  the  sickly  glare  of  self- 
ish enjoyment;  and  happiness,  the  blessed  angel 
that  hovers  over  generous  deeds  and  heroic  virtues, 
has  fled  away  from  that  world  of  false  gaiety  and 
fashionable  exclusion. 


FREEDOM  OF  OPINION. 

FROM  THS  SAMC 


ObAeryb,  in  how  many  relations,  political,  reli- 
gious and  social,  a  man  is  liable  to  find  bondage  in- 
stead of  freedom.  If  he  wants  office,  he  must  at- 
tach himself  to  a  party,  and  then  his  eyes  must  be 
sealed  in  blindness,  and  his  lips  in  silence,  toward 
all  the  faults  of  his  party.  He  may  have  his  eyes 
open,  and  he  may  sec  much  to  condemn,  but  he 
must  say  nothing.  If  he  edits  a  newspaper,  his 
choice  is  often  between  bondage  and  beggary. 
That  may  actually  be  the  choice,  though  he  does 
not  know  it  He  may  be  so  completely  a  slave, 
that  he  does  not  feel  the  chain.  His  passions  may 
be  so  enlisted  in  the  cause  of  his  party,  as  to  blind 
his  discrimination,  and  destroy  all  comprehension 
and  capability  of  independence.  So  it  may  be 
with  the  religious  partisan.  He  knows,  perhaps,  that 
there  are  errors  in  his  adopted  creed,  faults  in  his 
sect,  fanaticism  and  extravagance  in  some  of  its 


measures.  See  if  you  get  him  to  speak  hf  them. 
See  if  you  can  get  him  to  breathe  a  whisper  of 
doubt  No,  he  is  always  believing.  He  has  a  coi^ 
Tenient  phrase  that  covers  up  all  difficulties  in  his 
creed.  He  believes  it  "  for  rubstanct  of  doctrine.** 
Or  if  he  is  a  layman,  perhaps  he  does  not  be- 
lieve it  at  alL  What  then  b  his  conclusion! 
Why,  he  has  friends  who  do  believe  it ;  and  he 
does  not  wish  to  offi*nd  them.  And  so  he  goes  on, 
listening  to  what  he  does  not  believe ;  outwardly 
acquiescing,  inwardly  remonstrating ;  the  slave  of 
fear  or  fashion,  never  daring,  not  once  in  his  life 
daring,  to  speak  out  openly  the  thbught  that  is  in 
him.  Nay,  he  sees  men  suffering  under  the  weight 
of  public  reprobation,  for  the  open  espousal  of  the 
very  opinions  he  holds,  and  he  has  never  the  gene- 
rosity or  manliness  to  say,  "  /  think  so  too."  Nay, 
more ;  by  the  course  he  pursues,  he  is  made  to 
cast  his  stone,  or  he  holds  it  in  his  hand,  at  least, 
and  lets  another  arm  apply  the  force  necessary  to 
cast  it,  at  the  very  men  who  are  suffering  a  sort  of 
marty  rdora  for  his  oum  faith  !    , 

I  am  not  now  advocating  any  particular  opin- 
ions. I  am  only  advocating  a  manly  freedom  in 
the  expression  of  thoae  opinions  which  a  man  does 
entertain.  And  if  those  opinions  are  unpopular,  I 
hold  that,  in  this  country,  there  is  so  much  tne 
more  need  of  an  open  and  independent  expression  of 
them.  Look  at  the  case  most  seriously,  I  beseech 
you.  What  is  ever  to  correct  the  faults  of  society, 
if  nobody  Ufts  his  voice  against  them ;  if  every 
body  goes  on  openly  doing  what  everybody  pri- 
vately complains  of;  if  all  shrink  behind  the  faint- 
hearted apolo|]ry,  that  it  would  be  over-hold  in  them 
to  attempt  any  reform  1  What  is  to  rebuke  politi- 
cal time-serving,  religious  fanaticism,  or  social  folly, 
if  no  one  has  the  independence  to  protest  against 
them  ?  Look  at  it  in  a  larger  view.  What  bar- 
rier is  there  against  the  universal  despotism  oi  pub* 
lie  opinion  in  this  country,  but  individual  freedom  ? 
Who.  is  to  stand  up  against  it  here,  but  the  posses- 
sor of  that  lofty  independence  1  There  is  no  king, 
no  sultan,  no  noble,  no  privileged  class ;  nobody 
else  to  stand  against  it  If  you  yield  this  point,  if 
you  are  for  ever  making  compromises,  if  all  men 
do  this,  if  the  entire  policy  of  private  life  here,  is 
to  escape  opposition  and  reproach,  every  thing  will 
be  swept  beneath  the  popular  wave.  There  will 
be  no  individuality,  no  hardihood,  no  high  and 
stem  resolve,  no  self-subsistence,  no  fearless  digni- 
ty, no  glorious  manhood  of  mind,  left  among  us. 
The  holy  heritage  of  our  fathers*  virtues  will  be 
trodden  under  foot,  by  their  unworthy  children. 
They  feared  not  to  stand  up  against  kings  and  no- 
bles, and  parliament  and  people.  Better  did  they 
account  it,  that  their  lonely  bark  should  sweep  the 
wide  sea  in  freedom — happier  were  they,  when  their 
sail  swelled  to  the  storm  of  winter,  than  to  be 
slaves  in  palaces  of  ease.  Sweeter  to  their  ear  was 
the  music  of  the  gale,  that  shrieked  in  their  broken 
cordage,  than  the  voice  at  home  that  said,  **  submit, 
and  you  shall  have  rest"  And  when  they  reached 
this  wild  shore,  and  built  their  altar,  and  knelt 
upon  the  frozen  snow  and  the  flinty  rock  to  wor- 
ship, they  built  that  altar  to  freedom,  to  individual 
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freedom,'  to  freedom  of  conscience  and  opinion ;  and 
their  noble  prayer  was,  that  their  children  might  be 
thus  free.  Let  their  sons  remember  the  prayer  of 
their  extremity,  and  the  great  bequest  which  their 
magnanimity  has  left  us.  Let  them  beware  how 
they  become  entangled  again  in  the  yoke  of  bond- 
age. Let  the  ministers  at  God's  altar,  let  the  guar- 
dians of  the  press,  let  all  sober  and  thinking  men, 
^leak  the  thought  that  is  in  them.  It  is  better  to 
speak  honest  errors  than  to  suppress  conscious  truth. 
Smothered  error  is  more  dangerous  than  that  which 
flames  and  burns  out.  But  do  I  speak  of  danger  1  I 
knovr  of  but  one  thing  safe  in  the  universe,  and  that 
is  truth.  And  I  know  of  but  one  way  to  truth  for 
an  individual  mind,  and  that  is,  unfettered  thought. 
And  I  know  but  one  path  for  the  multitude  to 
truth,  and  that  is,  thought,  freely  expressed.  Make 
of  truth  itself  an  altar  of  slavery,  and  guard  it  about 
with  a  mysterious  shrine ;  bind  thought  as  a  victim 
upon  it ;  and  let  the  passions  of  the  prejudiced  mul- 
titude minister  fuel :  and  you  sacrifice  upon  that  ac- 
cursed altar,  the  hopes  of  the  world ! 


FREEDOM  AND  PATRIOTISM. 

nOM  THS  SAIOB. 


God  has  stamped  upon  our  very  humanity  this 
impress  of  freedom.  It  is  the  unchartered  prero- 
gative of  human  nature.  A  soul  ceases  to  be  a 
soul,  in  proportion  as  it  ceases  to  be  free.  Strip  it 
of  this,  and  you  strip  it  of  one  of  its  essential  and 
characteristic  attributes.  It  is  this  that  draws  the 
footsteps  of  the  wild  Indian  to  his  wide  and  bound- 
less desert-paths,  and  makes  him  prefer  them  to 
the  gay  saloons  and  soft  carpets  of  sumptuous  pa- 
laces. It  is  this  that  makes  it  so  difficult  to  bring 
him  within  the  pale  of  artificial  civilization.  Our 
roving  tribes  are  perishing — a  sad  and  solemn  sa- 
crifice upon  the  altar  of  their  wild  freedom.  They 
come  among  us,  and  look  with  childish  wonder 
upon  the  perfection  of  our  arts,  and  the  splendour 
of  our  habitations :  they  submit  with  ennui  and 
weariness,  for  a  few  days,  to  our  burdensome 
forms  and  restraints ;  and  then  turn  their  faces  to 
their  forest  homes,  and  resolve  to  push  those  homes 
onward  till  they  sink  in  the  Pacific  waves,  rather 
than  not  be  free. 

It  is  thus  that  every  people  is  attached  to  its 
country,  just  in  proportion  as  it  is  free.  No  mat- 
ter if  that  country  be  in  the  rocky  fastnesses  of 
Switzerland,  amidst  the  snows  of  Tartary,  or  on 
the  most  barren  and  lonely  Island-shore ;  no  mat- 
ter if  that  country  be  so  poor  as  to  force  away  its 
children  to  other  and  richer  lands,  for  employment 
and  sustenance ;  yet  when  the  soni^s  of  those  free 
h  )mes  chance  to  fell  upon  the  exile's  ear,  no  soft 
and  ravishing  airs  that  wait  upon  the  timid  feast- 
in^s  of  Asiatic  opulence  ever  thrilled  the  heart 
with  such  mingled  rapture  and  agony  as  those  sim- 
ple tones.  Sad  mementoes  might  they  be  of  po- 
verty and  want  and  toil;  yet  it  was  enough  that 
they  were  mementoes  of  happy  freedom.  And 
more  than  once  has  it  been  necessary  to  forbid  by 
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military  orders,  in  the  armies  of  the  Swin  meroe- 
nanes,  the  singing  of  their  native  songs. 

And  such  an  attachment,  do  I  believe,  is  found 
in  our  own  people,  to  their  native  country.  It  is 
the  country  of  the  fi'ee ;  and  that  single  considera- 
tion compensates  for  the  want  of  many  advantages 
which  other  countries  possess  over  us.  And  glad 
am  I,  that  it  opens  wide  its  hospitable  gates,  to 
many  a  noble  but  persecuted  citizen,  from  the 
dungeons  of  Austria  and  Italy,  and  the  impri- 
soning castles  and  citadels  of  Poland.  Here 
may  they  find  rest,  as  they  surely  find  sympathy, 
though  it  is  saddened  with  many  bitter  remem- 
brances! 

Ves,  let  me  be  free ;  let  me  go  apd  come  at  my 
own  will ;  let  me  do  business  and  make  journeys, 
without  a  vexatious  police  or  insolent  soldiery  to 
watch  my  steps;  let  me  think,  and  do,  and  speak, 
what  I  please,  subject  to  no  limit  but  that  which 
is  set  by  the  common  weal;  subject  to  no  law 
but  that  which  conscience  binds  upon  me ;  and  I 
will  bless  my  country,  and  love  its  most  rugged 
rocks  and  its  most  barren  soil. 

I  have  seen  my  countrymen,  and  have  been  with 
them  a  fellow-wanderer,  in  other  lands ;  and  little 
did  I  sec  or  feci  to  warrant  the  apprehension,  some- 
times expressed,  that  foreign  travel  would  weaken 
our  patriotic  attachments.  One  sigh  for  home — 
home,  arose  from  all  hearts.  And  why,  from  pa- 
laces and  courts — why,  from  galleries  of  the  arts, 
where  the  marble  soflens  into  life,  and  painting 
sheds  an  almost  living  presence  of  beauty  around 
it — why,  from  the  mountain's  awful  brow,  and  the 
lovely  valleys  and  lakes  touched  with  the  sunset 
hues  of  old  romance — why,  from  those  venerable 
and  touching  ruins  to  which  our  very  heart  grows 
— why,  from  all  these  scenes,  were  they  looking 
beyond  the  swellings  of  the  Atlantic  wave,  to  a 
dearer  and  holier  spot  of  ekrth — their  own,  own 
country.  Doubtless,  it  was,  in  part,  because  it  is 
their  country  ]  But  it  was  also,  as  every  one's  ex- 
perience will  testify,  because  they  knew  that  there 
was  no  oppression,  no  pitiful  exaction  of  petty 
tyranny ;  because  that  thert^  they  knew,  was  no 
accredited  and  irresistible  religious  domination ;  be- 
cause tl)at  tlier€,  they  knew,  they  should  not  meet 
the  odious  soldier  at  every  comer,  nor  swarms  of 
imploring  beggars,  the  victims  of  misrule ;  that 
there,  no  curse  causeless  did  fall,  and  no  blight, 
worse  than  plague  and  pestilence,  did  descend 
amidst  the  pure  dews  of  heaven ;  because,  in  fine, 
that  Iherey  they  knew,  was  liberty — upon  all  the 
green  hills,  and  amidst  all  the  peaceful  valleys- 
liberty,  the  wall  of  fire  around  the  humblest  home; 
the  crown  of  glory,  studded  with  her  ever-blazing 
stars  upon  the  proudest  mansion ! 

My  friends,  upon  our  own  homes  that  blessing 
rests,  that  guardian  care  and  glorious  crown ;  and 
when  we  return  to  those  homes,  and  so  long  as  we 
dwell  in  them — so  long  as  no  oppressor's  foot  invades 
their  thresholds,  let  us  bless  them,  and  hallow  them 
as  the  homes  of  freedom!  Let  us  make  them, 
too,  the  homes  of  a  nobler  freedom — of  freedom 
from  vice,  from  evil,  from  passion — from  every  cor- 
rupting bondage  of  the  soul. 
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MORAL  DANGER  OF  BUSINESS. 

raOM  THE  SAMS. 


I  AAK,  if  there  is  not  good  ground  for  the  admo- 
nitions on  this  point,  of  every  moral   and  holy 
teacher  of  every  age  1     What  means,  if  there  is 
not,  that  eternal  disingenuity  of  trade,  that  is  ever 
putting  on  fair  appearances  and  false  pretences— -of 
•*  the  buyer  that  soys,  it  is  naught,  it  is  naught,  but 
when  he  is  gone  his  way,then  boasteth" — of  the  sell- 
er, who  is  always  exhibiting  the  best  samples,  not  fair 
but  false  samples,  of  what  he  has  to  sell;  of  the  seller, 
I  say,  who,  to  use  the  language  of  another,  <*  if  he 
is  tying  up  a  bundle  of  quills,  will  place  several  in 
the  centre,  of  not  half  the  value  of  the  rest,  and 
thus  sends  forth  a  hundred  liars,  with  a  fair  out- 
side, to  proclaim  as  many  falsehoods  to  the  world  V* 
These  practices,  alas!  have  fallen  into  the  regular 
course  of  the  business  of  many.     All  men  expect 
them ;  and  therefore,  you  may  say,  that  nobody  is 
deceived.     But  deception  is  intended :  else  why  are 
these  things  done  ?     What  if  nobody  is  deceived  ? 
The  seller  himself  is  corrupted.     He  may  stand 
acquitted  of  dishonesty  in  the  moral  code  of  world- 
ly traffic ;  no  man  may  charge  him  with  dishones- 
ty ;  and  yet  to  himself  he  is  a  dishonest  man.    Did 
I  say  that  nobody  is  deceived  1     Nay,  but  some- 
body isdeceived.     This  man,  the  seller,  is  grossly, 
wofuUy  deceived.     He  thinks  to  make  a  little  pro- 
fit by  his  contrivances ;  and  he  is  selling,  by  pen- 
nyworths, the  very  integrity  of  his  soul.      Yes, 
the  prettiest  shop  where  these  things  are  done,  may 
bo  to  the  spiritual  vision,  a  place  of  more  than  tra- 
gic interest.     It  is  the  stage  on  which  the  great  ac- 
tion of  life  is  performed.     There  stands  a  man, 
who  in  the  sharp  collisions  of  daily  traffic,  might 
have  polished  his  mind  to  the  bright  and  beautiful 
image  of  truth,  who  might  have  put  on  the  noble 
brow  of  candor,  and  cherished  the  very  soul  of  up- 
lightness.     I  have  known  such  a  man.     I  have 
looked  into  his  humble  shop.     I  have  seen  the 
mean  and  soiled  articles  with  which  he  is  dealing. 
And  yet  the  process  of  things  going  on  there,  was 
as  beautiful  as  if  it  had  been  done  in  heaven ! 
But  now,  what  is  this  man — the  man  who  always 
turns  up  to  you  the  better  side  of  every  thing  he 
sells — the  man  of  unceasing  contrivances  and  ex- 
pedients, hia  life  long,  to  make  things  appear  better 
than  they  are  1     Be  he  the  greatest  merchant  or 
the  poorest  huckster,  he  is  a  mean,  a  knavish — and 
were  I  not  awed  by  the  thoughts  of  his  immortali- 
ty, I  should  say — a  contemptible  creature  ;  whom 
nobody  that  knows  him  can  love,  whom  nobody  can 
trust,  whom  nobody  can  reverence.  Not  one  thin^  in 
the  dusty  repository  of  things,  grcnt  or  small,  which 
he  deals  wiUi,  is  so  vile  as  he.     What  is  this  thing 
then,  which  is  done,  or  may  be  done,  in  the  house  of 
traffic  ?  I  tell  you,  though  you  may  have  thought  not 
so  of  it — I  tell  you  that  tkere^  even  there^  a  soul  may 
be  lost ! — that  that  very  structure,  built  for  the  gain 


of  earth,  may  be  the  gate  of  hell  ?  Say  not  that  this 
fearful  appellation  should  be  applied  to  worse  places 
than  that  A  man  may  as  certainly  corrupt  all  the 
integrity  and  virtue  of  his  soul  in  a  warehouse  or 
a  shop,  as  in  a  gambling-house  or  a  brotheL 


THE  PEOPLE  NOT  ALWAYS  RIGHT. 


FBOM  THS  SAMB. 


I  MAHf  TAiH,  that  our  democratic  prindpie  is  not 
that  the  people  are  always  right  It  is  this  rather; 
that  although  the  people  may  sometimes  be  wrong, 
yet  that  they  are  not  so  likely  to  be  wrong  and  to  do 
wrong  as  irresponsible,  hereditary  magistrates  and 
legislators ;  that  it  is  safer  to  trust  the  many  with 
the  keeping  of  their  own  interests,  than  it  is  to 
trust  the  few  to  keep  those  interests  for  theoL  The 
people  ara  not  always  right ;  they  are  often  wnxig. 
They  must  be  so,  from  the  very  magnitude,  diffi- 
culty and  complication  of  the  questions  that  are 
submitted  to  them.  I  am  amazed,  that  thinking 
men,  conversant  with  these  questjpns,  should  ad- 
dress such  gross  flattery  and  monstrous  absurdity 
to  the  people,  as  to  be  constantly  telling  them,  that 
they  will  put  all  these  questions  right  at  the  ballots 
box.  And  I  am  no  less  amazed,  that  a  sensible  people 
should  suffer  such  folly  to  be  spoken  to  them.  Is 
it  possible  that  the  people  believe  iti  Is  it  poanble 
that  the  majority  itself  of  any  people  can  be  so 
infatuated  as  to  hold,  that  in  virtue  of  its  being  a 
majority,  it  is  always  right  ?  Alas !  for  truth,  if 
it  is  to  depend  on  votes !  Has  the  majority  always 
been  right  in  religion  or  in  philosophy  ?  But  the 
science  of  politics  involves  questions  no  less  intri- 
cate and  difficult.  And  on  these  questions,  there 
are  grave  and  solemn  decisions  to  be  made  by  the 
people ;  great  state  problems  arc  submitted  to  them ; 
such,  for  instance,  as  concerning  internal  imiNrove- 
ments,  the  tari£r,  the  currency,  banking,  and  the 
nicest  points  of  construction ;  which  cost  even  tha 
wisest  men  much  study ;  and  what  the  people  re- 
quire for  the  solution  of  these  questions,  is  no/  nA 
haste,  boastful  confidence,  furious  anger  and  mad 
strife,  but  sobriety,  calmness,  mo«iesty — qualities, 
indeed,  that  would  go  far  to  abate  the  violence  o£ 
our  parties,  and  to  hush  the  brawls  of  our  elec- 
tions. I  do  not  deny,  that  questions  of  deep  na- 
tional concern  may  justly  awaken  great  zeal  and 
earnestness ;  but  1  do  deny,  that  the  public  mind 
should  be  bolstered  up  with  the  pride  of  supposiDg 
itself  to  possess  any  complete,  much  less,  any  sud- 
denly acquired  knowledge  of  them.  I  am  willing 
to  take  my  fellow-citizens  for  my  governors,  with 
all  their  errors ;  I  prefer  their  will,  legally  signified, 
to  any  other  government;  but  to  say  or  imply,  that 
they  do  not  err  and  often  err,  is  a  doctrine  alike 
preposterous  in  general  theory,  and  pernicious  in 
its  effects  upon  themselves. 
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[Bern  ■boot  ITM.] 


Tbc  present  Professor  of  History  in  Har- 
▼ard  University  is  a  native  of  Connecticut. 
He  gradaated  at  Cambridge  in  1815,  and  was 
subsequently  for  some  time  one  of  the  tutors 
there.  Having  compIete4  his  theological  stu- 
dies, and  entered  the  ministry,  ^e  was  ordained 
over  the  first  Unitarian  Church  in  Baltimore 
on  the  fifth  of  May,  1819,  on  which  occasion 
Dr.  Channing  delivered  his  celebrated  sermon 
on  Unitarian  Christianity. 

For  several  years  Mr.  Sparks  wrote  largely 
upon  subjects  of  theologrical  and  ecclesiastical 
controversy^and  published,  with  other  works, 
in  1820,  Letters  on  the  Ministry,  Ritual  and 
Doctrines  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church, 
and  in  1823,  An  Inquiry  into  the  Comparative 
Moral  Tendency  of  Trinitarian  and  Unitarian 
Doctrines,  in  a  series  of  Letters  to  Samuel  Mil- 
ler, D.  D.  of  Princeton.  From  1-823  to  1830  he 
conducted  The  North  American  Review,  and 
in  1828  he  commenced  that  noble  series  of  vo- 
lumes illustrative  of  American  history  to  which 
he  has  nearly  ever  since  devoted  himself,  and 
which  have  for  ever  associated  his  own  with 
the  names  of  the  most  illustrious  of  our  coun- 
trymen. 

The  first  of  his  historical  works  was  The 
Life  of  John  Ledyard,  the  American  Naviga- 
tor and  Traveller,  in  one  octavo  volume,  com- 
posed chiefiy  from  manuscripts  in  possession 
of  Ledyard 's  family.  The  second  was  The 
Diplomatic  Correspondence  of  the  American 
Revolution,  in  twelve  volumes,  published  from 
1829  to  1831,  by  order  of  Congress,  under  the 
direction  of  the  President  of  the  United  States. 
The  third  was  The  Life  of  Gouverneur  Morris, 
in  three  volumes,  issued  in  1832.  The  curi- 
ous details  contained  in  the  diary  of  Morris 
respecting  the  Revolution  in  France,  where 
he  was  our  minister  during  the  Reign  of  Ter- 
ror, and  the  vivacity  and  point  of  his  correspon. 
dence  with  the  most  celebrated  persons  of  his 
a^e,  render  this  work  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing  in  our  historical  literature.  Mr.  Sparks 
exhibited  in  the  selection  and  arrangement  of 
his  materials  discriminating  judgment  and  in- 
tegrity; and  the  favour  with  which  it  was  | 


received  encouraged  him  to  proceed  in  the  pre- 
paration of  his  Life  and  Writings  of  Wash- 
ington, which  was  published  in  Boston  in 
twelve  octavo  volumes,  between  the  years  1833 
and  1840.  He  had  access  not  only  to  the 
manuscripts  of  Washington  but  to  every  thing 
that  could  illustrate  his  subject  in  the  archives 
of  the  United  States,  England  and  France,  and 
produced  a  work  in  all  respects  as  nearly  per- 
fect as  possible.  The  memoir  by  Mr.  Sparks, 
which  occupies  the  first  volume,  with  a  selec- 
tion of  the  most  important  of  the  letters,  was 
translated  into  French  and  published  in  Paris, 
in  six  volumes,  by  Guizot,  who  added  an  ori- 
ginal essay  on  Washington's  character ;  and 
the  whole  work  was  translated  into  German 
and  published  at  Leipsic  by  Von  Raumer. 

L)  1835  he  commenced  the  publication  of 
his  admirable  edition  of  the  Complete  W^orks 
of  Franklin,  with  a  memoir,  of  which  the 
tenth  and  last  volume  appeared  in  1840.  The 
autobiography  of  Franklin  is  continued  by 
Mr.  Sparks  to  his  death,  the  numerous  ques- 
tions respecting  the  authorahip  of  writings  at- 
tributed to  him  are  satisfactorily  decided,  and 
elucidatory  notes  added  wherever  they  are  ne- 
cessary. It  was  a  labour  of  difiiculty,  owing 
to  the  carelessness  of  Franklin  respecting  his 
literary  reputation,  and  on  other  accounts,  and 
it  was  executed  with  a  diligence  and  discretion 
which  left  nothing  to  be  desired. 

The  Library  of  American  Biography  was 
commenced  by  Mr.  Sparks  in  1835,  and  the 
first  series  of  ten  volumes  was  completed  in 
1839.  In  this  he  wrote  the  lives  of  Ethan 
Allen,  Benedict  Arnold,  and  Father  Marquette. 
The  second  series  of  ten  volumes,  for  which 
he  wrote  the  lives  of  Pulaski,  La  Salle,  Ri- 
bault,  and  Charles  Lee,  was  begun  in  1843 
and  finished  in  1846.  These  twenty  volumes, 
in  the  preparation  of  which  he  was  aided  by 
the  Everetts,  Prescott,  Wheaton,  Charles  F. 
Hoffman,  Henry  Reed,  George  Hillard,  and 
other  distinguished  men  of  letters,  is  second 
in  interest  and  value  to  no  series  of  original 
works  ever  printed  in  this  country. 

There  is  little  danger  of  estimating  the  la- 
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hours  of  Mr.  Sparks  too  highly.  He  at  an 
early  age  entered  with  enthusiasm  on  his  &- 
Tourite  pursuit,  and  has  devoted  to  it  the  best 
years  of  his  lifb.  His  researches  have  been 
prosecuted  with  untiring  diligence,  and  with 
such  success  that  almost  every  question  with- 
in their  scope,  which  was  open  at  their  com- 
mencement, has  through  them  been  definitive- 
ly settled.  We  feel  sure  that  the  documentary 
evidence  he  brings  to  bear  on  any  point  is  as 
full  and  satisfactory  as  can  be  had ;  and  his  mere 
opinion,  observes  one  of  our  most  acute  and 
well  informed  critics,*  is  entitled  to  great 
weight,  when  not  supported  by  direct  proof. 
His  negative  testimony,  when  he  says  no- 
thing can  be  found  to  support  an  allegation,  is 
nearly  conclusive,  for  we  are  confident  the  as- 
sertion is  not  lightly  made,  and  may  fairly 
presume  that  what  has  escaped  his  researches 
does  not  exist. 

The  great  merits  of  Mr.  Sparks  are  reve- 
rence for  truth,  soundness  of  judgment  in  re- 
gard to  evidence,  and  exhausting  fulness  of 
detail  and  illustration.  His  defect  as  a  histo- 
rian seems  to  be  a  certain  timidity,  an  unwill- 


ingness to  disturb  old  prejudices,  which  oe- 
casionally  has  prevented  his  removing  masks 
behind  which  he  himself  has  seen.  A  little 
more  boldness,  a  determination  to  give  the 
whole  trutli  as  well  as  nothing  but  the  truth, 
would  have  proved  as  advantageous  for  the 
present  and  more  so  far  the  future. 

The  style  of  Mr.  Sparks  is  clear  and  exact, 
but  it  has  little  variety  or  vivacity.  He  lacks 
skill  in  grrouping,  but  compensates  for  this  by 
the  accuracy  of  his  drawing,  and  the  studied 
propriety  of  his  costume.  It  is  less  probable 
that  he  will  be^  a  popular  historian  tlian  that 
he  will  be  an  enduring  and  in  many  cases  an 
ultimate  authority. 

Mr.  Sparks  is  now  engaged  in  writing  a 
History  of  the  American  Revolution,  and  the 
work  is  looked  for  with  interest  by  all  who 
know  how  excellently  he  has  been  fitted  for 
the  labour,  by  twenty  years'  Judicious  study  of 
our  annals. 

Mr.  Sparks  was  appointed  Professor  of  An- 
cient and  Modem  History  in  Harvard  Uni- 
versity in  1839,  and  now  fulfils  the  duties  of 
that  office. 


AMERICAN  HISTORY. 


Iir  many  respects  the  history  of  North  America 
dilTcrs  from  that  of  every  other  country,  and  in  thip 
difference  it  possesses  an  interest  peculiar  to  itself, 
especially  for  those  whose  lot  has  been  cast  here, 
and  who  look  back  with  a  generous  pride  to  tbe 
deeds  of  ancestors,  by  whom  a  nation's  existence 
has  been  created,  and  a  nation's  glory  adorned. 
We  shall  speak  of  this  history,  as  divided  into  two 
periods,  the  Colonial,  and  the  Revolutionary. 

When  we  talk  of  the  history  of  our  country, 
we  are  not  to  be  understood  as  alluding  to  any  par- 
ticular book,  or  to  the  labours  of  any  man,  or  num- 
ber of  men,  in  treating  this  subject  If  we  have  a 
few  compilations  of  merit,  embracing  detached  por- 
tions and  Umited  periods,  there  is  yet  wanting  a 
work,  the  writer  of  which  shall  undertake  the  task 
of  plodding  his  way  through  all  the  materials, 
printed  and  in  manuscript,  and  digesting  them  in- 
to a  united,  continuous,  lucid,  and  philosophical 
whole,  bearing  the  shape,  and  containing  the  sub- 
stance of  genuine  history.  No  tempting*  encou- 
ragement, it  is  true,  has  been  held  out  to  such  an 
enterprise.  The  absorbing  present,  in  the  midst 
of  our  stirring  politics,  and  jarring  p.irty  excite- 
ments, and  bustling  activity,  has  almost  obliterated 
the  past,  or  at  least  has  lefl  Uttle  leisure  for  pur- 
suing the  footsteps  of  the  pilgrims,  and  the  devious 

•Mr.  William  B.  R«cd.  In  the  North  American  Re- 
view, and  in  vfirious  tracts,  he  has  discus«(t'd  several  his- 
torical and  social  questions  wiUi  signal  ability. 


fortunes  of  our  ancestors.  Tlie  public  taste  has 
run  in  other  directions,  and  no  man  of  genius  and 
industry  has  been  found  so  courageous  in  his  re- 
solves, or  prodigal  of  his  labour,  as  to  waste  h'w 
life  in  digging  into  mines  for  trcastires,  which  would 
cost  him  much,  and  avail  him  little.  But  symp- 
toms of  a  change  are  beginning  to  appear,  which 
it  may  be  hoped  will  ere  long  ho  realized. 

And  when  the  time  shall  come  for  illustrating 
this  subject,  it  will  be  discovered,  that  there  are 
rich  stores  of  knowledge  among  the  bidden  and 
forgotten  records  of  our  colonial  history ;  that  tbe 
men  of  those  days  thought,  and  acted,  andf  ufl'ered 
with  a  wisdom,  a  fortitude,  and  an  endurance, 
which  would  add  lustre  to  any  age ;  and  that  they 
have  transmitted  an  inheritance  a^  honourable  in  the 
mode  of  its  acquisition  as  it  is  dear  to  its  present 
j)os:iessors.  Notwithstanding  the  comparatively 
disconnected  incidents  in  the  history  of  this  period, 
and  the  separate  communities  and  governments  to 
which  it  extcndx,  it  has  nevertheless  a  utiity  and  a 
consistency  of  parts,  as  well  as  copiousness  of 
events,  which  make  it  a  theme  for  the  most  gifled 
historian,  and  a  study  for  every  one  who  would 
enlarge  his  knowledge  and  profit  by  high  example. 

Unlike  any  other  people,  who  havc!  attained  the 
rank  of  a  nation,  we  may  here  trace  our  countrj  's 
growth  to  the  very  elements  of  its  origin,  and  con- 
sult the  testimonies  of  reality,  instead  of  the  blind 
oracles  of  fable,  and  the  legends  of  a  dubious  tra- 
dition. Besides  a  love  of  adventure,  and  an  en- 
thusiasm that  surmounted  every  difficulty,  the  ch*- 
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racter  of  its  founders  was  marked  by  a  hardy 
enterprise  and  stardiness  of  purpose,  which  carried 
them  onward  through  perils  and  sufferings,  that 
would  have  appalled  weaker  minds  and  less  resolute 
hearts.  This  is  the  first  great  feature  of  resem- 
blance in  all  the  early  settlers,  whether  they  came 
to  the  north  or  to  the  south,  and  it  merits  notice 
from  the  influence  it  could  not  fiiil  to  exercise  on 
their  future  acts  and  character,  both  domestic  and 
politicaL  The  timid,  the  wavering,  the  feeble- 
minded, the  sons  of  indolence  and  ease,  were  not 
among  those  who  left  the  comforts  of  home,  braved 
the  tempests  of  the  ocean,  and  sought  danger  on 
the  shores  of  an  unknown  and  inhospitable  world. 
Incited  by  various  motives  they  might  have  been ; 
by  a  fondness  for  adventure,  curiosity,  gain,  or  a 
dread  of  oppression ;  yet  none  but  the  bold,  ener- 
grtlc,  determined,  persevering,  would  yield  to  these 
motives  or  any  other. 

Akin  to  these  characteristics,  and  indeed  a  con- 
comitant with  them,  was  a  spirit  of  freedom,  and 
a  restlessness  under  constraint  The  New  Eng- 
land settlers,  we  know,  came  away  on  this  ground 
alone,  goaded  to  a  sense  of  their  invaded  rights  by 
the  thorns  of  religious  intolerance.  But  whatever 
motives  may  have  operated,  the  prominent  fart  re- 
mains the  same,  and  in  this  we  may  see  through- 
out the  colonies  a  uniform  basis  of  that  vigour  of 
character,  and  indomitable  love  of  liberty,  which 
appeared  ever  aflerwards,  in  one  guise  or  another, 
whenever  occasions  called  them  out 

Hence  it  was,  also,  that  the  different  colonies, 
althougli  under  dissimilar  modes  of  government, 
some  more  and  some  less  dependent  on  the  crown, 
preserved  a  close  resemblance  in  the  spirit  of  their 
internal  regulations,  that  spirit,  or  those  principles, 
which  entered  deeply  into  the  opinions  of  the  peo- 
ple, and  upon  which  their  habits  were  formed. 

Beginning  everywhere  ir^sraall  bodies,  elections 
implied  almost  a  universal  suffrage,  and  every  indi- 
vidual became  acquainted  with  his  rights,  and  ac- 
customed to  use  the  power  they  gave  him.  In- 
crease of  numbers  made  no  change  in  this  respect 
Charters  were  given  and  taken  away,  laws  were 
annulled,  and  the  King's  judges  decided  against 
the  coltnial  pretensions.  The  liberties  of  the  mass 
were  thus  abridged,  and  the  powers  of  legislation 
curtailed,  but  the  people  still  went  on,  voting  for 
their  representatives  and  their  municipal  officers, 
and  practising  all  the  elementary  acts  of  indepen- 
dent government;  and  the  legislatures  had  new 
opportunities  of  asserting  their  rights  before  the 
world,  studying  them  more  deeply,  watching  over 
them  more  cautiously,  and  in  this  way  gaining 
strength  to  their  cause,  through  the  agency  of  the 
very  means  that  were  employed  to  depress  or  de- 
stroy it  The  primary  elections  were  never  reached 
by  these  oppressive  measures  of  the  supreme  power, 
and,  as  they  were  founded  on  principles  of  close 
analogy  in  all  the  colonies,  conformable  to  the  cir- 
cumstances of  their  origin,  they  were  not  only  the 
guardian  of  the  Uberties  of  each,  from  its  first  foun- 
dation, but  they  became  at  last  the  cementing  force, 
which  bound  them  together,  when  a  g^eat  and 
united  eflbrt  was  necessary. 


Another  element  of  unity  in  the  colonial  period 
was  the  fact  of  the  colonists  springing  from  the 
same  stock ;  for  although  Holland,  Germany  and 
Sweden  contributed  a  few  settlers,  yet  the  mass 
was  of  English  origin,  inheriting  the  free  spirit 
4that  had  been  at  work  from  the  era  of  Runny 
Mead  downwards,  in  building  up  the  best  parts  of 
the  British  Constitution,  and  framing  laws  to  pro- 
tect them.  The  Sidneys,  and  Miltons,  and  Lockes 
of  England  were  teachers  in  America  as  well  as 
in  their  native  land,  and  more  effectual,  because 
their  instructions  fell  in  a  readier  soil,  and  sprang 
up  with  a  livelier  and  bolder  growth.  The  books  of 
Engl%nd  were  the  fountains  of  knowledge  in  Ame- 
rica, from  which  all  parts  drew  equally,  imbibing 
common  habitudes  of  thought  and  opinion,  and  an 
intellectual  uniformity.  Our  fathers  soon  saw,  that 
the  basis  of  virtue,  the  securi^  of  civil  order  and 
freedom,  must  be  laid  in  the  intelligence  of  the 
people.  Schools  were  established  and  means  pro- 
vided, not  everywhere  with  a  zeal  so  ardent,  and  a 
forethought  so  judicious,  as  among  the  descendants 
of  the  pilgrims,  but  yet  in  all  places  according  to 
their  situation,  and  the  tendency  of  controlling 
causes. 

The  colonial  wars  form  another  combining  prin- 
ciple in  the  unity  of  that  period,  and  furnish  mate- 
rials for  vivid  delineations  of  character  and  ani- 
mated narrative.  The  English  and  French  colo- 
nies were  always  doomed  to  espouse  the  quarrels 
and  participate  in  the  broils  of  their  rival  heads  in 
Europe,  who  continued  to  nourish  a  root  of  bitter- 
ness, that  left  but  few  intervals  of  peace,  and  fewer 
still  of  harmonious  feeling.  When  the  fire  of  dis- 
cord was  kindled  into  open  hostility,  its  fiame  soon 
reached  America,  and  roused  all  hearts  to  the  con- 
flict Louisburg  and  Nova  Scotia,  Lake  George 
and  Braddock's  field,  Oswego  and  Niagara,  have 
witnessed  the  bravery  of  our  ancestors,  and  the 
blood  they  expended,  fighting  the  Imttles  as  well  of 
transatlantic  ambition  as  of  self-defence. 

But  there  was  a  great  moral  cause  at  work  in 
this  train  of  events.  By  these  trials,  costly  and 
severe  as  they  were,  the  colonists  were  learning  the 
extent  of  their  physical  resources,  acting  as  one 
people,  gaining  the  experience  and  nerving  the 
sinews,  that  were  at  a  future  day  to  serve  them  in 
a  mightier  contest  Much  blood  was  shed,  but  it 
was  the  price  of  future  glory  to  their  country ; 
many  a  fair  flower  was  cut  off  in  the  freshness  of 
its  bloom,  many  a  sturdy  oak  was  felled  in  the  ma- 
jesty of  its  strength,  yet  posterity  will  not  forget 
the  maxim  of  the  Roman  law,  that  they,  who  fall  foi 
their  country,  live  in  the  immortality  of  their*fame, 

Next  come  the  Indian  wars,  which  commenced 
with  the  first  landing  of  the  pilgrim  wanderers,  and 
ceased  not  till  the  proud  sons  of  the  forest  had 
melted  away  like  an  evening  cloud,  or  disappeared 
in  the  remote  solitudes  of  their  own  wildernessea 
The  wars  of  the  Indians,  their  character  and  man< 
ners,  their  social  and  political  condition,  are  origi< 
nal,  having  no  prototype  in  any  former  time  oi 
race  of  men.  They  mingle  in  aU  the  incidents  ol 
our  colonial  history,  and  stamp  upon  it  an  impres- 
sion novel  and  peculiar. 
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With  a  strength  of  character  and  a  reach  of  m- 
tellect,  unknown  in  any  other  race  of  abeolate  sa- 
vages, the  Indian  united  many  traits,  some  of  them 
honourable  and  some  degrading  to  humanity,  which 
made  him  formidable  in  his  enmity,  faithless  in  his 
friendship,  and  at  all  times  a  dangerous  neighbour  f 
crilel,  implacable,  treacherous,  yet  not  without  a 
few  of  the  better  qualities  of  the  heart  and  the 
head ;  a  being  of  contrasts,  violent  in  his  passions, 
hasty  in  his  anger,  fixed  in  his  revenge,  yet  cool  in 
counsel,  seldom  betraying  his  plighted  honour,  hos- 
pitable, sometimes  generous.  A  few  names  have 
stood  out  among  them^  which,  with  the  culture  of 
civilization,  might  have  been  shining  stars  on  the 
lists  of  recorded  fame.  Philip,  Pondiac,  Sassacus, 
if  the  genius  of  another  Homer  were  to  embalm 
their  memory,  might  rival  the  Hectors  and  Aga- 
memnons  of  heroic  renown,  scarcely  less  savage, 
not  less  sagacious  or  brave. 

Indian  eloquence,  if  it  did  not  flow  with  the  rich- 
ness of  Nestor's  wisdom,  or  burn  with  Achilles' 
fire,  spoke  in  tlie  deep  strong  tones  of  nature,  and 
resounded  from  the  chords  of  truth.  The  answer 
of  the  Iroquois  chief  to  the  French,  who  wished  to 
purchase  his  lands,  and  push  him  farther  into  the 
wilderness,  Voltaire  has  pronounced  superior  to 
any  sayings  of  the  great  men  commemorated  by 
Plutarch.  <•  We  were  horn  on  this  spot ;  our  fathers 
were  buried  here.  Shall  we  say  to  the  bones  of  our 
fathers,  arise,  and  go  with  us  into  a  strange  land  V* 

But  more  has  been  said  of  their  figurative  lan- 
guage, than  isecms  to  be  justified  by  modem  expe- 
rience. Writers  of  fiction  have  distorted  the  In- 
dian character,  and  given  us  anything  but  originals. 
Their  fancy  has  produced  sentimental  Indians,  a 
kind  of  beings  that  never  existed  in  reality ;  and 
Indians  clothing  their  ideas  in  the  gorgeous  image- 
ry of  external  nature,  which  they  had  neither  the 
refinement  to  conceive,  nor  words  to  express.  In 
truth,  when  we  have  lighted  the  pipe  of  concord, 
kindled  or  extinguished  a  council  fire,  buried  the 
bloody  hatchet,  sat  down  under  the  tree  of  peace 
with  its  spreading  branches,  and  brightened  the 
chain  of  friendship,  we  have  nearly  exhausted  their 
flowers  of  rhetoric  But  the  imagery  prompted  by 
internal  emotion,  and  not  by  Ihe  visible  world,  the 
eloquence  of  condensed  thought  and  pointed  expres- 
sion, the  eloquence  of  a  diction  extremely  limited  in 
its  forms,  but  nervous  and  direct,  the  eloquence  of 
truth  unadorned  and  of  justice  undisguised,  these 
are  often  found  in  Indian  speeches,  and  constitute 
their  chief  characteristic 

It^should,  moreover,  be  said  for  the  Indians,  that, 
like  the  Carthaginians,  their  history  has  been  writ- 
ten by  their  enemies.  The  tales  of  their  wrongs 
and  their  achievements  may  have  been  told  by  the 
warrior-chiefs  to  stimulate  the  courage,  and  perpe- 
tuate the  revenge  of  their  children,  but  they  were 
traces  in  the  sand ;  they  perished  in  a  day,  and 
their  memory  is  gone. 

Such  are  the  outlines  of  our  colonial  history, 
which  constitute  its  unity,  and  make  it  a  topic 
worthy  to  be  illustrated  by  the  labours  of  industry 
and  talent.  The  details,  if  less  imposing,  are  co- 
pious and  varied.    The  progress  of  society  deve- 


loping  itself  in  new  modes,  at  first  in  isolated 
munities  scattered  along  the  sea-coast,  and  fhea 
gradually  approximating  each  other,  extending  to 
the  interior,  subduing  the  forests  with  a  magic  al- 
most rivalling  the  lyre  of  Orpheus,  and  encounter- 
ing everywhere  the  ferocity  of  uncivilized  man; 
the  plans  of  social  government  necessarily  sug- 
gested by  such  a  state  of  things,  and  their  opera- 
tions in  the  advancing  stages  of  improvement  and 
change;  the  fantastic  codes  of  laws,  and  corr&> 
sponding  habitudes,  that  sprang  firom  the  reveries 
of  our  Puritan  fathers;  the  admirable  systems 
which  followed  them,  conceived  by  men  tutored 
only  in  the  school  of  freedom  and  necessi^,  ex- 
ceeding in  political  wisdom  and  security  of  rights 
the  boasted  schemes  of  ancient  lawgivers ;  the  wild 
and  disorg^izing  frenzies  of  religious  fimaticism ; 
the  misguided  severities  of  religious  intolerance ; 
the  strange  aberrations  of  the  human  mind,  and 
abuses  of  power,  in  abetting  the  criminal  folly  of 
witchcraft ;  the  struggles,  that  were  ever  going  on, 
between  the  Governors  and  the  Assembliea,  the  for- 
mer urging  the  demands  of  prerogative,  the  latter 
maintaining  the  claims  of  liberty ;  the  sources  (^ 
growing  wealth  ;  the  influence  of  knowledge  wide- 
ly diffused,  of  religion  unshackled  by  the  trammels 
of  power;  the  manners  and  habits  of  the  people 
at  diflferent  times  and  in  different  places,  taRing 
their  hue  from  such  a  combination  of  causes ;  these, 
and  a  thousand  other  features  deeply  interesting 
and  full  of  variety,  belong  to  the  portraiture  of  co- 
lonial history,  giving  symmetry  to  its  parts,  and 
completeness  to  the  whole. 

The  Revolutionary  period,  like  the  Colonial,  has 
hitherto  been  but  imperfectly  elucidated,  and  per- 
haps for  the  same  reason.  The  voluminous  mate- 
rials, printed  and  unprinted,  widely  scattered  in 
this  country  and  in  Europe,  some  obvious  and  well 
known,  many  unexplered,  have  been  formidable  ob- 
stacles to  the  execution  of  such  an  undertaking. 
No  Rymers  have  yet  appeared  among  us,  who  were 
willing  to  spend  a  life  in  gathering  up  and  embo- 
dying these  memorials;  and,  till  public  encourage- 
ment shall  prompt  and  aid  such  a  design,  till  the 
national  representatives  shall  have  leisure  to  pause 
for  a  moment  from  their  weighty  cares  in  adjusting 
the  wheels  of  state,  and  emulate  the  munificent 
patriotism  of  other  governments,  by  adopting  mea- 
sures to  collect  and  preserve  the  perishing  records 
of  the  wisdom  and  valour  of  their  fathers ;  till  this 
shall  be  done,  the  historian  of  the  Revolution  must 
labour  under  disadvantages,  which  his  xeal  will 
hardly  stimulate  him  to  encounter,  nor  his  genius 
enable  him  to  surmount 

The  subject  itself  is  one  of  the  best  that  ever 
employed  the  pen  of  the  writer,  whether  considered 
in  the  object  at  stake,  the  aeries  of  acts  by  which 
it  was  accomplished,  or  its  consequences.  It 
properly  includes  a  compass  of  twenty  years,  ex- 
tending from  the  close  of  the  French  war  in  Ame- 
rica to  the  general  peace  at  Paris.  The  best  his- 
tory in  existence,  though  left  unfinished,  that  of 
the  Peloponnesian  war,  by  Thucydides,  embraces 
exacUy  the  same  space  of  time,  and  is  not  dissimi- 
lar in  the  details  of  its  events.    The  revdutiofiary 
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period,  thus  defined,  is  rounded  with  epic  exactness, 
hsTing  •  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end ;  a  time 
for  causes  to  operate,  for  the  stir  of  action,  and  for 
the  final  results. 

The  machinery  in  motion  is  on  the  broadest 
scale  of  grandeur.  We  see  the  new  world,  young 
in  age,  but  resolute  in  youth,  lifting  up  the  arm  of 
defiance  against  the  haughtiest  power  of  the  old ; 
fleets  and  armies,  on  one  side,  crossing  the  ocean 
in  daring  attitude  and  confiding  strength ;  on  the 
other,  men  rallying  round  the  banner  of  union, 
and  fighting  on  their  natal  soil  for  freedom,  rights, 
existence ;  the  long  struggle  and  successful  issue ; 
hope  confirmed,  justice  triumphant  The  passions 
are  likewise  here  at  work,  in  all  the  changing  scenes 
of  politics  and  war,  in  the  deliberations  of  the  se- 
nate, the  popular  mind,  and  the  martial  excitements 
of  the  field.  We  have  eloquence  and  deep  thought 
in  counsel,  alertness  and  bravery  in  action,  self-sa- 
crifice, fortitude,  and  patient  suflfering  of  bardi»hips 
Uirough  toil  and  danger  to  the  last.  If  we  search 
for  the  habiliments  of  dignity  with  which  to  clothe 
a  historical  subject,  or  the  looser  drapery  of  orna- 
ment with  which  to  embellish  a  narrative,  where 
shall  we  find  them  thronging  more  thickly,  or  in 
happier  contrasts,  than  during  this  period  ? 

The  causes  of  the  revolution,  so  fertile  a  theme  of 
speculation,  are  less  definite  than  have  been  ima- 
gined. The  whole  series  of  colonial  events  was  a 
continued  and  accumulating  cause.  The  spirit 
WM  kindled  in  England ;  it  went  with  Robinson's 
congregation  to  Holland ;  it  landed  with  them  at 
Plymouth ;  it  was  the  basis  of  the  first  constitution 
of  these  sage  and  self-taught  legislators ;  it  never  left 
them  nor  their  descendants.  It  extended  to  the 
other  colonies,  where  it  met  with  a  kindred  impulse, 
was  nourished  in  every  breast,  and  became  rooted 
in  the  feelings  of  the  whole  people. 

The  revolution  was  a  change  of  forms,  but  not 
of  sulistancc ;  the  breaking  of  a  tie,  but  not  the 
creation  of  a  principle ;  the  establishment  of  an  in- 
dependent nation,  but  not  the  origin  of  its  intrinsic 
political  capacities.  The  foundations  of^  society, 
although  unsettled  for  the  moment,  were  not  essen- 
tially disturbed ;  its  pillars  were  shaken,  but  never 
overthrown.  The  con  vulsions  of  war  subsided,  and 
the  people  found  themselves,  in  their  local  relations 
and  customs,  their  immediate  privileges  and  enjoy- 
ments, just  where  they  had  bc«n  at  the  beginning. 
The  new  forms  transferred  the  supr/eme  authority 
from  the  King  and  Parliament  of  Great  Britain  to 
the  hands  of  the  people.  This  was  a  gain,  but  not 
a  renovation ;  a  security  against  future  encroach- 
ments, but  not  an  exemption  from  any  old  duty, 
nor  an  imposition  of  any  new  one,  farther  than  that 
of  being  at  the  trouble  to  govern  themselves. 

Hence  the  latent  cause  of  what  has  been  called 
a  revolution  was  the  fact,  that  the  political  spirit 
and  habits  in  America  had  waxed  into  a  shape  so 
difierent  from  those  in  England,  that  it  was  no 
longer  convenient  to  regulate  them  by  the  same 
forms.  In  other  words,  the  people  had  grown  to 
be  kings,  and  chose  to  exercise  their  sovereign  pre- 
n^atives  in  their  own  way.  Time  alon'e  would 
have  efiec^ed  the  end,  prolwbly  without  so  violent 


an  explosion,  had  it  not  been  hastened  by  particular 
events,  which  may  be  denominated  the  proximate 
causes. 

These  took  their  rise  at  the  dose  of  the  French 
war,  twelve  years  before  the  actual  contest  began. 
Relieved  from  future  apprehensions  of  the  French 
power  on  the  frontiers,  the  colonists  now  had  lei- 
sure to  think  of  themselves,  of  their  political  aflbira, 
their  numbers,  their  united  strength.  At  this  junc- 
ture, the  most  inauspicious  possible  for  the  object  in 
view,  the  precious  device  of  taxing  the  colonies  was 
resorted  to  by  the  British  ministry,  which,  indeed, 
had  been  for  some  time  a  secret  scheme  in  the  ca^ 
binet,  and  had  been  recommended  by  the  same  sa- 
gacious governor  of  Virginia,  who  found  the  peo- 
ple in  such  a  republican  way  of  acting,  that  he 
could  not  manage  them  to  his  purpose. 

The  fruit  of  this  policy  was  the  Stamp  Act,  which 
has  been  considered  a  primary  cause ;  and  it  was 
so,  in  the  same  sense  Uiat  a  torch  is  the  cause  of  a 
conflagration,  kindling  the  flame,  but  not  creating 
the  combustible  materials.  Effects  then  became 
causes,  and  the  triumphant  opposition  to  this  tax 
was  the  case  of  its  being  renewed  on  tea  and  other 
articles,  not  so  much,  it  was  avowed,  for  the  amount 
of  revenue  it  would  yield,  as  to  vindicate  the  prin- 
ciple, that  Parliament  had  a  right  to  tax  the  colo- 
nies. The  people  resisted  the  act,  and  destroyed 
the  tea,  to  show  that  they  likewise  had  a  principle, 
for  which  they  felt  an  equal  concern. 

By  these  experiments  on  their  patience,  and 
these  struggles,  to  oppose  them,  their  confidence 
was  increased,  as  the  tree  gains  strength  at  its  root, 
by  the  repeated  blasts  of  the  tempests  against  its 
branches.  From  this  time  a  mixture  of  causes 
was  at  work ;  the  pride  of  power,  the  disgrace  of 
defeat,  the  arrogance  of  ofHce,  on  the  one  hand ; 
a  sense  of  wrong,  indignant  feeling,  an  enthusiasm 
for  liberty  on  the  other.  These  were  secondary, 
having  slight  connection  with  the  first  springs  of 
the  Revolution,  or  the  pervading  force  by  which  it 
was  kept  up,  although  important  filaments  in  the 
network  of  history. 

The  acts  of  the  Revolution  derive  dignity  and 
interest  from  the  character  of  the  actors,  and  the 
nature  and  magnitude  of  the  events.  It  hss  been 
remarked,  that  in  all  great  political  revolutions, 
men  have  arisen,  possessed  of  extraordinary  en- 
dowments, adequate  to  the  exigency  of  the  time. 
It  is  true  enough,  that  such  revolutions,  or  any  re- 
markable and  continued  exertions  of  human  power, 
must  be  brought  to  pass  by  corresponding  qualities 
in  the  agents;  but  whether  the  occasion  makes 
the  men,  or  men  the  occasion,  may  not  always  be 
ascertained  with  exactness.  In  either  case,  how- 
ever, no  period  has  been  adorned  with  examples 
more  illustrious,  or  more  perfectly  adapted  to  the 
high  destiny  awaiting  them,  than  that  of  the  Ame- 
rican Revolution. 

Statesmen  were  at  hand,  who,  if  not  skilled  in 
the  art  of  governing  empires,  were  thoroughly  im- 
bued with  the  principles  of  just  government,  inti- 
timately  acquainted  with  the  history  of  former  ages, 
and,  above  all,  with  the  condition,  sentiments,  feel- 
ings of  their  countrymen.     If  there  were  no  Riche- 
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Ileus  nor  Mazarines,  no  Cecils  nor  Chathams,  in 
America,  thefe  were  men,  who,  like  Themistocles, 
knew  how  to  raise  a  small  state  to  glory  and  g^at- 
ness. 

The  eloqaence  and  the  internal  counsels  of  the 
Old  Congress  were  never  recorded ;  we  know  them 
only  in  their  results ;  but  that  assembly,  with  no 
other  power  than  that  conferred  by  the  suffrage  of 
the  people,  with  no  other  influence  than  that  pf 
their  public  virtue  and  talents,  and  without  prece- 
dent to  guide  their  deliberations,  unsupported  even 
by  the  arm  of  law  or  of  ancient  usages — that  assem- 
bly levied  troops,  imposed  taxes,  and  for  years  not 
only  retained  the  confidence  and  upheld  the  civil 
existence  of  a  distracted  country,  but  carried  through 
a  perilous  war  under  its  most  aggravating  burdens 
of  sacrifice  and  suffering.  Can  we  imagine  a  situa- 
tion, in  which  were  required  higher  moral  courage, 
more  intelligence  and  talent,  a  deeper  insight  into 
human  nature  and  the  principles  of  social  and  po- 
litical organizations,  or,  indeed,  any  of  those  quaU- 
ties  which  constitute  greatness  of  character  in  a 
statesman  ?  See,  likewise,  that  work  of  wonder, 
the  Confederation,  a  union  of  independent  states, 
constructed  in  the  very  heart  of  a  desolating  war, 
but  with  a  beauty  and  strength,  imperfect  as  it  was, 
of  which  the  ancient  leagues  of  the  Amphictyons, 
the  AchflBans,  the  Lycians,  and  the  modern  confe- 
deracies of  Germany,  Holland,  Switzerland,  afford 
neither  exemplar  nor  parallel. 

In  their  foreign  affairs  these  same  statesmen 
showed  no  lew  sagacity  and  skill,  taking  their  stand 
boldly  in  the  rank  of  nations,  maintaining  it  there, 
competing  with  the  tactics  of  practised  diplomacy, 
and  extorting  from  the  powers  of  the  old  world  not 
only  the  homage  of  respect,  but  the  profiers  of 
friendship. 

The  military  events  of  the  Revolution,  which  ne- 
cessarily occupy  so  much  of  its  history,  are  not  less 
honourable  to  the  actors,  nor  less  fruitful  in  the  evi- 
dences they  afford  of  large  design  and  ability  of  cha- 
racter. But  these  we  need  not  recount.  They 
live  in  the  memory  of  all ;  we  have  heard  them 
from  the  lips  of  those  who  saw  and  suffered ;  they 
are  inscribed  on  imperishable  monuments;  the  very 
hills  and  plains  around  us  tell  of  achievements 
which  can  never  die ;  and  the  day  will  come,  when 
the  traveller,  who  has  gazed  and  pondered  at  Ma- 
rathon and  Waterloo,  will  linger  on  the  mount 
where  Prescott  fought  and  Warren  fell,  and  say — 
Here  is  the  field  where  man  has  struggled  in  his 
most  daring  conflict ;  here  is  the  field  where  liberty 
poured  out  her  noblest  blood,  and  won  her  bright- 
est and  most  enduring  laurels. 

Happy  was  it  for  America,  happy  for  the  world, 
that  a  great  name,  a  guardian  genius,  presided 
over  her  destinies  in  war,  combining  more  than  the 
virtues  of  the  Roman  Fabius  and  the  Theban  Epa- 
minondas,  and  compared  with  whom,  the  conque- 
rors of  the  world,  the  Alexanders  and  Caesars,  are 
but  pageants  crimsoned  with  blood  and  decked 
with  the  trophies  of  slaughter,  objects  equally  of 
the  wonder  and  the  execration  of  mankind.     The 


hero  of  America  was  the  conqueror  only  of  his 
country's  foes,  and  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen. 
To  the  one  he  was  a  terror,  and  in  the  other  1m 
gained  an  ascendency,  supreme,  unrivalled,  the  tri- 
bute of  admiring  gratitude,  the  reward  of  a  natioo's 
love. 

The  American  armies,  compared  with  the  em- 
battled legions  of  the  old  world,  were  small  in 
numbers,  but  the  soul  of  a  whole  people  centred  in 
the  bosom  of  these  more  than  Spartan  bands,  and 
vibrated  quickly  and  keenly  with  every  incKient 
that  befell  them,  whether  in  their  feats  oX  valoar,  or 
the  acuteness  of  their  sufferings.  The  country  it- 
self was  one  wide  battle-field,  in  which  not  merely 
the  life-blood,  but  the  dearest  interests,  the  sustain- 
ing hopes,  of  every  individual,  were  at  stake.  It 
was  not  a  war  of  pride  and  ambition  between  mo- 
narchs,  in  which  an  island  or  a  province  might  he 
the  award  of  success ;  it  was  a  contest  for  personal 
liberty  and  civil  rights,  coming  down  in  its  princi- 
ples to  the  very  sanctuary  of  home  and  the  fireside, 
and  determining  for  every  man  the  measure  of  re- 
sponsibility he  should  hold  over  his  own  condition, 
possessions,  and  happiness.  The  spectacle 
grand  and  new,  and  may  well  be  cited  as  the 
glowing  page  in  the  annals  of  progressive  man. 

The  instructive  lesson  of  history,  teaching  by 
example,  can  nowhere  be  studied  with  more  profit, 
or  with  a  better  promise,  than  in  this  revolutionary 
period  of  America ;  and  especially  by  us,  who  sit 
under  the  tree  our  fathers  have  planted,  enjoy  its 
shade,  and  are  nourished  by  its  fruits.  But  UtUe  is 
our  merit,  or  gain,  that  we  applaud  their  deeds,  un- 
less we  emulate  their  virtues.  Love  of  country 
was  in  them  an  absorbing  principle,  an  undivided 
feeling ;  not  of  a  fragment,  a  section,  but  cS  the 
whole  country.  Union  was  the  arch  on  which 
they  raised  the  strong  tower  of  a  nation^s  indepen- 
dence. Let  the  arm  be  palsied,  that  would  looeen 
one  stone  in  the  busia  of  this  fair  stnicture,  or  mar 
its  beauty ;  the  tongue  mute,  that  would  dishonoor 
their  names,  by  calculating  the  value  of  that  which 
they  detfned  without  price. 

They  have  left  us  an  example  already  inscribed 
in  the  world*s  memory ;  an  example  portentous 
to  the  aims  of  tyranny  in  every  land ;  an  example 
that  will  console  in  all  ages  the  drooping  aerations 
of  oppressed  humanity.  They  have  left  us  a  writ- 
ten charter  as  a  legacy,  and  as  a  guide  to  our  coone. 
But  every  day  convinces  us,  that  a  written  charter 
may  become  powerless.  Ignorance  may  misinter> 
pret  it ;  ambition  may  assail  and  faction  destroy  its 
vital  parts ;  and  aspiring  knavery  may  at  last  ang 
its  requiem  on  the  tomb  of  departed  liberty.  It  b 
the  spirit  which  lives ;  in  this  are  our  safety  and 
our  hope ;  the  spirit  of  our  Others ;  and  while  this 
dwells  deeply  in  our  remembrance,  and  its  flanv  is 
cherished,  ever  burning,  ever  pure,  on  the  altar  of 
our  hearts ;  while  it  incites  us  to  think  as  they  have 
thought,  and  do  as  they  have  done,  the  honour  and 
the  praise  will  be  ours,  to  have  preserved  onim- 
paired  the  rich  inheritance,  which  they  so  nobly 
achieved. 


JOHN  NEAL. 


[Born  17M.] 


John  Nkal  was  born  in  Portland,  about  the 
year  1794.  His  parents  were  Quakers,  but 
his  father  died  while  he  was  an  infant,  and 
his  mother,  though  she  put  him  in  drab,  could 
by  no  means  instil  into  hira  the  peaceable 
notions  of  which  that  colour  is  the  sign,  as 
appeared  when  he  disturbed  the  silence  of  a 
meeting  in  which  there  had  been  no  moving 
of  a  better  spirit,  by  knocking  down  a  young 
broad-rim  who  had  insulted  him.  This  was 
when  he  was  about  ten  years  of  age.  It  was 
a  bad  beginning  for  a  disciple  of  George  Fox; 
and  he  was  probably  '*  turned  out  of  meeting'' 
at  once,  for  he  has  been  combating  something 
or  other  ever  since.  At  school  he  is  said  to 
have  been  most  remarkable  for  his  ingenious 
and  daring  evasions  of  the  master's  authority ; 
he  did  not  ''take  much  to  the  learning  of 
books  ;'*  but  in  a  dry  goods  shop,  in  which 
he  was  placed  at  twelve,  he  did  better,  and 
soon  became  master  of  the  eloquence,  arts, 
and  mysteries  of  bargaining.  He  continued 
to  be  a  salesman  or  accountant  five  or  six 
years,  in  Portland  and  Portsmouth,  and  was 
then  a  teacher  of  penmanship  and  drawing  in 
the  principal  eastern  villages,  and  at  twenty 
went  to  Boston,  ai^d  soon  after  to  New  York, 
in  which  cities  he  was  a  clerk,  shopkeeper, 
and  speculator  in  general,  until,  having  ac- 
quired considerable  money,  he  proceeded  to 
Baltimore,  where  he  commenced  more  exten- 
sive operations,  with  John  Pierpont,  who  had 
been  educated  for  the  bar,  and  in  consequence 
of  ill-health  had  given  up  his  profession  for 
the  more  active  one  of  a  merchant.  They  esta- 
blished a  wholesale  store  in  Charleston,  and 
two  of  the  same  kind  in  Baltimore,  where 
they  also  had  a  shop  for  retailing.  They  did 
a  great  business,  until  their  failure,  which  oc- 
curred in  a  reasonable  time;  and  then  Pier- 
pont studied  divinity  and  wrote  the  Airs  of 
Palestine,  and  Neal  studied  law,  and  wrote 
such  books  and  did  such  other  things  as  will 
be  hereinafter  mentioned. 

At  the  time  of  the  bursting  of  his  commer- 
cial bubbles,  Mr.  Neal  was  but  twenty-three 
years  of  age.    He  had  not  saved  a  cent,  and 
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was  out  of  business.  He  had  energy  and  a 
genius  for  any  thing  or  every  thing,  and  he 
must  do  something,  or  starve.  After  a  short 
deliberation  he  determined,  as  has  been  inti- 
mated, to  be  a  lawyer,  but  the  rules  of  court, 
whatever  might  be  his  knowledge,  required 
the  devotion  of  years  to  the  study  of  the  books ; 
and  how  was  he  to  live  meanwhile?  He 
would  turn  author !  he  had  scarcely  any  edu- 
cation, was  ignorant  even  of  the  first  prin- 
ciples of  English  grammar,  and  had  never 
written  a  line  for  the  press  except  his  adver- 
tisements ;  but  nevertheless  he  determined  to 
be  a  scholar  and  critic,  and  do  what  no  other 
person  was  then  able  to  do  in  this  country, 
gain  a  living  by  literature. 

He  made  his  first  appearance  as  an  author 
in  a  review  of  the  works  of  Byron,  in  The 
Portico.  It  gained  him  much  reputation,  and 
he  was  immediately  engaged  as  a  regular 
contributor  to  that  then  popular  magazine. 
Within  a  month  or  two  he  became  editor  of 
the  Baltimore  Telegraph,  for  which  he  wrote 
largely  every  day  upon  whatever  was  attract- 
ing attention.  In  1817  he  published  his  first 
book.  Keep  Cool,  a  Novel,  written  in  Hot 
Weather,  which  he  himself  has  described 
characteristically  as  ''a  foolish,  fiery  thing, 
with  a  good  deal  of  nature  and  originality, 
and  much  more  nonsense  and  fiummery  in  it." 
About  the  same  time  he  prepared  an  index  to 
Niles'  Weekly  Register^  which  made  over 
two  hundred  and  fifty  very  closely  printed 
imperial  octavo  pages,  and  is  spoken  of  by 
Mr.  Niles  as  ''  probably  the  most  laborious 
work  of  the  kind  that  ever  appeared  in  any 
country."  In  1818  he  published  The  Battle 
of  Niagara,  Goldau  the  Maniac  Harper,  and 
Other  Poems,  by  "Jehu  O'Cataract,"*  and 
Otho,  a  Tragedy,  and  in  the  following  year  he 
assisted  Dr.  Watkins  in  writing  the  History 
of  the  American  Revolution,  which  is  com- 

*ThiB  name  was  given  to  him  by  the  member*  of  a 
club  of  which  he  was  then  a  member,  and  was  charac- 
teristic of  his  impetuous  and  stormful  temperament  In 
the  second  edition  of  bis  poems,  in  which  they  were 
much  improved,  he  substituted  John  Neal  for  it,  on  the 

title-page. 
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monly  ascribed  to  Paul  Allen.  He  had  sac- 
ceeded  in  supporting  himself  very  handsomely 
by  these  literary  labours,  and  was  now  admit- 
ted to  the  bar,  and  with  flattering  prospects 
entered  upon  the  practice  of  his  profession. 

In  1822  appeared  his  second  novel,  Logan, 
a  sort  of  rhapsody,  in  two  thick  volumes, 
which  was  followed  in  the  spring  of  1823  by 
Seventy-Six,  a  work  which  showed  more  dra- 


wbich  are  said  to  have  been  quite  sufficient 
to  have  kept  on  the  rack  the  mind  of  a  com- 
mon lawyer. 

Logan  and  Seventy-Six  had  been  much 
praised,  though  less  than  his  later  novels, 
and  had  been  republished,  and  favourably  no- 
ticed by  some  of  the  reviewers  in  London. 
He  began  to  think  of  a  wider  field  of  action, 
and  had  dreams   of  a  European  reputation. 


JOHN   NEAL. 
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clab,  and  inyited  him  to  dinner.  The  philoso- 
pher was  pleased  with  his  original  character, 
and  soon  after  at  his  request  Mr.  Neal  removed 
to  his  house,  in  Qneen^s  Square,  which  was  his 
honae  until  the  conclusion  of  his  residence  in 
London.  "  There,"  he  says  in  the  biography 
prefixed  to  the  translation  of  the  Principles  of 
Legislation  from  the  French  of  Dumont,  **  I 
had  a  glorious  library  at  my  elbow,  a  fine 
large  comfortable  study,  warmed  by  a  steam- 
engine,  exercise  under  ground,  society,  and 
retirement,  all  within  my  reach.  In  fact  there 
I  spent  the  happiest,  and  I  believe  the  roost 
useful  days  that  I  passed  at  that  period  of  my 
life."  He  left  London  early  in  1827  for  Paris, 
and,  after  travelling  a  short  time  in  France,  re- 
turned to  the  United  States. 

He  now  established  a  weekly  miscellany 
under  the  title  of  The  Yankee,  at  Portland,  and 
soon  after  removed  to  Boston,  for  the  purpose 
of  continuing  it  in  that  city.  At  the  end  of  a 
year,  I  believe,  it  was  united  with  the  New  Eng- 
land Galaxy,  and  Mr.  Neal  then  went  back  to 
Portland. 

In  1828  he  published  Rachel  Dyer,  a  story 
of  the  days  of  Cotton  Mather ;  in  1830  Au- 
thorship, a  Tale,  by  a  New  Englander  over 
the  Sea ;  in  1831  The  Down  Easters ;  and  more 
recently  Ruth  Elder,  the  last  and  in  some  re- 
spects the  best  of  his  novels.  His  tales,  es- 
says, and  other  writings  for  periodicals  would 
fill  many  volumes. 

Of  Mr.  Neal's  poems,  I  may  repeat  what  I 
have  remarked  elsewhere.*  They  have  the 
unquestionable  stamp  of  genius.  He  pos- 
sesses imagination  in  a  degree  of  sensibility 
and  energy  hardly  surpassed  in  this  age. 
The  elements  of  poetry  are  poured  forth  in 
his  verses  with  a  prodigality  and  power  alto- 
gether astonishing.  But  he  is  deficient  in  the 
constructive  faculty.  He  has  no  just  sense 
of  proportion.  No  one  with  so  rich  and  abun- 
dant materials  had  ever  less  skill  in  using 
them.  Instead  of  bringing  the  fancy  to  adorn 
the  structures  of  the  imagination,  he  reverses 
the  poetical  law,  giving  to  the  imagination 
the  secondary  office,  so  that  the  points  illus- 
txated  are  quite  forgotten  in  the  accumulation 
and  splendour  of  the  imagery.  The  '*  Battle 
of  Niagara,''  with  its  rapid  and  slow,  gay  and 
solemn  movement,  falls  on  the  ear  as  if  it 
were  composed  to  martial  music.    It  is  marred, 

*8ee  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  eighth  edition, 


however,  by  his  customary  faults.  The  isth- 
mus which  bounds  the  beautiful  is  as  narrow 
as  that  upon  the  bordere  of  the  sublime,  and 
he  crosses  both  without  hesitation.  Passages 
in  it  would  be  magnificent  but  for  lines  or 
single  words  which,  if  the  reader  were  not 
confident  that  he  had  before  him  the  author's 
own  edition,  he  would  think  had  been  thrown 
in  by  some  burlesquing  enemy.* 

Of  his  novels  it  may  be  said  that  they  con- 
tain many  interesting  and  some  striking  and 
brilliant  passages — ^filling  enough,  for  books 
of  their  sort,  but  rarely  any  plot  to  serve  for 
warp.  They  are  original,  written  from  the 
impulses  of  the  author's  heart,  and  pervaded 
by  the  peculiarities  of  his  character ;  but  most 
of  them  were  produced  rapidly  and  carelessly, 
and  are  without  unity,  aim,  or  continuous  in- 
terest The  best  of  them  would  be  much  im- 
proved by  a  judicious  distribution  of  points, 
and  the  erasure  of  tasteless  extravagancies. 

Dean  Swift,  in  the  preface  to  the  Tale  of  a 
Tub,  assures  us  that  where  sentences  are  unfin- 
ished, **  there  is  some  design  in  it ;"  but  all 
Mr.  Neal's  letter-writers,  whatever  their  cha- 
racter, condition,  or  sex,  and  most  of  his  col- 
loquists,  fall  into  this  habit,  whenever  they 
get  upon  stilts,  and  are  unable  to  reach  a 
period. 

He  finds  fault,  with  good  reason,  virith  those 
who  have  attempted  to  delineate  New  Eng- 
land character;  but  though  he  has  avoided 
some  common  defects  he  can  scarcely  be  said 
to  have  succeeded  better  than  his  contempora- 
ries. His  sketches  are  caricatures,  but  have 
so  much  of  nature  as  to  be  easily  enough  re- 
cognised. 

It  is  common  to  speak  of  Mr.  Neal  as  an 
American  author  par  excellence ;  but  his  claims 
to  such  distinction,  like  those  of  many  others, 
are  chiefiy  of  a  negative  character. 

We  rise  from  the  perusal  of  his  works  with  a 
feeling  of  regret  at  the  waste  of  talents,  which 
might,  under  a  just  direction  and  steady  appli- 
cation, have  gained  enduring  honour  for  their 
possessor  and  his  country. 

Mr.  Neal  continues  to  reside  in  Portland. 
His  youth  was  passed  in  tumult  and  adven- 
ture, and  he  waits  the  approach  of  age  in  in- 
dependence and  ease,  a  model  in  his  relations 
as  a  man  and  as  a  citizen. 

*The  second  edition  of  the  Battle  of  Niagara  and  Other 
Poems  should  be  read  by  those  who  would  form  an  ac- 
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A  SURPRISE. 

FSOM  LOOAN. 


OvE  day,  while  the  middle  colonies  were  agitated 
to  distraction  by  the  increasing  inroads  and  mas- 
nacres  of  the  warlike  and  exasperated  Indians; 
when  every  thing  had  been  attempted  that  human 
wisdom  could  suggest  to  conciliate  them ;  and  just 
at  the  time  when  the  existence  of  a  formidable 
and  threatening  confederacy  between  all  the  most 
powerful  tribes  in  America  was  becoming  every 
day  more  and  more  probable;  when  every  hour 
was  bringing  to  light  and  concentrating  the  scat> 
tcrod  proof  that  something  tremendous  was  in  con- 
templation— inscrutable  and  inevitable ;  some  un- 
imaginable but  overwhelming  evil  maturing  in  the 
portentous  tranquillity  of  many  nations  who  from 
being  hereditary  and  mortal  foes  were  now  hold- 
ing their  midnight  councils  in  the  deepest  and 
most  unfathomable  recesses  of  the  country — in  the 
lone  cavern,  on  the  high  mountain  top,  by  the 
shores  of  the  cold  lake;  while  all  was  consterna- 
tion and  dismay  from  uncertainty  concerning  the 
manner  and  time  of  the  mysterious  calamity  that 
seemed  thickening  about  them ;  when  council  after 
council  had  been  summoned  and  dismissed  by  the 
white  settlers  without  coming  to  any  satisfactory 
determination ;  while  the  uninterrupted  and  use- 
less expenditure  of  warlike  stores,  at  all  times  dan- 
gerous to  the  whites,  had  been  unwisely  augmented 
in  the  hope  of  buying  the  forbearance  of  the  In- 
dians, till  the  blindest  and  weakest  were  shuddering 
at  the  consequences  of  their  pusillanimity  and 
shortsightedness;  while  the  savages  grew  every 
day  more  familiar  with  the  timidity  and  disorder  of 
the  whites;  carefully  evading  all  interrogations 
and  baffling  all  conjecture  by  their  sullen,  shrewd, 
and  obstinate  silence ;  and  nothing  seemed  left  to 
the  scattered  and  trembling  colonists  but  to  muster 
themselves,  every  man  of  them  capable  of  wield- 
ing a  tomahawk,  for  a  war  of  extermination — to 
concentrate  their  power,  leave  their  firesides  unde- 
fended for  a  time,  and  hunt  their  wily  and  terrible 

enemy  back  to  his  most  secret  liiding-places 

just  at  this  time — it  was  midnight — another  coun- 
cil board  had  just  been  dismissed — there  stood, 
without  being  announced,  without  preparation,  be- 
fore the  governor  of  the  colony,  in  his  very  pre- 
sence chamber  too,  a  man  of  gigantic  stature,  in 
the  garb  of  an  Indian. 

The  governor  was  leaning  his  fice  upon  his 
hands.  His  thin  gray  locks  were  blowing  about 
his  fingers,  in  the  strong  night  wind,  from  an  open 
window  that  looked  toward  the  town.  That  he 
was  in  some  profound  and  agitating  inquiry  with 
himself,  could  be  seen  by  the  movement  of  the 
swollen  veins  upon  his  forehead,  distended  and 
throbbing  visibly  ander  the  pressure  of  his  aged 
fingers.  ...  It  would  have  made  the  heart  of  such 
a  being  as  Michael  Angelo  himself  swell  to  study 
the  head  of  the  old  man :  the  capacity  and  ampli- 
tude of  the  brow ;  the  scattered  and  beautiful  white, 
thin  locks  of  threaded  silver ;  the  trembling  hands ; 
the  occasional  movement  of  a  troubled  expression, 
almost  articulate,  over  the  established  serenity  of 


the  forehead :  all  so  venerable,  placid,  mnd  awfiily 
as  in  the  confirmed  discipline  and  habit  of  maoj 
years,  and  all  yielding  now  to  the  convuiaive  en- 
croachment of  emotion. . . . 

The  stranger  contemplated  the  picture  in  ailenoe. 
He  was  greatly  wrought  upon  by  the  a^<^  pre- 
sence, and  iclt  perhaps  somewhat  as  the  profmiifig 
Gaul  did  when  he  saw  what  he  took  to  be  the 
Gods  of  Roxs — her  old  men  sitting  imznovmbly  in 
their  chairs. 

The  governor  at  length,  like  one  who  is  deter- 
mined, resolved,  and  impatient  for  action,  lifted 
his  head,  smote  the  table  heavily  with  his  arm,  and 

was  rising  from  his  seat why  that  pause  1 — he 

gasps  for  breath — can  it  be — can  the  proportioiu, 
the  mere  outline  of  humanity  so  disturb  a  man,  an 
aged  man,  familiar  for  half  a  century  with  danger 
and  death  ? 

He  fell   back  upon  his  chair  and  locked   his 
hands  upon  his  heart,  as  if—for  it  grew  audible  in 
its  hollow  palpitations — as  if  to  stifie  its  irrej^u- 
larity  for  ever,  if  he  could,  even  though,  he  'were 
sufibcated  in  the  effort,  rather  than  betray  the  un- 
manly infirmity — a  disobedient  pulse.     Ho  gazed 
steadily  upon  the  being  before  him,  but  ^^ith  an 
expression  of  doubt  and   horror,  like  that  with 
which  the  prophet  dwelt  upon  the  sheeted  Samoel, 
as  doubting  the  evidence  of  his  own  eyes,  jet  dar> 
ing  not  to  withdraw  them,  though  the   cold   icy 
sweat  started  from  the  very  ends  of  his  fingers  lest 
something  yet  more  terrible  might  appear. 

The  Indian  stood  before  him  like  an  apparitioa. 
His  attitude  was  not  entirely  natural,  nor  perhaps 
entirely  unstudied.  He  stood  motionless  and  ap> 
palling;  the  bleak,  barren,  and  iron  aspect  of  a 
man,  from  head  to  foot  strong  and  sinewed  with 
desperation,  and  hardened  in  the  blood  and  sweat 
of  calamity  and  trial.  He  stood,  with  somewhaC!^ 
of  high  and  princely  carriage,  like  the  fighting^.,^ 
gladiator,  but  more  erect  and  less  threatening, 
more  prepared  and  collected.  Indeed  it  was  the 
gladiator  still — but  the  gladiator  in  defence  rather 
than  attack. 

The  governor  was  brave,  but  who  would  not 
have  quaked  at  such  a  moment  ?  To  awake,  no 
matter  how,  whbn  the  faculties,  or  the  body  mnd 
limbs  are  asleep,  in  a  dim  Hght,  alone,  helpless, 
and  to  find  a  man  at  your  side,  an  Indian ! — it 
would  shake  the  nerves,  ay,  and  the  constitution 
too,  of  the  bravest  man  that  ever  buckled  a  sword 
upon  his  thigh. 

"  Great  God  !'*  articulated  he  at  last,  in  the  Toice 
of  one  suffocating  and  gasping — "Great  God! 
what  art  thou !  speak !" 

No  answer  was  returned — ^no  motion  of  hesd 
or^and. 

The  governor's  terror  increased,  but  it  was  evi- 
dently  of  a  difierent  kind  now,  the  first  shock  of 
surprise  having  passed — **  Speak  !^'  he  added  in  a 
tone  of  command — '< speak!  how  were  yon  ad- 
mitted t  and  for  what  V* 

A  scornful  writhing  of  the  lip ;  a  sullen,  dead* 
smile,  as  in  derision,  when  the  bitterness  of  *' 
heart  rises  and  is  tasted,  was  the  prelude  to 
answer.    The  Indian  was  agitated — but  the  ag 
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tion  paaaed  off  like  the  vibration  of  molten  iron 
when  it  trembles  for  the  last  time  before  it*be- 
oomes  solid  for  ever.     Then  he  smiled. . . . 

**  Hell  and  furies !  who  are  you  1  what  are  joa  t 
whence  are  you  ?  what  your  purpose  V* . , , 

The  Indian  slowly  unwrapped  his  blanket,  and 
then  as  slowly,  in  barbarous  dalliance  with  the 
terrors  of  the  palsied  old  man,  extended  a  bayonet 
toward  him  recking  with  blood. 

The  governor  was  silent  It  was  a  fearful  mo- 
ment. His  paroxysm  appeared  to  abate  at  his 
will  now — and  by  his  manner  it  would  appear 
that  some  master-thought  had  suddenly  risen  in 
its  dominion,  and  bound  hand  and  foot  all  the  re- 
bellious and  warring  passions  of  his  nature.  Did 
he  hope  for  succour  ?  or  did  he  look,  by  gaining 
time,  to  some  indefinite  advantage  by  negotiation  ? 
It  would  be  difficult  to  tcU.  But  however  it  might 
be,  his  deportment  became  more  worthy  of  him, 
more  lofty,  collected,  imposing,  and  determined. . . . 
In  desperate  emergencies  our  souls  grow  calm, 
and  a  power  is  given  to  them  to  gaze,  as  dying 
men  will  sometimes,  upon  the  shorelciis  void  be- 
fore them  with  preternatural  composure.  Here 
was  an  enemy,  and  one,  of  all  enemies  the  most 
terrible,  dripping  with  recent  slaughter,  and  so 
situated  that  he  could  not  escape  but  by  dipping 
his  hands  anew  in  blood. 

The  governor  dared  not  to  call  out,  and  dreaded, 
as  the  signal  of  his  own  death,  the  sound  of  any 
approaching  footstep.  To  get  there,  where  he  was, 
the  Indian  must  have  come,  willing  and  prepared 
for,  and  expecting  certain  death;  of  what  avail  then 
the  whole  force  of  the  government  household  ?  . . . 

There  was  a  sword  near  the  governor ;  he  re- 
collected having  unbuckled  it,  and  thrown  it  aside 
as  be  came  in  from  exercising  a  troop  of  horse 
bat  a  few  hours  before  the  council  had  assembled. 
<*  It  was  in  a  chair  behind  me,'*  thought  he,  and 
<•  perhaps  is  there  yet** — But  how  should  he  dis- 
cover whether  it  was  or  not  ?  He  dares  not  shift 
his  eye  for  a  single  instant  from  the  Indian.  But 
mig:fat  he  not  amuse  him  for  a  moment,  and  grope 
for  it  withoot  being  perceived  1  How  bravely  the 
old  man's  spirit  mounted  in  the  endeavour ! 

He  made  the  search;  but  his  implacable  foe, 
like  one  that  delights  in  toying  and  trifiing  with, 
and  mocking  his  victim,  pcrmitteil  the  eager  and 
trembling  hand  but  to  touch  the  hilt,  not  to  grasp 
it — that  were  not  so  prudent  . . .  The  moment, 
therefore,  that  the  searching  fingers  approached 
the  hilt,  the  blanket  fell  from  the  shoulders  of  the 
Indian*  and  the  bloody  bayonet  gleamed  suddenly 
athwrart  the  ceiling  and  flashed  in  the  governor's 
ejea-  The  hand  was  withdrawn,  as  if  smitten 
with  electricity,  from  the  distant  sword;  all  de- 
fence and  hope  forgotten,  and  he  locked  his  thin 
hartds  apon  his  bosom,  bowed  his  head  to  the  ex- 
pected sacrifice,  and  fell  upon  his  knees. 

The  countenance  of  the  Indian  could  not  be 
seetkj  but  his  solid  proportions,  like  a  block  of  sha- 
dowr,  coald  be  distinguished  in  the  uncertain  light 
of  the  distant  and  dying  lamps  suspended  from  the 
ceiling' — a  bold,  great  outline,  and  sublime  bearing, 
the  taiare  awful  for  their  indistinctness ;  the  more 


appalling  as  they  resembled  those  pf  a  colossal 
shadow  only. . . . 

At  this  instant,  a  red  light  flashed  across  the 
court-yard,  and  streaming  through  the  open  win- 
dow, touched  the  countenance  of  the  Indian,  and 
passed  off  like  the  reflection  of  crimson  drapery, 
suddenly  illuminated  by  lightning;  voices  were 
heard  in  a  distant  building,  and  iron  hoofs  rattled 
over  the  broad  flag-stones  of  the  far  gateway.  A 
few  brief  words  were  interchanged,  and  a  shot  was 
fired;  the  Indian's  hand  was  upon  the  bayonet 
again,  but  the  sounds  passed  away ; . . .  and  the 
prostrate  governor,  who  had  kept  an  anxious  eye 
upon  the  heavy  doors  of  the  hall,  expecting,  yet 
scarcely  daring  to  pray  for  an  approaching  step, 
was  beginning  to  yield  anew  to  his  terrible  fate — 
when  another  step  was  heard,  and  a  hand  was 
laid  upon  the  lock.  The  rattling  of  military  ac- 
coutrements was  heard,  as  the  guard  stopped  aside 
and  gave  a  countersign  to  some  one  approaching ; 
and  then  a  brief  and  stem  echo,  in  the  tone  of  un- 
qualified authority,  rang  along  the  vaulted  stair- 
case, and  the  word  pau  !  was  heard. 

Yes,  yes !  a  hand  wot  now  upon  the  lock !  The 
light  in  the  apartment  streamed  fitfully  up  for  a 
moment,  and  flared  in  the  breeze  from  the  win- 
dow, so  as  to  fill  the  whole  room  with  shifting 
shadows. 

The  Indian  motioned  impatiently  with  his  hand 
toward  the  door,  and  the  governor,  while  his  heart 
sank  within  him,  arose  on  his  feet  and  prepared 
to  repel  the  intruder,  whoever  he  might  be— but 
he  could  not  speak — his  voice  had  gone-r 

The  door  was  yielding  to  the  hurried  attempts 
of  some  one  fumbling  alK>ut  for  the  lock ; — and 
voices,  in  clamorous  dispute,  were  heard  ap- 
proaching. 

The  governor  tried  again — <•  Begone !  begone ! 
for  God's  sake !"  ho  cried,  mingling  the  tone  of 
habitual  command  with  that  of  entreaty,  and  then 
recovering  himself,  with  a  feeling  of  shame  added, 
in  hb  most  natural  and  assured  manner,  **  Begone, 
whoever  you  are,  begone !" 

The  noise  ceased.  The  hand  was  withdrawn ; 
and  step  by  step,  with  the  solid  and  prompt  tread 
of  a  strong  man,  a  soldier,  in  his  youth,  and  accus- 
tomed to  obedience,  the  intruder  was  heard  de- 
scending. 

There  was  another  long  silence,  which  each 
seemed  unwilling  to  interrupt,  while  each  num- 
bered the  departing  footfalls.  The  chamber  grew 
dark.  It  was  impossible  longer  to  distinguish  ob- 
jects. A  low  conference  was  held  between  the 
two.  Tones  of  angry  remonstrance,  horror — 
threats — defiance — suppressed  anguish — and  then 
all  was  silent  again  as  the  house  of  death. 

The  governor  spoke  again — in  a  whisper  at  first, 
and  then  louder — a  slight  motion  was  heard  near 
him — and  he  raised  his  voice.  In  vain,  and  the 
mysterious  and  death-like  silence,  he  found  moio 
insupportable  than  all  that  he  had  yet  endured. 
Where  was  his  foe  at  that  instant  1 — how  em- 
ployed % — ready  perhaps  to  strike  the  bayonet 
through  and  Uirough  his  heart  at  the  very  next 
breath!      He   could  not   endure   it — no   mortal 
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could — he  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  fell  apon  his 
face  in  conTuTsions. . . . 

In  the  mornmg,  juei  as  the  dappled  east  began 
to  redden  with  the  new  daylight,  after  a  night  of 
feverish  and  wild  dreaming,  the  good  old  governor 
awoke  exceedingly  refreshed,  and  lay  with  his 
eyes  shut,  revolving  the  mysterious  adventure  of 
the  preceding  night  in  his  mind.  It  was  all  in 
vain.  He  could  remember  nothing  distinctly. 
That  an  apparition  had  been  before  him;  that, 
somehow  or  other  he  had  been  engaged  in  mortal 
strife,  ho  had  a  kind  of  dim  and  wavering,  sha- 
dowy and  uncertain  recollection,  but  all  else,  with 
whom,  and  where,  had  been  held  the  battle — all ! 
— was  gone,  in  the  terror  of  the  interview,  and  the 
long  insensibility  and  agitation  that  succeeded. 
What  he  had  dreamed  appeared  reality ;  and  the 
real,  as  he  strove  in  vain  to  recall  the  particular 
features,  took  the  fantastic  and  shifting  proportions 
of  a  dream. 

The  effort  grew  painful  to  him.  He  became 
weary  with  the  intensity  of  his  own  reminiscence, 
and  was  fast  relapsing  again  into  a  disturbed  and 
broken  slumber,  half-conscious  that  it  was  better 
for  him  to  sleep,  and  half-yielding  to  the  delicious 
influence  of  such  consciousness,  and  yet  occasion- 
ally starting  and  grasping  with  a  sudden  and  con- 
vulsive hand  whatever  happened  to  be  nearest 
him,  like  one  that,  overcome  by  drowsiness  upon 
a  precipice,  partially  yields  to  it,  grappling  at  the 
weeds  and  grass,  and  starts  and  shrieks  as  he  feels 
his  hold  relaxing,  and  dreams  that  he  is  falling. 


POETRY. 

FBOM  BAlfDOLPS. 


PoBTRT  is  the  naked  expression  of  power  and 
eloquence.  But  for  many  hundred  years  poetry 
has  been  confounded  with  false  music,  measure, 
and  cadence ;  the  soul  with  the  body,  the  thought 
with  the  language,  the  manner  of  speaking  with 
the  mode  of  thinking.  The  secondary  qualities  of 
poetry  have  been  mbtaken  for  the  primary  ones. 

What  I  call  poetry  has  nothing  to  do  with  art 
or  learning.  It  is  a  natural  music — the  music  of 
woods  and  waters ;  not  that  of  the  orchestra.  It 
is  a  fine  volatile  essence,  which  cannot  bo  extin- 
guished or  confined  while  there  is  one  drop  of 
blood  in  the  human  heart,  or  any  sense  of  Al- 
mighty God  among  the  children  of  men,  1  do 
not  mean  this  irreverently — I  mean  precisely  what 
I  say — that  poetry  is  a  religion  as  well  as  a  music 
Nay,  it  is  eloquence.  It  is  whatever  affects,  touches, 
or  disturbs  the  animal  or  moral  sense  of  man.  I 
care  not  how  poetry  may  he  expressed,  nor  in  what 
language,  it  is  still  poetry ;  as  the  melody  of  the 
waters,  wherever  they  may  run,  in  the  desert  or 
the  wilderness,  among  the  rocks  or  the  grass,  will 
always  be  melody.  It  is  not  artificial  music,  the 
music  of  the  head,  of  learning,  or  of  science,  but  it 
is  one  continual  voluntary  of  the  heart;  to  be 
heard  everywhere,  at  all  times,  by  day  and  by 
night,  whenever  men  will  stay  their  hands,  for  a 


moment,  or  lift  up  their  beads  and  listen.  It  is 
not  the  composition  of  a  master ;  the  language  of 
art,  painfully  and  entirely  exact ;  hat  is  the  wiU, 
capricious  melody  of  nature^  pathetic  or  brilliant, 
like  the  roundelay  of  innumerable  birds  whistling 
all  about  you,  in  the  wind  and  water,  sky  and  air; 
or  the  coquetting  of  a  river  breeze  over  die  fine 
strings  of  an  Eolian  harp,  concealed  among  g^reao 
leaves  and  apple  blossoms. 

All  men  talk  poetry  at  some  time  or  other  in 
their  lives ;  even  the  most  reasonable,  cold-hearted 
mathematical,  and  phlegmatic ;  but  most  of  them 
without  knowing  it;  and  women  yet  more  fre- 
quently than  men :  and  young  children  too  talk  it 
perpetually,  when  alarmed  or  delighted.  Yet 
they  never  talk  in  rhyme ;  nay,  nor  in  blank  verse. 
Even  the  writers  of  tragedy — the  moat  perveisc  of 
God*s  creatures — do  now  and  then  stumble  upon 
this  truth — for  in  all  their  passionate  and  deepest 
passages  they, do  all  that  they  can  to  get  rid  of 
the  foolish  restraint  of  rhythm.  And  when  ibey 
do  not,  they  are,  to  the  full,  as  absurd  as  the  c^pera- 
singer,  who  murders  and  makes  love  by  the  g^raim. 

Poetry,  too,  is  the  natural  language  of  the  bn- 
man  heart — ^its  moiher-tongue ;  and  is  ju«it  as  nato- 
rally  resorted  to,  on  any  emergency  or  distress,  by 
the  devout,  the  terrified,  the  affectionate,  the  tra- 
der-hearted, and  the  loving ;  the  widowed  and  die 
afflicted^^  a  man's  native  tongue  is,  when,  after 
having  been  a  great  while  among  strangers,  where 
he  has  learned  a  strange  language,  good  enough 
for  all  the  common  purposes  of  life,  he  is  called 
upon  by  some  signal  and  unexpected  calamity  to 
pray  aloud,  or  to  cry  out  with  a  broken  and  bowed 
spirit  or  a  crushed  heart  Instantly  that  a  man 
overleaps  all  time  and  space,  and  falls  down  be- 
fore the  woman  he  loves,  or  his  Maker,  with  the 
very  language  that  his  mother  taught  him,  whra 
he  fell  upon  his  little  knees  and  lisped  the  dictated 
prayer  aficr  her,  syllable  by  syllable.  Just  so  it  is 
with  poetry.  Prose  will  do  for  common  people, 
or  for  all  the  common  occasions  of  hfc  even  with 
uncommon  people.  We  cannot  drive  a  better  bar- 
gain or  make  a  better  argument  in^^lpetiy  than 
in  prose.  .  .  . 

I  speak  of  this  matter  fireely  and  boldly,  because 
I  know  that  I  am  competent  to  speak  of  it — and 
fully  authorized  to  bear  witness  against  the  mii- 
chievous  and  perverted  tendencies  of  poetical 
thought,  when  it  is  put,  like  a  beautiful  child  or  a 
strong  giant,  into  shackles  and  gyves,  hand-cnffi 
and  pinions.  Some  men  afiect  to  talk  about  it 
and  to  give  rule  for  it  who  never  had  a  poetical 
idea  in  their  heads.  Fools !  they  might  as  well 
learn  eloquence  from  an  automaton,  or  swimmiiig 
by  seeing  other  people  swim,  as  how  to  make  po- 
etry by  reading  and  studying  the  great  masters, 
and  listening  to  the  jackasses  who  are  called  critics, 
not  one  in  a  million  of  whom  ever  was  or  ever  will 
be  a  poet. .  Why  1  because  if  a  man  be  a  poet,  he 
will  lack,  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times  out  of 
a  thousand,  either  the  judgment  or  the  moral  coo- 
rage  or  the  honesty  to  criticise  boldly,  and  to  speak 
of  poetry  as  it  deserves ;  and  more  than  that,  if  he 
be  a  poet  he  will  be  above  the  practice  of  critiilsiB. 
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My  notion,  in  one  word,  10  that  poetry  10  the  na- 
tunl  language  of  every  human  heart  when  it  is 
looaed,  or  inflamed,  or  agitated,  or  aflected :  and 
that  proee,  on  the  contrary,  is  the  natural  language 
of  every  human  heart  on  all  other  occasions ;  and 
tfamt  rhyme,  or  blank  verae,  or  regular  rhythm,  ia 
altogether  as  artificial,  unnatural,  and  preposterous 
a  modo  of  expression  for  the  true  poet  as  the  use 
of  a  foreign  idiom  or  foreign  phrase  is  to  the  true 
home-bred  man.  The  Romans  affected  to  talk 
Greek,  the  Germans  do  talk  French,  as  if  they  were 
ashamed  of  their  mother  languages;  and  so  do 
poets  talk  in  rhyme  or  blank  verse ;  but  let  them 
all  talk  ever  so  beautifully,  one  can  always  disco- 
ver that  it  is  not  natural  to  cither  of  them. . . . 

To  put  this  in  another  light,  one  example  will 
do  nnore  than  a  volume  of  abstract  reasoning. 
Could  you  possibly  hold  out  to  read  any  poem  by 
the  grc^iUest  poet  that  ever  lived  which  should  con- 
tain as  many  words  as  one  of  the  Waverly  novels? 
It  would  be  about  five  or  six  times  as  long  as  Pa- 
radise Lost  If  it  were  the  best  of  poetry  would 
you  not  get  the  sooner  tired  of  it?  Assuredly. 
In  Che  confusion  of  such  a  beautiful  and  confound- 
ing exhilHtion  of  power  and  brightness  your  senses 
would  lose  all  their  activity ;  they  would  reel  un- 
der it,  and  retain  no  distinct  impression  at  all.  It 
would  be  like  seeing  a  multitude  of  beautiful  wo- 
men at  the  same  moment,  in  a  place  crowded  with 
august  personages,  innumerable  pictures,  statuary, 
delicious  music,  and  fire- works.  What  would  you 
remember  of  the  whole  ? nothing. 


THE  DUEL. 
raoM  aasATA. 


•(  I  pmoicisaD  to  tell  you,"  said  Hammond,  slowly, 
after  a  silence  of  half  an  hour,  during  which  we 
had  set  together  in  his  chamber  till  it  had  grown 
•o  dark  that  we  could  not  see  each  other's  faces : 
and  just  then  the  door  suddenly  opened.  A  man 
eotercd^lHnd  began  stirring  the  fire.  **  Leave  it,*' 
•aid  Hammond,  **  begone  and  leave  it" 

•«  Shall  I  bring  a  light,  sir  T*  said  the  servant . . . 
•*  No— begone." 

«  No  light !"  said  I,  involuntarily.  «  No  light !" 
echoed  Hammond.     «  Arc  you  afraid  of  the  dark  ?" 

I  know  not  what  I  was  afraid  of;  but  I  confess 
that  I  did  not  much  like  the  opening  of  the  story. 
Was  he  afraid  to  let  me  see  his  face  while  he  told 
it  1     I  was  very  ailent,  and  he  began. 

«« I  promised  to  tell  you,"  said  he  in  a  voice  so 
dc^ep  and  sepulchral  that  I  should  not  have  known 
it  had  I  heard  it  in  another  place ;  and  then  he 
stopped.  I  waited  some  minutes,  oppressed  with 
an  unaccountable  sensation,  to  hear  it  again ;  and 
at  last  his  breathing  had  become  so  loud  as  to 
alirm  me.  **  Hammond,"  said  I,  going  to  him 
and  laying  my  hand  upon  his  head,  "  dear  Ham- 
mond, speak  to  me.  What  ails  you  1  what  has 
appenedl" 

He  tore  away  his  locked  fingers  from  his  fore- 
i^ad,  spnmg  upon  his  fiset  with  a  cry  of  horror, 


and  pressed  my  hands  to  his  hearti  as  if  he  would 
crush  them  bone  and  joint  I  could  hardly  sup- 
press a  shriek — and  I  observed  that  bis  palms  were 
wet,  as  if  he  had  been  weeping.  What !  the  dwarf 
weeping !  Hammond,  the  dwarf,  said  I  to  myself; 
O,  no— it  is  only  sweat,  or  blood !  it  cannot  be 
tears. 

<*  Hammond !"  I  aaid  again  to  him,  as  I  reaUy 
felt,  affectionately. 

He  attempted  to  rise,  staggered  and  fell  back 
into  his  seat  «  What !  what !  was  it  only  you, 
William?"  said  he,  "only  you.  Give  me  your 
hand — here !  here !  (placing  it  upon  his  temples 
among  the  damp  hair,)  do  you  feel  any  moisture 
there?" 

**  Yes — the  flesh  is  wet,  and  the  hair  saturated." 

<«  Locks  of  the  raven,  boy,  locks  of  the  raven ! 
black  and  glossy  as  her  wing ;  yet,  William  Adams, 
they  have  been  touched — there  are  gray  spots  upon 
them — ha !  ha !"  He  was  choking.  «  Gray  spots, 
my  boy  ;  in  the  form  too  of  a  human  hand !" 

I  shuddered  at  his  voice ;  and  I  remembered  a 
strange  appearance  upon  one  side  of  his  head, 
where  there  were  several  gray  locks  lying  amid 
the  jet  black  hair.  **  How  happened  it  ?"  said  I, 
with  a  feeling  of  mysterious  gloom  that  I  cannot 
describe. 

« Happened  it!  He  came  to  my  bedside  at 
night  and  stood  there;  and  put  his  cold  hand  de- 
liberately upon  my  head ;  and  all  the  moisture  of 
my  brain  fled  from  the  pressure.  I  awoke,  and 
the  feeling  of  the  hand,  as  of  cold  iron,  was  there 
yet — and — damn  it,  how  your  teeth  chatter — what 
are  you  afraid  of?  Have  you  blood  upon  your 
hands  ?  For  shame— for  shame.  Look  at  me — 
you  see  how  I  b^ur  it  I  went  to  bod  with  locks 
black, . . .  black  as  death.  I  arose  the  next  day 
with  gray  hair  upon  my  temples — I " 

I  remembered  now  that  Elizabeth  had  told  me 
never  to  speak  of  that  appearance :  and,  dark  as 
it  was,  I  fancied  that  I  could  see  the  livid  hand  of 
the  spectre  there  yet,  like  an  impression  upon  wax. 

"It  was  not  grief,  nor  sorrow,  nor  old  age  that 
did  it,"  said  the  dwarf,  almost  inarticulate,  and 
sobbing  while  he  spoke ;  *<  no,  no !  but  he  came 
to  me  in  my  sleep  and  hooped  my  heart  round, 
and  my  temples,  with  rough  iron,  till  I  feared  to 
breathe,  lest  I  should  be  lacerated.  I  knew  it  all 
— saw  it  all — the  whole  process,  through  my  shut 
eyelids;  and  on  the  morning,  when  I  awoke,  I 
was  an  old  man.". .  . 

His  voice — ^it  was  like  something  martial  and 
alarming  when  he  began,  but  when  he  ended  it 
was  the  mournful,  sweet,  melancholy  wailing  of 
a  fond  heart  broken. ...  I  was  willing  to  turn  off 
his  thought  from  the  affliction. . . . 

«*  Presently,"  said  he,  «  presently.  Let  us  talk 
of  something  else  awhile.  Only  one  thing  upon 
this  earth  can  disturb  me — talk  to  me — say  some- 
thing— any  thing — talk !  will  you  ?" 

**  You  are  disordered,  Hammond,"  said  I.  «  You 
have  atudied  till  your  nerves  are  all  vibrating  with 
over  tension." 

«  Oh,  no-^-no,  you  are  mistaken.  My  time  of 
hard  atudy  has  gone  hy.". .  • 
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**  I  am  mire,  my  dear  Hammond/'  said  I,  deeply 
affected  at  hia  manner — it  waa  ao  like  one  tiying 
to  drive  away  sorrow  and  madness  by  an  affected 
hilarity — <*that  you  are  nervous  from  excessive 
application." 

"  No,  no,  I  am  not  Nervous  I  Albert  Ham- 
mond nervous !  No,  no,  it  is  soinething  worse  than 
that ;  but  talk — talk — as  fast  as  you  can — my  blood 
is  curdling — come  nearer — ^yes,  yes — hush!  do 
you  hear  nothing  ?  Ah !  what  is  that  ?  There ! 
there !  Hush !  I  told  yon  so — now  you  will  be- 
lieve me !     Hush !  hush  !'* 

As  he  said  this,  he  leaped  upright,  and  I — I 
knew  not  where  I  waa— I  felt  all  the  childish  ter- 
ror of  a  nursery.  **  Hammond !"  said  I,  feigning 
to  be  indignant,  while  in  truth  I  was  frightened, 
<*  Come  back !  come  back,  and  let  us  reason  toge- 
ther like  men.     What  is  this  V 

«  What !  did  he  not  touch  you  1  didn't  you  feel 
the  hand  ?" 

Some  minutes  passed  before  I  could  prevail  upon 
him  to  sit  down.  I  stirred  the  fire  then,  and  his 
countenance,  in  the  red  flashing  of  the  embers, 
when  the  disturbed  sparks  rushed  like  a  torrent  of 
fire  up  the  chimney,  was  frightful  and  appalling. 
Had  the  devil  himself  been  there,  he  could  not 
have  set  more  naturally  upon  his  haunches,  or 
looked  through  his  huge  knotted  fingers  with  more 
fiery  and  troubled  eyes.  .  .  . 

**  They  had  all  toasted  their  women,"  said  Ham- 
mond, abruptly  ..."  all ! — and  then  he— A< — ^he 
uttered  the  name  of  Elizabeth.  The  name  thrilled 
through  me.  They  all  drank  it  standing.  'Eli- 
zabeth !'  echoed  through  the  whole  room.  I  covered 
my  ears,  with  a  feeling  of  profanation.  But  that 
was  nothing — nothing !  <  Elizabeth  who  V  cried 
one ;  <  Aye,'  cried  another ;  *  let  us  have  it.' 

« <  Elizabeth  Adamt,  answered  the  madman,  in 
a  loud  voice,  throwing  off  another  bumper,  which 
was  followed  by  the  whole  company.  Your  blood 
boils,  I  see,  William  Adams,  to  hear  me  teU  it; 
judge  then  what  I  felt  to  hear  her  blessed  name 
uttered  by  such  a  man,  in  such  a  company,  asso- 
ciated with  the  lewd  and  blaspheming.  I  stood 
thunderstruck  for  a  moment,  and  then  tried  two 
or  three  times  to  get  my  breath ;  to  gasp ;  to  cry 
out ;  to  speak  to  him :  but  I  could  not.  I  could 
not  see  plainly ;  I  could  not  utter  a  sound.  The 
company  began  to  take  notice  of  it ;  and  all  the 
noise,  and  laugh,  and  song,  and  riot,  instantly  died 
away  into  a  stillness  more  awfiil  than  death,  while 
every  eye  was  turned  upon  me.  I  was  leaning 
toward  him,  and  I  whispered  very  faintly,  so  faintly 
that  I  did  not  hear  my  own  voice ;  but  it  came 
from  the  deepest  place  of  all  my  heart,  and  he  un- 
derstood the  motion  of  my  lips — he.  heard  me. 

« Elizabeth  Adams,  of  D V  said  I.     *  Yes,'  he 

haughtily  replied,  *  Elizabeth  Ad .'     « You  are 

a  scoundrel !'  said  I,  jumping  up^I  would  not  let 
him  finish  it— dwelling  on  every  syllable — 'you 
are  a  scoundrel  and  a  villain !'  A  glass  decanter 
whizzed  by  my  head  as  I  spoke,  and  narrowly 
missed  dashing  my  brains  out.  We  rushed  at 
each  other,  and  ho  grasped  a  carving-knife,  but  it 
was  wrenched  from  him,  and  we  were  separated  till 


the  room  was  cleared,  a  circle  formed,  and  swofiii 
put  into  our  hands ;  but  mine  was  a  miserable  cut 
and  thrust,  and  in  receiving  one  of  his  blows,  be- 
fore I  could  make  a  pass,  it  was  shattered  to  the 
hilt  We  closed,  and  I  was  very  severely  cut  in 
the  hand.  No  other  sword  could  be  obtained,  and 
we  stood,  leaning  against  the  wall,  panting  like 
spent  tigers,  till  the  company  had  agreed  to  escort 
us  to  a  wood,  just  o«t  of  the  town,  and  leave  us 
to  our  fate  with  pistols.  Some  objected  to  this ; 
but  at  last  the  business  was  arranged ;  how  I  know 
not ;  and  the  next  thing  that  I  recollect  is,  that 
we  were  together — his  friend  with  us— that  it  waa 
just  daylight,  and  that  I  had  just  levelled  and  fired 
at  his  heart,  and  that  I  saw  the  ball  strike  him — 
but  he  stood  stilt 

« <  You  are  wounded,'  said  his  second,  approadi- 
ing  me.  *  No,'  said  I,  *  I  am  noty  but  your  frieDd 
is — look  to  him.'  When  I  said  this  he  felt  It 
was  wonderful  how  I  escaped.  He  was  a  great 
shot  But  when  we  levelled  there  waa  a  strange 
darkness  about  me  for  a  moment,  and  I  felt  as  if 
abready  a  ball  had  passed  through  mc— ooldnesa 
and  numbness — ^but  I  caught  his  eye  just  then,  and 
observed  that  as  I  dropped  tny  pistol  his  eye  fol- 
lowed it,  till  it  was  just  opposite  his  breast  I  find 
before  he  had  recovered  himself,  and  the  result 
was  what  I  have  told  yon.". . . 

*'Look  here,  William  Adams,"  said  he,  lifting 
his  black-matted  locks,  "look  here! — it  wasn't 
grief  that  did  it— no,  nor  old  age^but  his  hand ! 
Three  thousand  miles  were  we  apart  Yet  at  the 
moment  the  very  moment  when  bo  died,  the  very 
moment!  these  locks  turned  white!  I  felt  his 
hot  hand  there  in  my  sleep.  I  awoke  wilh  a 
scream  that  startled  the  household  bfoed  awake. 
It  was  midnight — but  not  a  soul  could  sleep  again 
that  night  You  may  smile,  William,  but  no— 
you  do  not — you  look  serious.  Are  you  really 
so?     Speak  to  me.     Can  you  believe  me  V 

«  /  do," 

"  It  is  impossible.  You  cannot  Y'ou  believe 
that  I  am  disordered.  What !  that  at  the  moment 
of  his  death — the  very  moment !  he  shMdt  appear 
to  me,  and  put  his  hand  upon  my  tei^Ies  and 
awake  me !" 


TALENT  AND  GENIUS. 

FBOM  T11K  SAMS. 

His  ambition  was  rather  a  diseased  appetite  for 
present  notoriety  than  the  gallant  longing  of  a  great 
heart  for  an  imperishable  and  distant  rcputatimi.  To 
his  view  the  present  was  immortality  ;  and  be  was 
foolish  enough  to  believe  that  the  future  must  echo 
to  the  voice  of  the  present  He  was,  emphatically, 
a  man  of  genius,  though  not  a  man  of  talent ;  but  of 
such  a  genius  as  I  would  not  that  a  brother  or  a 
son  of  mine  should  have  for  all  the  world.  It  ^as  a 
kingly  shadow,  with  the  shadow  of  regal  habiliments 
about  it,  which,  when  you  ipproached  them,  fell  ai, 
and  faded  into  brilliant  exhalation,  like  cx>loured  ke 
in  the  sunshine.  Talent  is  substance :  genius  is 
show.  Talent  is  a  primary  quality  of  things,  like 
weight :  genius  the  secondary  quaUty,  like  colour. 
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Look  where  I  woald,  these  hrilUtnt  creatures 
were  incenantly  in  play  among  the  stars,  which 
were  reflected  in  the  depth  below  me,  as  if  heaven 
bad  been  showenng  them  down  like  blossoms  into 
die  habitations  of  the  waters. 

Ah,  I  cannot  describe  th^  stillness  that  was 
tbont  me.  It  was  awfuL*  It  was  like  that  of 
death.  The  sky  was  bluer  than  I  had  ever  seen 
it,  and  much  further  off,  it  appeared  to  me,  and 
the  solemn  stars  were  multiplied  in  the  water  till 
my  head  ached  with  the  temptation  of  their  influ- 
ence ;  and  I  was  on  the  point,  child  that  I  was, 
of  plunging  after  them.  Do  not  smile.  Many 
drowned  women  and  children  have  felt  the  same 
Escalation,  I  have  no  doubt,  drawing  them  as  it 
were  by  a  song  and  a  spell  into  the  bosom  of  the 
deep;  and  I  have  felt  it  more  ttian  once,  neither 
is  a  woman  nor  as  a  child ;  but  on  this  night  it 
was  more  like  an  attraction,  an  irresistible,  secret 
allareaient,  a  delightful  influence,  winning  and 
persuading  me  into  a  voluntary  self-destruction. 
It  was  more  like  some  unknown  affinity  operating 
opon  my  blood,  upon  the  spiritual  part  of  me,  like 
a  cfaarm,  than  like  what  I  have  felt,  as  a  strong 
hand,  pressing  me  into  the  water  by  main  force. 
At  one  time — the  time  that  I  allude  Ut — we  were 
Qpon  the  high  seas,  a  few  starved  and  desperate 
men, . . .  and  were  drifting,  with  our  helm  lashed 
down  and  topsail  flying  in  the  wind  &r  and  wide, 
like — 0,  unlike  any  thing  ever  seen  upon  the  wa- 
ters ! — ^morc  like  a  floating  hospital  of  lunatics  and 
murferers,  than  a  gallant  ship,  well-manned  and 
obedient  to  the  helm,  and  out  upon  the  ocean,  in- 
Mioct  with  spirit,  as  if  it  had  a  soul  and  a  will  of 
iti  own. ...  I  was  lying,  I  remember,  in  the  hot 
sonshine  upon  the  half-burnt  deck,  with  my  head 
over  the  side  of  the  ship,  gasping,  giddy,  apd  sick, 
tnd  deadly  faint,  looking  blindly  down  into  the 
•»,  and  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost  with  every 
Nck,  impatient  sob,  when,  all  at  once  there  was  a 
terrific  explosion  below  me — a  strong  light  flashed 
into  my  brain — my  veins  tingled — my  blood  was 
all  in  confusion — and  the  great  deep  heaved  and 
roared,  and  broke  up  and  vanished !  vanished  like 
t  dream  from  my  sight.  And  where  it  had  been 
Uiere  CAtne  up  a  dizzy  wilderness  of  beauty,  and 
flowers,  and  greenness.  The  winds  blow  and  the 
trees  rustled  all  over,  and  waved  their  rich  branches, 
tod  the  birds  flew  about  and  the  flowers  fell,  and 
OTerywhere,  through  the  short  thick  grass  and  out 
of  the  old  rocks,  which  were  spotted  with  sliining 
DMM»— the  greenest  in  the  world — the  waters  gushed 
and  bounced,  and  sparkled  and  rattled,  and  then 
wandered  away  singing  the  self-same  tune  that 
the  birds  were  all  singing,  in  a  labyrinth  of  bright- 
ness, with  a  reality  so  unspeakably  tempting  that 
I  had  well-nigh  leaped  down  into  the  bosom  of  the 
apparition. ...  I  attempted  to  stand  upon  my  feet, 
they  said,  and  threw  up  my  arms  with  a  cry  of 
transport,  just  as  the  vessel  heeled — and  I  should 
have  been  overboard  but  for  the  dwarf,  who  plucked 
ine  back  and  held  me  like  a  giant 
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CHILDREN— WHAT  ARE  THEY? 
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What  are  children  f  Step  to  the  window  with 
me.  The  street  is  full  of  them.  Yonder  a  school 
is  let  loose,  and  here  just  within  reach  of  our  ob- 
servation are  two  or  Uiree  noisy  little  fellows,  and 
there  another  party  mustering  for  play.  8ome  are 
whispering  togetlier,  and  plotting  so  loudly  and  so 
earnestly  as  to  attract  everybody's  attention,  while 
others  are  holding  themselves  aloof,  with  their 
satchels  gaping  so  as  to  betray  a  part  of  their  plans  ' 
for  to-morrow  afternoon,  or  laying  their  heads  to- 
gether in  pairs  for  a  trip  to  the  islands.  Look  at 
them,  weigh  the  question  I  have  put  to  you,  and 
then  answer  it  as  it  deserves  to  be  answered: 
What  are  children  ? 

To  which  you  reply  at  once,  without  any  sort 
of  hesitation,  perhaps, — <«  Just  as  the  twig  is  bent, 
the  tree's  inclined  ;'*  or  "  Men  arc  but  children  of 
a  larger  growth,"  or,  perad venture,  "  The  child  is 
^father  of  the  man."  And  then  perhaps  you  leave 
me,  perfectly  satisfied  with  yourself  and  with  your 
answer,  having  "  plucked  out  the  heart  of  the  mys- 
tery," and  uttered  without  knowing  it  a  string  of 
glorious  truths. . . . 

Among  the  children  who  are  now  playing 
togeUter,  like  birds  among  the  blossoms  of  earth, 
haunting  all  the  green  shadoWy  places  thereof, 
and  rejoicing  in  the  bright  air,  happy  and  beautiful 
creatures,  and  as  changeable  as  happy,  with  eyes 
brimful  of  joy  and  with  hearts  playing  upon 
their  little  faces  like  sunshine  upon  clear  waters. 
Among  those  who  are  now  idling  together  on  that 
slope,  or  pursuing  butterflies  together  on  the  edge  of 
that  wood,  a  wilderness  of  roses,  you  would  see  not 
only  the  gifted  and  the  powerful,  the  wise  and  the 
eloquent,  the  ambitious  and  the  renowned,  the 
long-lived  and  the  long-to-be-lamcnted  of  another 
age ;  but  the  wicked  and  the  treacherous,  the  liar 
and  the  thief,  the  abandoned  profligate  and  the 
faithless  husband,  the  gambler  and  the  drunkard, 
the  robber,  the  burglar,  the  ravisher,  tlie  murderer 
and  the  betrayer  of  his  country.  The  child  is  father 
of  the  man. 

Among  them  and  that  other  little  troop  just  ap- 
pearing, children  with  yet  happier  faces  and  plea- 
santer  eyes,  the  blossoms  of  the  future — the  mo- 
thers of  nations — ^you  would  see  the  founders  of 
states  and  the  destroyers  of  their  country,  the 
steadfast  and  the  weak,  the  judge  and  the  criminal, 
the  murderer  and  the  executioner,  the  exalted  and 
the  lowly,  the  unfaithful  wife  and  the  broken- 
hearted husband,  the  proud  betrayer  and  his  pale 
victim,  the  living  and  breathing  portents  and  pro- 
digies, the  imbodied  virtues  and  vices  of  another 
age  and  of  another  world,  and  all  playing  together! 
Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth. 

Pursuing  the  search,  you  would  go  forth  among 
the  little  creatures  as  among  the  types  of  another 
and  a  loftier  language,  the  mystery  whereof  had 
been  just  revealed  to  you,  a  language  to  become 
universal  hereafter,  types  in  which  the  autobio- 
graphy of  the  Future  was  written  ages  and  ages 
ago.    Among  the  innocent  and  helpless  creatures 


322 


JOHN   NEAL. 


that  are  called  children,  you  would  see  warriora 
with  their  garments  rolled  in  hlood,  the  spectres 
of  kings  and  princes,  poets  with  golden  harps  and 
illuminated  eyes,  historians  and  painters,  architects 
and  sculptors,  mechanics  and  merchants,  preachers 
and  lawyers;  here  a  grave-digger  flying  a  kite 
with  his  future  customers ;  there  a  physician  play- 
ing at  marhlcs  with  his;  here  the  predestined  to 
an  early  and  violent  death  for  cowardice,  fighting 
the  battles  of  a  whole  neighbourhood;  there  a 
Cromwell,  or  a  Cesar,  a  Napoleon,  or  a  Wash- 
ington, hiding  themselves  for  fear,  enduring  re- 
proach or  insult  with  patience ;  a  Benjamin  Frank- 
tin  higgling  for  nuts  or  gingerbread,  or  the  <*  old 
Parr*'  of  another  generation,  sitting  apart  in  the 
sunshine  and  shivering  at  every  breath  of  wind 
that  reaches  him.  Yet  we  are  told  that  <*  just  as 
the  twig  is  bent  the  tree's  inclined.". . . . 

Even  fathers  and  mothers  look  upon  children 
with  a  strange  misapprehension  of  their  dignity. 
Even  with  the  poets,  they  are  only  the  flowers 
and  bloflsoms,  the  dew-drops  or  the  playthings  of 
earth.  Yet  «  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
The  Kingdom  of  Heaven !  with  all  its  principalities 
and  powers,  its  hierarchies,  dominations,  thrones ! 
The  Saviour  understood  them  better;  to  him  their 
true  dignity  was  revealed.  Flowers !  They  are 
the  flowcm  of  the  invisible  world ;  indestructible, 
seif-perpetualing  flowers,  with  each  a  multitude  of 
angels  and  evil  spirits  underneath  its  leaves,  toiling 
and  wrestling  for  dominion  over  it !  Blossoms ! 
They  are  the  blossoms  of  another  world,  whose 
fruitage  is  angels  and  archangels.  Or  dew-drops! 
They  are  dew-drops  that  have  their  source,  not  in 
the  chambers  of  the  earth,  nor  among  the  vapours  of 
the  sky,  which  the  next  breath  of  wind,  or  the  next 
flash  of  sunshine  may  dry  up  for  ever,  but  among 
the  everlasting  fountains  and  inexhaustible  reser- 
voirs of  mercy  and  love.  Playthings !  God !  If 
the  little  creatures  would  but  appear  to  us  in  their 
true  Khape  for  a  moment !  Wo  should  fall  upon 
our  faces  before  them,  or  grow  pale  with  conster- 
nation, or  fling  them  ofl'with  horror  and  loathing. 

What  would  be  our  feelings  to  see  a  fair  child 
start  up  before  us  a  maniac  or  a  murderer,  armed 
to  thL-!  teeth  1  to  find  a  nest  of  serpents  on  our  pil- 
low ]  a  destroyer,  or  a  traitor,  a  Harry  the  Eighth, 
or  a  Benedict  Arnold  asleep  in  our  bosom  1  A 
Catharine  or  a  Peter,  a  Bacon,  a  Galileo,  or  a 
Bcntham,  a  Napoleon,  or  a  Voltaire,  clambcrijig 
up  our  knees  after  sugar-plums?  Cuvier  labour- 
ing to  distinccuish  a  horse-fly  from  a  blue  bottle,  or 
dissecting  a  spider  with  a  rusty  nail  1  La  Plac-e 
trying  to  multiply  his  own  apples,  or  to  subtract 
his  playfellow's  gingerbread  1  What  should  we 
say  to  find  oureelves  romping  with  Messalina, 
Swedenbourg,  and  Madame  de  Btavl  1  or  playing 
bo-peep  with  Murat,  Robespierre,  and  Charlotte 
Corday  ]  or  puss  puss  in  the  corner  with  George 
Washington,  Jonathan  Wild,  Shakspeare,  Sappho, 
Jeremy  Taylor,  Alfieri,  and  Harriet  Wilson  ]  Yet 
stranger  things  have  happened.  These  were  all 
children  but  the  other  day,  and  clambered  about 
the  knees,  and  rummaged  in  the  pockets,  and 
nestled  in  the  laps  of  people  no  better  than  we  are. 


But  if  they  could  have  appeared  in  their  true 
shape  for  a  single  moment,  while  they  were  play- 
ing together!  what  a  scampering  there  woaki 
have  been  among  the  grown  folks!  How  thdr 
fingers  would  have  tingled ! 

Now  to  me  there  is  no  study  half  so  delightful 
as  that  of  these  little  creatures,  with  hearts  fresh 
from  the  gardens  of  the  sky,  in  their  first  and  fair- 
est and  most  unintentional  disclosures,  while  tkej 
are  indeed  a  mystery,  a  fitigrant,  luminous  and 
beautifiil  mystery.  And  I  have  an  idea  that  if  we 
only  had  a  name  for  the  study,  it  might  be  found 
as  attractive  and  as  popular ;  and  perhaps— thoogh 
I  would  not  go  too  far — j)erhop»  about  as  advan- 
tageous in  the  long  run  to  the  future  fiitbers  and 
mothers  of  mankind,  as  the  study  of  shrubs  and 
flowers,  or  that  of  birds  and  fishes.  And  why  not ! 
They  are  the  cryptogamia  of  another  world,  the 
infusoria  of  the  skies. 

Then  why  not  pursue  the  study  for  yourself? 
The  subjects  are  always  before  you.  No  books 
are  needed,  no  costly  drawings,  no  lectures,  neither 
transparencies  nor  illustrations.  Your  speciroeos 
are  all  about  you.  They  come  and  go  at  your  bid- 
ding. They  are  not  to  be  hunted  for,  along  the 
edge  of  a  precipice,  on  the  borders  of  the  wilder- 
ness, in  the  desert,  nor  by  the  sea-shore.  The j 
abound  not  in  the  uninhabited  or  unvisited  place, 
but  in  your  rery  dwelling-houses,  about  the  steps 
of  your  doors,  in  every  street  of  every  village,  in 
every  green  field,  and  every  crowded  thoroughfare. 
They  flourish  bravely  in  snow-storms,  in  the  du^ 
of  the  trampled  highway,  where  drums  are  beating 
and  colours  flying,  in  the  roar  of  cities.  They 
love  the  sounding  sea-breeze  and  the  open  dk,  and 
may  always  be  found  about  the  wharves  and  re- 
joicing before  the  windows  of  toy-shops.  Tbej 
love  the  blaze  of  fireworks  and  the  smell  of  gun- 
powder, and  where  that  is  they  are,  to  a  dead 
certainty. 

You  have  but  to  go  abroad  for  half  an  hour  b 
pleasant  weather,  or  to  throw  open  your  doors  or 
windows  on  a  Saturday  afternoon,  if  you  live  any- 
where in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  school-house,  osr 
a  vacant  lot  with  here  and  there  a  pot(^  of  green 
or  a  dry  place  in  it ;  and  steal  behind  the  curtains, 
or  draw  the  blinds  and  let  the  fresh  wind  bk)w 
through  and  through  the  chambers  of  your  heart 
for  a  few  minutes,  winnowing  the  dust  and  scat- 
tering the  cobwebs  that  have  gathered  there  while 
you  were  asleep,  and  lo !  you  will  find  it  ringing 
with  the  voices  of  children  at  play,  and  all  alive 
with  the  glimmering  phantasmagoria  of  Icap-fn^. 
prison-base,  or  knock-up-and-catch. 

Let  us  try  the  experiment  There !  I  have 
opened  the  windows,  I  have  drawn  the  blinds,  and 
hark!  already  there  is  the  sound  of  little  voices 
afar  of!^  like  ^*  sweet  bells  jangling."  Nearer  awl 
nearer  come  they,  and  now  we  catch  a  glimpse  of 
bright  faces  peeping  round  the  comers,  and  ihere. 
by  that  empty  enclosure,  a  general  mustering  and 
swarming,  as  of  bees  about  a  newly-discovered 
flower-garden.  But  the  voices  we  now  hear  pro- 
ceed from  two  little  fellows  who  have  withdrawn 
from  the  rest    One  carries  a  large  badtet,  and  his 
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eyes  arc  directed  to  my  window;  he  doesn't  half 
like  the  blinds  being  drawn.  The  other  follows 
him  with  a  tattered  book  under  his  arm,  rapping 
the  posts,  one  aflcr  tlie  other,  as  he  goes  along. 
He  is  clearly  on  bad  terms  with  himself.  And 
now  we  can  see  their  faces.  Both  are  grave,  and 
one  rather  paie,  and  trying  to  look  ferocious.  And 
hark  !  now  we  are  able  to  distinguish  their  words. 
«'  Well,  I  ain*t  skeered  o*  you,"  says  the  foremost 
and  the  larger  boy.  «<  Nor  I  ain't  skeered  o*  you," 
retorts  the  other ;  *'  but  you  needn't  say  you  meant 
to  lick  me."  And  so  I  thought.  Another,  less 
acquainted  with  children,  might  not  be  able  to  see 
the  connection;  but  I  could — it  was  worthy  of 
Aristotle  himself  or  John  Locke.*  «*  I  didn*t  say 
I  meant  to  lick  ye,"  rejoined  the  first;  "I  said  I 
cokW  lick  ye,  and  so  I  can."  To  which  the  other 
replies,  glancing  first  at  my  window  and  then  all 
up  and  down  street,  «  I  should  like  to  see  you  try 
it"  Whereupon  the  larger  boy  begins  to  move 
away,  half-backwards,  half-sideways,  muttering 
just  loud  enough  to  bo  heard,  "  Ah,  you  want  to 
fight  now,  jest  'cause  you're  close  by  your  own 
house."  And  here  the  dialogue  finished,  and  the 
bdbics  moved  on,  shaking  their  little  heads  at  each 
other  and  muttering  all  the  way  up  street  Men 
are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth!  Cliildrcn 
but  empires  in  miniature. . . . 

«*  Ah,  ah,  hourra !  hourra !  here's  a  fellow's  birth- 
day f '  cried  a  boy  in  my  hearing  once.  A  num- 
ber had  got  together  to  play  ball,  but  one  of  them 
having  found  a  birth-day,  and  not  only  the  birth- 
day, but  the  very  boy  to  whom  it  Iwlonged,  they 
all  gathered  about  him  as  if  they  had  never  wit- 
nessed a  conjunction  of  the  sort  b**fore.  The  very 
fellows  for  a  committee  of  inquiry  ! — into  the  affairs 
of  a  national  bank  if  you  please. 

Never  shall  I  forget  another  incident  which  oc- 
curred in  my  presence  between  two  other  boys. 
One  was  trying  to  jump  over  a  wheel-barrow. 
Another  was  going  by  ;  he  stopped,  and  afler  con- 
sidering a  moment,  spoke.  "I'll  tell  you  what 
you  can't  do,"  said  he.  "  Well,  what  is  it  V  «♦  You 
cau't  juinp  down  your  own  throat"  "  Well,  you 
can't."  "  C>in*t  J  thou:;h  /"  The  simplicity  of 
"  Well,  you  can't,"  and  the  roguishncss  of  «  Can't 
I  though!"  tickled  me  prodigiously.  They  re- 
minded me  of  a  sparring  I  had  seen  elsewhere — I 
should  not  like  to  say  where— having  a  great  re- 
spect for  the  temples  of  justice  and  the  halls  of 
legislation. . . . 

I  saw  three  children  throwing  sticks  at  a  cow. 
She  grew  tired  of  her  share  in  the  game  at  hist,  and 
holding  down  her  head  and  shaking  it,  demanded 
a  new  doal.  They  cut  and  run.  Af^er  getting  to 
a  place  of  comparative  security,  they  stopped,  and 
holding  by  the  top  of  a  board  fence  began  to  recon- 
noitre. Meanwhile,  another  troop  of  children  hove 
in  sight  and  arming  themsehes  with  brickbats, 
began  to  approach  the  same  cow.  Whereupon 
two  of  the  others  called  out  from  the  fence.  "  You, 
Joe !  you  better  mind  !  that's  our  cow !"  The 
plea  was  admitted  without  a  demurrer;  and  the 


cow  was  left  to  be  tormented  by  the  legal  owners. 
Hadn't  these  boys  the  law  on  their  side  1 . . . 

But  children  have  other  characters.  At  times 
they  are  creatures  to  be  afraid  of.  Every  case  I 
g^ve  is  a  fact  within  my  own  observation.  There 
are  children,  and  I  have  had  to  do  with  them,  whose 
very  eyes  were  terrible ;  children  who,  afler  years 
of  watchful  and  anxious  discipline,  were  as  indo- 
mitable as  the  young  of  the  wild  beast,  dropped  in 
the  wilderness,  crafly  and  treacherous'  and  crueL 
And  others  I  have  kjiown  who,  if  they  Uve,  must 
have  dominion  over  the  multitude,  being  evidently 
of  them  that  from  the  foundations  of  the  world  have 
been  always  thundering  at  the  gates  of  power. 


WORDSWORTH. 

raOIf   RANDOU'H. 


WoHDswoHTH  is  8  gTcat,  plaiu-hearted,  august 
simpleton :  a  gifled  creature,  of  prodigious  power :  a 
devout  dreamer,  who  cannot,  for  the  soul  of  him, 
tell  when  he  is  awake ;  a  strong  man  with  the  organs 
of  a  child ;  whose  ample  and  profound  thought  can 
find  no  correspondent  diction.  He  thinks  like  an 
angel,  and  talks  like  something  less  than  a  man. 
He  is  a  giant,  blind  of  both  eyes,  and  deaf  as  a 
post,  who  has  blundered,  somehow  or  other,  into 
Nature's  laboratory,  and  there  goes  groping  and 
rummaging  about,  most  unprofitably  for  himself, 
among  all  the  beautiful  elixirs  of  immortality  and 
crucibles  for  transmutation — wading  into  oceans 
of  uncongealed  precious  stones — ploughing  through 
heaps  of  rough  gold,  hardly  cool  from  the  furnace 
— waking  strange,  subterranean  music,  at  every 
step,  as  he  tumbles  along,  first  one  way  and  then 
another,  among  the  sources  of  sound  and  harmony,  ^ 
totally  insensible  to  all,  one  would  think ;  while 
the  very  dust  that  ho  brings  away  upon  his  gar- 
ments never  fails  to  enrich  those  who  have  the 
first  scouring  of  them,  and  picking  of  him — a  mat- 
ter that  keeps  a  mob  of  retail  dealers  in  poetry 
watching  afler  him,  as  they  watch,  in  China,  afler 
people  who  are  seen  to  make  wry  faces;  and 
when  they  get  him  in  a  corner,  they  never  fail  to 
beguile  him  of  his  old  clothes,  heavy  with  un- 
known spoil,  and  wash  him  clean  even  to  the  hair 
of  his  head,  all  the  lime  talking  baby-talk  to  him, 
and  profaning  his  simple  majesty  with  all  sorts  of 
idle  and  wicked  mockery.  In  short,  Wordsworth 
is  not  a  little  like  the  lump  of  fresh  meat  that 
Sinbad  found — ^rolling  about  among  diamonds- 
wounding  and  tearing  itself  continually — ^without 
any  profit  to  anybody  but  the  creatures  that  grew 
dizzy  in  waiting  for  him.  Wordsworth  is  altoge- 
ther a  natural  poet  Education  has  done  nothing 
for  him,  except  to  make  him  tedious,  childish,  ob- 
scure, and  metaphysical.  His  talent  is  more  sub- 
limated, simple,  and  clear-sighted  than  that  of  any 
other  man — sentiment  angelic — imas^nation  alto- 
gether subordinate,  quite  common-place — tcLsfe  too 
pure,  periodical,  subject  to  accident,  time,  place, 
and  the  moon — industry  none  at  all — misunder- 
stood and  misappUed. 
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'  Foa  a  itlore  particular  account  of  Mr.  Bryant 
than  will  here  be  g^iven  the  reader  is  referred 
to  the  eighth  edition  of  the  Poets  and  Poe- 
try of  America.  He  was  bom  in  Cumming- 
ton,  Hampshire  county,  Massachusetts,  on  the 
third  of  November,  1794.  His  ancestors,  for 
three  generations,  were  physicians.  His  fa- 
ther, one  of  the  most  eminent  members  of  the 
profession  in  his  day,  who  added  to  thorough 
scientific  and  classical  scholarship  refined  taste 
and  pleasing  manners, 

"  taught  his  youth 
Tlip  art  of  ver^e.  nnd  in  the  bud  OJ  lile 
Oirered  him  lo  ihe  muses." 

TTie  Embargo  is  quite  equal  in  vigour  and 
harmony  to  any  thing  accredited  to  the  most 
precocious  of  the  old  poets  at  thirteen;  and 
Thanatopsis  was  never  surpassed  in  grandeur 
and  solemnity,  or  in  felicity  of  language,  by  an 
author  so  young  as  he  when  it  was  written. 

From  1815  to  1825  Mr.  Bryant  was  an  at- 
torney and  counsellor  at  Great  Barrington. 
It  may  be  supposed  that  he  had  little  relish  for 
•  the  abstruse  doctrines  and  subtle  reasonings 
of  the  jurists,  and  that  the  conflicts  of  the  bar 
clashed  oflen  with  his  poetical  and  moral  sen- 
sibilities, but  it  is  known  that  bis  legal  know- 
ledge was  extensive  and  accurate,  and  that  he 
was  a  successful  and  highly  respected  lawyer. 
The  occasional  poems  and  prose  writings  he 
had  published  in  the  North  American  Review, 
and  bis  longer  poem.  The  Ages,  delivered  be- 
fore the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  iSociety  of  Harvard 
College,  in  1821,  had  however  won  for  him  a 
high  reputation  through  all  the  country  as  a 
man  of  letters,  and  after  ten  years  of  experi- 
ence in  the  courts  he  determined  to  abandon 
his  profession  for  the  more  congenial  one  of 
an  author,  and  with  this  view  removed  to  New 
York,  then,  as  now,  the  centre  of  intelligence 
and  enterprise  in  America. 

There  was  in  New  York  at  this  time  an 
unusual  number  of  men  of  literary  taste  and  ta- 
lent Mr.  Sands,  Mr.  Verplanck,  and  one  or 
two  others,  had  formed  an  association  several 
years  before  under  the  name  of  the  Literary 
Confederacy,  which  had  issued  at  one  time  a 
miscellany  of  humour  and  playful  satire,  but 

324 


more  recently  had  contributed  articles  to  the 
Atlantic  Magazine,  of  which  Sands  was  editor. 
Soon  after  Mr.  Bryant's  arrival  in  the  city 
this  periodical  was  chancred  somewhat  in  its 
character,  was  named  The  New  York  Re- 
view, and  he  was  engaged  as  an  editor.  He 
assisted  in  conductinsr  it  until  it  was  mertrcd 
in  the  United  States  Literary  Gazette,  at  Bos- 
ton, and  wrote  for  it,  besides  his  Hymn  to 
Death,  and  other  poems,  many  elaborate  papers 
in  prose,  among  which  are  A  Pennsylvania 
Legend,  and  reviewals  of  Hadad  by  Hillhousc, 
Lives  of  the  Provensal  Poets  by  Noslrodaraas, 
Moore's  Life  of  Sheridan,  and  Percival's  Poem 
before  the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society.  He  con- 
tinued to  write  for  the  United  States  Review 
and  Literary  Gazette,  as  the  new  magazine  was 
styled,  and  among  his  contributions  in  18*i7 
we  find  two  tales,  one  entitled  A  Narrative  of 
Some  Extraordinary  Circumstances  tiiat  Hap- 
pened more  than  Twenty  Years  Since,  and  the 
other,  A  Border  Tradition. 

About  this  time  he  became  one  of  the  edi- 
tors of  the  Evening  Post.  He  however  found 
time  for  the  cultivation  of  elegant  literature, 
and  joined  Verplanck  and  Sands  in  writing  the 
Talisman,  which  was  published  under  the 
name  of  an  imaginary  author,  Francis  Her- 
bert, Esquire,  for  the  years  1827,  1828  and 
1829.  The  share  which  Sands  had  in  this 
work,  the  cleverest  of  the  illustrated  literary 
annuals  ever  published  in  the  country,  is  in- 
dicated by  the  contents  of  the  collection  of 
his  writings  since  published,*  and  Mr.  Ver- 
planck's  papers  have  been  pointed  out  in  th« 
notice  of  that  author  contained  in  the  present 
volume.  The  principal  contributions  of  Mr. 
Bryant,  besides  his  poems,  which  he  has  in- 
corporated into  his  Poetical  Works,  are  An 
Adventure  in  the  East  Indies,  The  Cascade 
of  Melsingah,  Recollections  of  the  South  of 
Spain,  A  Story  of  the  Island  of  Cuba,  The 
Indian  Spring,  The  Whirlwind,  Early  Spa- 
nish Poetry,  Phanettc  des  Gantelmes,  and 
The  Marriage  Blunder. 

•The  Wriiiiiwi  oC  Robert  C.  Sands,  in  two  volianw, 
octavo.    New  \  ork,  IS^. 
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In  1832  Mr.  Bryant  engaged  in  another 
scheme  of  joint  stock  authorship,  with  Miss 
Sedgwick,  Mr.  Sands,  Mr.  Paulding,  and  Mr. 
Leggett,*  who  had  now  become  his  associate 
in  the  editorship  of  the  Evening  Post.  Sands, 
who  was  very  fond  of  this  sort  of  partnerships, 
probably  suggested  the  work  and  brought  its 
parts  together.  It  was  called  Tales  of  Glau- 
bt^r  Spa,  and  Mr.  Bryant's  contributions  were 
The  Skeleton  Cave,  and  Medfield,  stories  not 
superior  to  some  of  his  earlier  publications  in 
this  line,  but  exhibiting  in  a  somewhat  strik- 
ing manner  the  characteristics  of  his  mind,  his 
minute  observation,  and  his  tendency  to  trace 
effects  to  tlieir  causes. 

In  1831  and  1835  he  travelled  with  his  fami- 
ly in  Europe ;  the  spring  of  1843  was  passed 
in  the  valley  of  the  Mississippi,  the  Floridas, 
and  the  southern  Atlantic  states;  and  in  1814 
he  made  a  second  visit  to  Great  Britain,  France, 
Germany,  and  Italy.  He  wrote  letters  descrip- 
tive of  these  various  tours,^which  were  pub- 
lished during  his  absence  in  the  Evening  Post, 
and  are  among  the  most  interesting  accounts 
of  travel  that  have  appeared  in  this  country ; 
graphic,  original,  judicious,  and  marked  by 
the  independence  of  feeling  and  taste  in  ex- 
pression which  might  be  expected  to  distin- 
guish his  compositions. 

But  by  far  the  most  important  of  Mr.  Bry- 
ant's prose  writings  are  those  which  have  ap- 
peared in  the  columns  of  the  Evening  Post,  in 
the  ordinary  course  of  his  editorial  labours. 
It  is  now  twenty  years  since  he  became  one  of 
the  conductors  of  that  journal,  and  during  all 
this  period  he  has  taken  an  active  part  in  po- 
litical controversies,  and  exerted  a  powerful 
influence  over  public  opinion.  A  strict  inter- 
preter of  the  powers  granted  by  the  constitution 
to  the  federal  government,  he  has  opposed 
internal  improvements,  and  been  a  sleepless 
ai\d  an  active  enemy  of  a  national  bank ;  in 
favour  of  perfect  freedom  of  trade,  both  at 
home  and  in  our  intercourse  with  foreign  na- 
tions, he  has  assailed  constantly  and  earnestly 
all  special  charters  for  business  purposes,  and 
the  policy  of  protecting  our  industry  by  dis- 
criminating tariffs;  and  an  advocate  of  unre- 

•Wjlliara  I^HTJjwtt  was  author  of  Le:«ur«.'  I'our^ai  Sea; 
Tales  by  a  Conn'.ry  ScliCJolmusicr :  ^'keichrs*  of  the  Sea ; 
The  Block  .  .oiis^e.  in  Talc*  at' Glauber  Spa.  etc.  he 
was  also  editor  of  The  Cniic.  and'I'he  l*la;iidealcr.  two 
wrek'y  ga/.cUeP  w!i:ch  were  nearly  all  wriiw-n  liy  him- 
•*'lj":  and  was  lor  (sf'veral  years aR»ociated  with  Mr.  Hry- 
aiit  in  ihe  Kvening  i  o»t.  A  colk-clion  oi  his  Poiiueal 
Writ  ii;;s.  Ill  iwo  volutnes.  lias  be.-ii  published  since  his 
death, — See  Poets  atui  Poetry  of  AnerUa. 


stricted  liberty  in  discussion,  he  has  denounced 
with  fervid  eloquence  the  blind  servility  to 
sections  or  to  parties  which  has  prevented  at 
any  time  the  proper  canvassing  of  political, 
social,  or  religious  principles,  and  the  coward- 
ly apathy  of  the  magistracy  which  has  so  of- 
ten permitted  public  meetings  to  be  disturbed, 
and  the  lives  of  the  asserters  of  unpopular  doc- 
trines to  be  endangered,  by  that  portion  of  the 
community  which  by  mob  power  enacts  its 
treasons  against  humanity. 

Mr.  Bryant  is  the  leading  journalist  of  his 
party,  which  is  honoured  in  having  so  illustri- 
ous a  person  among  its  champions.  The  force 
and  honesty  of  his  mind  enable  him  to  tri- 
umph over  custom  and  prejudice.  He  is  near- 
ly always  in  advance  of  his  colleagues  in  the 
avowal  of  doctrines  and  the  advocacy  of  mea- 
sures, and  his  unquestioned  ability  and  un- 
bending independence  check  continually  the 
schemes  of  the  less  able  and  more  unscrupu- 
lous whose  rules  are  plunder  and  expediency 
instead  of  principle. 

His  style  is  clear  and  pointed,  his  sentences 
smooth  and  compact,  his  illustrations  frequent 
and  happily  conceived,  and  his  articles  have 
a  manifest  sincerity  and  integrity  of  purpose 
which  secure  attention  and  respect  from  read- 
ers of  all  opinions. 

So  much  is  now  said  of  nationality  in  lite- 
rature, and  by  a  certain  sort  of  critics  it  is  so 
constantly  and  with  such  offensive  arrogance 
denied  that  there  is  any  thing  national  in  the 
productions  of  the  American  mind,  that  I  can- 
not forbear  an  allusion  to  this  quality  in  Mr. 
Bryant's  writings.  It  may  be  truly  said  that, 
whatever  is  in  them  of  intrinsic  truth,  the 
views  of  Mr.  Bryant  on  every  subject  respect- 
ing which  the  intelligent  in  all  countries  do  not 
agree,  are  essentially  American,  born  of  and 
nurtured  by  our  institutions,  experience  and 
condition,  and  held  only  by  ourselve3  and  by 
those  who  look  to  us  for  instruction  and  ex- 
ample. This  is  the  true  Americanism.  There 
is  nothing  forced  or  obtrusive  in  his  nation- 
ality, but  it  is  a  spontaneous  and  ever  present 
element  in  hb  works. 

Of  Mr.  Bryant's  poetry  I  have  elsewhere  ex- 
pressed my  admiration,  and  attempted  to  point 
out  some  of  the  characteristics.  A  complete 
edition  of  his  Poems,  illustrated  in  the  most 
beautiful  manner,  by  American  artists,  has  just 
been  issued  by  the  publishers  of  the  present 
volume. 
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THREE  NIGHTS  IN  A  CAVERN. 

raOM  TALCS  or  OLAUBEB-SPA. 


[Thk  characters  of  The  Skeleton's  Cave  one  of  the 
coniributions  of  Mr.  Brj'anl  to  the  Tales  of  Glauber-Spa, 
are  Father  Ambroiie.  an  aged  Catholic  pnest;  Le  Ma: re, 
a  gay  sportsman,  of  French  origin ;  and  his  niece,  a  young 
Anglo-American.  The  following  extracts  will  convey 
some  impression  of  the  style  and  spirit  of  the  story.] 

IICTBODCCTIOJf. 

Wk  hold  our  existence  at  the  mercy  of  the  ele- 
ments ;  the  life  of  man  is  a  state  of  continual  vigi- 
lance against  their  warfare.  The  heats  of  noon 
would  wither  him  like  the  severed  herb ;  the  chills 
and  dews  of  night  would  fill  his  bones  with  pain  ; 
the  winter  frost  would  extinguish  life  in  an  hour ; 
the  hail  would  smite  him  to  death,  did  he  not  seek 
shelter  and  protection  against  them.  His  clothing 
is  the  perpetual  armour  he  wears  for  his  defence, 
and  his  dwelling  the  fortress  to  which  he  retreats 
for  safety.  Yet,  even  there  the  elements  attack 
him;  the  winds  overthrow  his  habitation;  the 
waters  sweep  it  away.  The  fire,  that  warmed  and 
brightened  it  within,  seizes  upon  its  walls  and  con- 
sumes it,  with  his  wretched  family.  The  earth, 
where  she  seems  to  spread  a  paradise  for  his  abode, 
sends  up  death  in  exhalations  from  her  bosom ;  and 
the  heavens  dart  down  lightnings  to  destroy  him. 
The  drought  consumes  the  harvests  on  which  he 
relied  for  sustenance,  or  the  rains  cause  the  green 
corn  to  <«  rot  ere  its  youth  attains  a  beard."  A 
sudden  blast  ingulfs  him  in  the  waters  of  the  lake 
or  bay  from  which  he  seeks  his  food  *,  a  false  step, 
or  a  broken  twig,  precipitates  him  from  the  tree 
which  he  had  climbed  for  its  fruit ;  oaks  falling  in 
the  storm,  rocks  toppling  down  from  the  precipices 
are  so  many  dangers  which  beset  his  life.  Even 
his  erect  attitude  is  a  continual  alfront  to  the  great 
law  of  gravitation,  which  is  sometimes  fatally 
avenged  when  he  lo«*cs  the  balance  preserved  by 
coni^tant  care,  and  fails  on  a  hard  surface.  The 
very  arts  on  which  he  relies  for  protection  from  the 
unkindnoss  of  the  elements  betray  him  to  the  fate 
he  would  avoid,  in  some  moment  of  negligence,  or 
by  some  misdirection  of  mkill,  and  he  perishes  mise- 
rably by  his  own  inventions.  Amid  these  various 
cau!^!s  of  accidental  death,  which  thus  surround 
us  at  every  moment,  it  is  only  wonderful  that  their 
proper  effect  is  not  oflcner  produced — so  admirably 
has  the  Framer  of  the  universe  adapted  the  facul- 
ties by  which  man  provides  for  his  safety,  to  the 
perils  of  the  condition  in  which  he  i«  placed.  Yet 
there  are  situations  in  which  all  his  skill  and  strength 
are  vain  to  protect  him  from  a  violent  death,  by 
some  unexpected  chance  which  executes  upon  him 
a  sentence  as  severe  and  inflexible  as  the  most  piti- 
less tyranny  of  human  despotism. 

THB    PARTY. 

The  ecclesiastic  had  taken  the  hat  from  his  brow 
that  he  might  enjoy  the  breeze  which  played  light- 
ly about  the  cliffs  ;  and  tlie  coolness  of  which  was 
doubly  grateful  aflcr  the  toil  of  the  ascent  In  do- 
ing this  he  uncovered  a  high  and  ample  forehead, 
such  as  artists  love  to  couple  with  the  features  of 
old  age,  when  they  would  represent  a  countenance 
at  once  noble  and  venerable.  This  is  the  only  fea- 
ture of  the  human  face  which  Time  spares :  he 


dims  the  lustre  of  the  eye ;  he  shnTels  the  cheek, 
he  destroys  the  firm  or  sweet  expression  of  the 
mouth ;  he  thins  and  whitens  the  hairs ;  but  the 
forehead,  that  temple  of  thought,  is  beyond  his 
reach,  or  rather,  it  shows  more  grand  and  lofty  lor 
the  ravages  which  surround  it. 

The  two  persons  whom  he  addretH>ed  were  mticfa 
younger.  One  of  them  was  in  the  prime  of  man- 
hood and  personal  strength,  rather  tall,  and  of  a 
vigorous  make.  He  wore  a  hunting-cap,  from  the 
lower  edge  of  which  curled  a  profusion  of  strong 
dark  hair,  rather  too  long  for  the  usual  mode  ia 
the  Atlantic  states,  shading  a  fresh-colourod  cotui- 
tenance,  lighted  by  a  pair  of  full  black  eyes,  the 
expression  of  which  was  compounded  of  boldne« 
and  good-hu mour.  His  dress  was  a  blue  frock-coat 
trimmed  with  yellow  fringe,  and  bound  by  a  sash  at 
the  waist,  deer-skin  pantaloons,  and  deer-skin  moc- 
c^isins.  •  He  carried  a  short  rifle  on  his  left  shoul- 
der ;  and  wore  on  his  led  side  a  leathern  bag  of 
rather  ample  dimensions,  and  on  his  right  a  pouder- 
flask.  It  was  evident  that  he  was  either  a  hunta 
by  occupation,  or  at  least  one  who  made  hunting 
his  principal  amusement;  and  there  was  somcihiog 
in  his  air  and  the  neatness  of  his  garb  aud  equip* 
ments  that  bespoke  the  latter. 

On  the  arm  of  this  person  leaned  the  third  indi- 
vidual of  the  party,  a  young  woman  apparently 
about  nineteen  or  twenty  years  of  age,  slender 
and  graceftU  as  a  youthful  student  of  the  das^c 
poets  might  imagine  a  wood-nymph.  ShewaspUin- 
ly  attired  in  a  straw  hat  and  a  dress  of  ru^aet-coltKir, 
fitted  for  a  ramble  through  that  wild  forests  The 
faces  of  her  two  companions  were  decidedly  French 
in  their  physiognomy  ;  hers  was  as  decidedly  An- 
glo-American. Her  brown  hair  was  parted  away 
from  a  forehead  of  exceeding  fairness,  more  com- 
pressed on  the  sides  than  is  usual  with  the  natives 
of  England ;  and  showing  in  the  profile  that  ap> 
proach  to  the  Grecian  outline  which  is  remarked 
among  their  descendants  in  America.  To  com- 
plclc  the  picture,  imagine  a  quiet  blue  eye,  fixtures 
delicately  moulded,  and  just  colour  enough  on  her 
cheek  to  make  it  interesting  to  watch  its  changes, 
as  it  deepened  or  grew  paler  with  the  varying  and 
flitting  emotions  which  slight  cause  will  call  up  in 
a  youthful  maiden*s  bosom. 

THE    APPROACH    TO    THE    CATS. 

The  spot  on  which  they  now  stood  commanded 
a  view  of  a  wide  extent  of  uncultivated  and  unio- 
habited  country.  An  eminence  interposed  to  hide 
from  sight  the  village  they  had  lefl ;  and  on  every 
side  were  the  summits  of  the  boundless  forest,  here 
and  there  diversified  with  a  hollow  of  softer  ai^ 
richer  verdure,  where  the  hurricane,  a  short  time  be- 
fore, had  descendetl  to  lay  prostrate  tlie  gigantic 
trees,  and  a  young  growtli  had  shot  up  in  their 
stead.  Solitary  savannas  opened  in  the  depth  o( 
the  woods,  and  far  oflf  a  lonely  stream  was  flow- 
ing away  in  silence,  sometimes  among  vener&ble 
trees,  and  sometimes  through  natural  meadows, 
crimson  with  blos£oms.  All  around  them  was  the 
might,  the  majesty  of  vegetable  life,  untamed  by 
the  hand  of  man,  and  pampered  by  the  genial  efe- 
ments  into  boundless  luxuriance.     The 
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poioted  oat  to  his  companions  the  pecalisrities  of 
the  scenery ;  he  expatiated  on  the  flowery  beaaty 
of  those  unshorn  lawns;  and  on  the  lofty  growth, 
tod  the  magnificence  and  variety  of  foliage  which 
(Ititingaish  the  American  forests,  so  much  the  ad- 
miration of  those  who  have  seen  only  the  groves 
of  Europe. . . . 

TBB    BHTmAKCE,   AHD   IHTCRTOI. 

The  circumstance  which  first  struck  the  atten- 
tion of  the  party  was  the  profound  and  solemn 
itilloeas  of  the  place.  The  most  quiet  day  has  un- 
der the  open  sky  its  multitude  of  sounds— the 
lap^e  of  waters,  the  subtle  motions  of  the  apparent- 
ly slumbering  air  among  forests,  grasses,  and  rocks, 
the  flight  and  note  of  insects,  the  voices  of  animals, 
the  rising  of  exhalations,  the  mighty  process  of 
change,  of  perpetual  growth  and  decay,  going  on 
tU  over  the  earth,  produce  a  chorus  of  noises  which 
the  hearing  cannot  analj^xe— which,  though  it  may 
■eem  to  you  silence,  is  not  so ;  and  when  from  such 
a  acene  you  pass  directly  into  one  of  the  rocky 
ehambers  of  the  earth,  you  perceive  your  error  by 
the  contrast  As  the  three  went  forward  they 
psMed  through  a  heap  of  dry  leaves  lightly  piled, 
which  the  winds  of  the  last  autumn  had  blown  into 
the  cave  from  the  summit  of  the  surrounding  fo- 
rest, and  the  rustling  made  by  their  steps  sounded 
strangely  loud  amid  that  death-like  silence.  A  spa- 
cious cavern  presented  itself  to  their  sight,  the  roof  of 
which  near  the  entrance  was  low,  but  several  paces 
heyond  it  rose  to  a  great  height,  where  the  smoke  of 
the  torch,  ascending,  mingled  with  the  darkness, 
hat  the  flame  did  not  reveal  the  face  of  the  vault. 


TSt  BKTCaN TBK  STORM THE  IMPHISONXKIIT. 

On  reaching  again  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  they 
were  struck  with  the  change  in  the  aspect  of  the 
heavens.  Dark  heavy  clouds,  the  round  summits 
of  which  were  seen  one  beyond  the  other,  were  ra- 
pidly rising  in  the  west ;  and  through  the  grayish  blue 
haze  which  suffused  the  sky  before  them,  the  sun 
appeared  already  shorn  of  his  beams.  A  sound 
Was  heard  afar  of  mighty  winds  contending  with 
the  forest,  and  the  thunder  rolled  at  a  distance. 

**  We  may  stay  at  least  until  the  storm  is  over,'' 
said  Father  Ambrose ;  **  it  would  be  upon  us  before 
we  could  descend  these  clifls.  Let  us  watch  it  from 
where  we  stand  above  the  tops  of  these  old  woods :  I 
can  promise  you  it  will  he  a  magnificent  spectacle.'* 
Emily,  though  she  would  gladly  have  left  the 
cave,  could  say  nothing  against  the  propriety  of 
this  advice ;  and  even  Le  Maire,  notwithstanding 
that  he  declared  he  had  rather  see  a  well-loaded 
tabic  at  that  moment  than  all  the  storms  that  ever 
blew,  preferred  remaining  to  the  manifest  inconve- 
nience of  attempting  a  descent  In  a  few  mo- 
ments the  dark  array  of  clouds  swept  over  the  face 
of  the  sun,  and  a  tumult  in  the  woods  announced 
the  coming  of  the  blast  The  summits  of  the  fo- 
rest waved  and  stooped  before  it,  like  a  field  of 
young  flax  in  the  summer  breeze, — another  and 
fiercer  gust  descended, — another  and  stronger  con- 
vulsion of  the  forest  ensued.  The  trees  rocked  back- 
word  and  fbrward,  leaned  and  rose,  and  tossed  and 
swung  their  branches  in  every  direction,  and  the 
whirling  air  above  them  was  filled  with  their  leafy 


spoils.  The  roar  was  tremendous, — the  noise  of  the 
ocean  in  a  tompest  is  not  louder, — it  seemed  as  if  that 
innumerable  multitude  of  giants  of  the  wood  raised 
a  universal  voice  of  wailing  under  the  fury  that 
smote  and  tormented  them.  At  length  the  rain  be- 
gan to  fall,  first  in  large  and  rare  drops,  and  then 
Uiunder  bunt  over  head,  and  the  waters  of  the  fir- 
mament poured  down  in  torrents,  and  the  blast  that 
howled  in  the  woods  fled  before  them  as  if  from  an 
element  that  it  feared.  The  trees  again  stood  erect, 
and  nothing  was  heard  but  tlie  rain  beating  hea- 
vily on  the  immense  canopy  of  leaves  around,  and 
the  occasional  crashings  of  the  thunder,  accom- 
panied by  flashes  of  lightning,  that  threw  a  vivid 
light  upon  the  walls  of  the  cavern.  The  priest 
and  his  companions  stood  contemplating  this  scene 
in  silence,  when  a  rushing  of  water  close  at  hand 
was  heard.  Father  Ambrose  showed  the  othera 
where  a  stream,  formed  from  the  rains  collected  on 
the  highlands  above,  descended  on  the  crag  that  over- 
hung the  mouth  of  the  cavern,  and  shooting  clear 
of  the  rocks  on  which  they  stood,  fell  in  spray  to  the 
broken  fragments  at  the  base  of  the  precipice. 

A  gust  of  wind  drove  the  rain  into  the  opening 
where  they  stood,  and  obliged  them  to  retire  far* 
thcr  within.  The  priest  suggested  that  they  should 
take  this  opportunity  to  examine  that  part  of  the 
cave  which,  in  going  to  the  skeleton's  chamber,  they 
had  passed  on  their  left,  observing,  however,  that 
he  believed  it  was  no  otherwise  remarkable  than  for 
its  narrowness  and  its  length.  Le  Maire  and  Emi- 
ly assented,  and  the  former  taking  up  the  torch 
which  he  had  stuck  in  the  ground,  they  went  back 
into  the  interior.  They  had  just  reached  the  spot 
where  the  two  passages  diverged  from  each  other, 
when  a  hideous  and  intense  glare  of  light  filled  the 
cavern,  showing  for  an  instant  the  walls,  the  roof, 
the  floor,  and  every  crag  and  recess,  with  the  dis- 
tinctness of  the  broadest  sunshine.  A  frightful  crush 
accompanied  it,  consisting  of  several  sharp  and 
deafening  explosions,  as  if  the  very  heart  of  the 
mountain  was  rent  asunder  by  the  lightning,  and 
immediately  after  a  body  of  immense  weight  seemed 
to  fall  at  their  very  feet  with  a  heavy  sound,  and  a 
shock  that  caused  the  place  where  they  stood  to 
tremble  as  if  shaken  by  an  earthquake.  A  strong 
blast  of  air  rushed  by  them,  aud  a  suflbcating  odour 
filled  the  cavern. 

Father  Ambrose  had  fallen  upon  his  knees  in 
mental  prayer,  at  the  explosion;  but  the  blast  from 
the  mouth  of  the  cavern  threw  him  to  the  earth. 
He  raised  himself,  however,  immediately,  and  found 
himself  in  utter  silence  and  darkness,  save  that  a 
livid  image  of  that  insuflfcrable  glare  floated  yet  he- 
fore  his  eyeballs.  He  called  first  upon  Emily,  who 
did  not  answer,  then  upon  Le  Maire,  who  replied 
from  the  ground  a  few  paces  nearer  the  entrance  of 
the  cave.  He  also  had  been  thrown  prostrate,  and 
the  torch  he  carried  was  extinguished.  It  was  but 
the  work  of  an  instant  to  kindle  it  again,  and  they  then 
discovered  Emily  extended  near  them  in  a  swoon. 
*<  Let  us  bear  her  to  the  mouth  of  the  cavern," 
said  Le  Maire ;  **  the  fresh  air  from  without  will 
revive  her."  He  took  her  in  his  arma,  but  on  ar- 
riving at  the  apot  he  placed  her  suddenly  on  the 
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ground,  and  raising  both  hands,  exclaimed,  with  an 
accent  of  despair,  <<  I'he  rock  is  fallen  ! — the  en- 
trance is  closed !"  It  was  but  too  evident, — Father 
Ambrose  needed  but  a  single  look  to  convince  him 
of  its  truth, — the  huge  rock  which  impended  over 
the  entrance  had  been  loosened  by  the  thunder- 
bolt, and  bad  fallen  upon  the  floor  of  the  cave, 
dosing  all  return  to  the  outer  world. 

TUK    THIRD    DAT. 

On  the  third  day  the  cavern  presented  a  more 
gloomy  spectacle  than  it  had  done  at  any  time  since 
the  fall  of  the  rock  took  place.  It  was  now  about 
eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  the  shrill  sing- 
ing of  the  wind  about  the  cliffs,  and  through  the 
crevice,  which  now  admitted  a  dimmer  light  than 
on  the  day  previous,  announced  the  approach  of  a 
storm  from  the  south.  The  hope  of  relief  from 
without  was  growing  fainter  and  fainter  as  the  time 
passed  on ;  and  the  sufferings  of  the  prisoners  be- 
came more  poignant.  The  approach  of  the  storm, 
too,  could  only  be  regarded  as  an  additional  misfor- 
tune, since  it  would  probably  prevent  or  obstruct  for 
that  day  the  search  which  was  making  for  them. 
They  were  all  three  in  the  outer  and  larger  apart- 
ment of  the  cave.  Emily  was  at  a  considerable 
distance  from  the  entrance  reclining  on  a  kind  of  seat 
formed  of  large  loose  stones,  and  overspread  with 
a  covering  of  withered  leaves.  There  was  enough 
of  light  to  show  that  she  was  exceedingly  pale ; 
thut  her  eyes  were  closed,  and  that  the  breath  came 
thick  and  pantingly  through  her  parted  lips,  which 
alone  of  all  her  features  retained  the  colour  of  life. 
Faint  with  watching,  with  want  of  sustenance,  and 
with  anxiety,  she  had  lain  herself  down  on  this  rude 
couch,  which  the  care  of  her  companions  had  pro- 
vided for  her,  and  had  sunk  into  a  temporary  slum- 
ber. The  priest  stood  close  to  the  mouth  of  the 
cave  leaning  against  the  wall,  with  his  arms  folded, 
himself  scarcely  changed  in  appearance,  except  that 
his  cheek  seemed  somewhat  more  emaciated,  and 
his  eyes  were  lighted  up  with  a  kind  of  solemn  and 
preternatural  brightness.  Le  Maire,  with  a  spot  of 
fiery  red  on  each  cheek, — his  hair  staring  wildly  in 
every  direction,  and  his  eyes  bloodshot,  was  pacing 
the  cavern  floor  to  and  fro,  carrying  his  rifle,  occa- 
sionally stopping  toexamine  the  priming,  or  to  peck 
the  flint ;  and  sometimes  standing  stiU  for  a  mo- 
ment, as  if  lost  in  thought. .... 

«  My  good  friend,"  said  the  priest,  approaching 
him,  «*  you  forget  what  grounds  of  hope  yet  remain 
to  us;  indeed,  the  probability  of  our  escape  is 
scarcely  less  to-day  than  it  was  yesterday.  The 
fall  of  the  rock  may  be  discovered  by  Mome  one  pass- 
ing this  way,  and  he  may  understand  that  it  is  pos- 
sible we  are  confined  here.  While  our  existence 
is  prolonged  there  is  no  occasion  for  despair.  You 
should  endeavour,  my  son,  to  compose  yourself,  and 
to  rely  on  the  goodness  of  that  Power  who  has  ne- 
ver forsaken  you." 

'<  Compose  myself!"  answered  Le  Maire,  who 
had  listened  impatiently  to  this  exhortation ;  •<  com- 
pose myself!  Do  you  not  know  that  there  are 
those  here  who  will  not  suffer  me  to  be  tranquil  for 
a  moment?  Last  night  I  was  twice  awakened, 
just  as  I  had  fallen  asleep,  by  a  voice  pronouncing 


my  name,  as  audibly  as  I  heard  yoara  jost  now; 
and  the  second  time,  I  looked  to  where  the  dieletoo 
lies,  and  the  foul  thing  had  half-raised  itself  from 
the  rock,  and  was  beckoning  me  to  come  and  place 
myself  by  its  side.  Can  you  wonder  if  I  slept  no 
more  afler  that  ?" 

"  My  son,  these  are  but  the  dn^ms  of  a  fever." 

**  And  then,  whenever  I  go  by  myself,  I  hear  low 
voices  and  titterings  of  laughter  from  the  recesses 
of  the  rocks.  They  mock  me,  that  I,  a  free  boo- 
ter^  a  denizen  of  the  woods  and  prairies,  a  man 
whose  liberty  was  never  restrained  for  a  moment, 
should  be  entrapped  in  this  manner,  and  made  to 
die  like  a  bufialo  in  a  pit,  or  Uke  a  criminal  in  the 
dungeons, — that  I  should  consume  with  thirst  in  a 
land  bright  with  innumerable  rivers  and  springs, 
— that  I  should  wither  away  with  famine,  while  the 
woods  are  full  of  game  and  the  prairies  covered 
with  buflfaloes.  I  could  fieice  fiimine  if  I  had  my 
liberty.  I  could  meet  death  without  shrinking  in 
the  sight  of  the  sun  and  the  earth,  and  in  the  fres^ 
open  air.  I  should  strive  to  reach  some  habitation 
of  my  fellow-creatures;  I  should  be  sustained  by 
hope ;  I  should  travel  on  till  I  sank  down  with 
weakness  and  fatigue,  and  died  on  the  spot.  But 
famine  made  more  frightful  by  imprisonment  and 
inactivity,  and  these  dreams,  as  you  call  them,  that 
dog  me  asleep  and  awake,  they  are  more  than  I  can 
bear.  Hark !"  ho  exclaimed,  af^er  a  short  pause, 
and  throwing  quick  and  wild  glances  around  him; 
«  do  you  hear  them  yonder~do  you  hear  how  thej 
mock  me ! — give  me  the  rifle." 

« No,"  said  the  priest,  who  instantly  compre- 
hended his  purpose :  "  I  must  keep  the  piece  till 
you  are  more  composed." 

Le  Maire  seemed  not  to  hear  the  answer,  bat 
laying  his  grasp  on  the  rifle,  was  about  to  plnck  it 
from  the  old  man's  hands.  Father  Ambrose  saw 
that  the  attempt  to  retain  possession  of  it  against 
his  superior  strength,  would  be  vain  ;  he  therefore 
slipped  down  his  right  hand  to  the  lock,  and  cock- 
ing it,  touched  the  trigger,  and  discharged  it  in  so 
instant.  The  report  awoke  Emily,  who  came 
trembling  and  breathless  to  the  spot 

M  What  is  the  matter?"  she  asked. 

**  There  is  no  harm  done,  my  child,"  answered 
the  priest,  assuming  an  aspect  of  the  most  perfect 
composure.  **  I  discharged  the  rifle,  but  it  was  not 
aimed  at  any  thing,  and  1  beg  pardon  for  interrupt- 
ing your  repose  at  a  time  when  you  so  much  need 
it.  Suffer  me  to  conduct  you  back  to  the  place  yoa 
have  lefL     Le  Maire,  will  you  assist  ?*' 

Supported  by  Le  Maire  on  one  side,  and  by  the 
priest  on  the  other,  Emily,  scarcely  able  to  walk 
from  weakness,  was  led  back  to  her  place  of  repose. 
Returning  with  Le  Maire,  Father  Ambrose  en- 
treated him  to  consider  how  much  his  niece  stood 
in  need  of  his  as^stance  and  protection.  He 
bade  him  recollect  that  his  mad  haste  to  quit  the 
world  before  called  by  his  Maker  would  leave  hex, 
should  she  ever  be  released  firom  the  cavern,  alooe 
and  defenceless,  or  at  least  with  only  an  old  man 
for  her  firicnd,  who  was  himself  houriy  expectinf 
the  summons  of  death.  He  exhorted  him  to  re- 
flect how  much,  even  now,  in  her  present  oondi- 
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tion  of  weakness  and  peril,  she  stood  in  need  of 
bis  aid,  and  conjured  him  not  to  be  guil^^  of  a  pu- 
snianimoas  and  cowardly  desertion  of  one  so  love- 
ly, so  innocent,  and  so  dependent  apon  li&m. 

Lc  Maire  felt  the  force  of  this  appeal.  A  look 
of  human  pity  passed  across  the  wild  expression 
of  his  countenance.  He  put  the  rifle  into  the 
hands  of  Father  Ambrose.  *<  You  are  right,'*  said 
he ;  <«  I  am  a  fool,  and  I  have  been,  I  suapect,  very 
near  becoming  a  madman.  You  will  keep  this  until 
}  ou  are  entirely  willing  to  trust  me  with  it.  I  will 
endeavour  to  combat  these  feucies  a  litUe  longer." 

TBI    ESCAPE. 

In  the  mean  time  the  light  from  the  aperture 
grew  dimmer  and  dimmer,  and  the  eyes  of  the  pri- 
soners, though  accustomed  to  the  twilight  of  the 
cavern,  became  at  length  unable  to  distinguish  ob- 
jects at  a  few  paces  from  the  entrance.  The  priest 
and  I^c  Maire  had  placed  themselves  by  the  couch 
of  Emily,  but  rather,  as  it  seemed,  from  that  in- 
stinct of  our  race  which  leads  us  to  seek  each  other's 
presence,  than  fur  any  purpose  of  conversation,  for 
each  of  the  party  preserved  ji  gloomy  silence.  The 
topics  of  speculation  on  their  condition  had  been 
discussed  to  weariness,  and  no  others  had  now  any 
interest  for  their  minds.  It  was  no  unwelcome  in- 
terruption to  that  melancholy  silence^  when  they 
heard  the  sound  of  a  mighty  rain  pouring  down 
upon  the  leafy  summits  of  the  woods,  and  beating 
against  the  naked  walls  and  shelves  of  the  preci- 
pice. The  roar  grew  more  and  more  distinct,  and 
at  length  it  seemed  that  they  could  distinguish  a 
sort  of  shuddering  of  the  earth  above  them,  as  if 
a  mighty  host  was  marching  heavily  over  it.  The 
sense  of  suffering  was  for  a  moment  suspended  in 
a  feeling  of  awe  and  curiosity. 

That,  likewise,  is  the  rain,"  said  Father  Am- 
brose, after  listening  for  a  moment.  "  The  clouds 
must  pour  down  a  perfect  cataract,  when  the  weight 
of  its  ^1  is  thus  felt  in  the  heart  of  the  rock." 

<*Do  you  hear  that  noise  of  running  water?" 
asked  Emily,  whose  quick  ear  had  distinguished 
the  rush  of  the  stream  formed  by  the  collected  rains 
over  the  rocks  without  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

u  Would  that  its  channel  were  through  this  ca- 
vern," exclaimed  Le  Maire,  starting  up.  «  Ah  ! 
here  we  have  it — we  have  it ! — listen  to  the  droop- 
ing of  water  from  the  roof  near  the  entrance.  A  nd 
here  at  the  aperture !"  He  sprang  thither  in  an 
instant,  A  little  stream  detached  from  the  main 
current,  which  descended  over  rocks  that  closed  the 
mouth  of  the  cave,  fell  in  a  thread  of  silver  amid 
the  faint  light  that  streamed  through  the  opening ; 
he  knelt  for  a  moment,  received  it  between  his 
burning  lips,  and  then  hastily  returning,  bore  Emily 
to  the  spot  She  held  out  her  hallowed  palm, 
white,  thin,  and  semi-transparent,  like  a  pearly 
shell,  used  for  dipping  up  the  waters  from  one  of 
thoi>ie  sweet  fountains  that  rise  by  the  very  edge 
of  the  sea — and  as  fast  as  it  filled  with  the  cool, 
bright  element,  imbibed  it  with  an  eagerness  and 
delight  inexpressible.  The  priest  followed  her 
example;  Le  Maire  also  drank  from  the  little 
stream  as  it  fell,  bathed  in  it  his  feverish  brow,  and 
soflered  it  to  fall  upon  his  sinewy  neck. 
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« It  has  given  me  a  new  hold  on  life,"  said  Le 
Maire,  his  chest  distending  with  several  fuU  and 
long  breathings.  «  It  has  not  only  quenched  that 
hellish  thirst,  but  it  has  made  my  head  less  light, 
and  my  heart  lighter.  I  will  never  speak  ill  of  this 
element  again — the  choicest  grapes  of  France  ne- 
ver distilled  any  thing  so  delicious,  so  grateful,  so 
life-giving.  Take  notice,  Father  Ambrose,  I  re- 
tract all  I  have  ever  said  against  water  and  waiter- 
drinkers.  I  am  a  sincere  penitent,  and  shall  de- 
mand absolution." 

Father  Ambrose  had  begun  gently  to  reprove 
Le  Maire  for  his  unseasonable  levity,  when  Emily 
cried  out — "  The  rock  moves ! — the  rock  moves ! 
Come  back — come  further  into  the  cavern !"  Look- 
ing up  to  the  vast  mass  that  closed  the  entrance, 
he  saw  plainly  that  it  was  in  motion,  and  he  had 
just  time  to  draw  Le  Maire  from  the  spot  where 
he  had  stooped  down  to  take  another  draught  of 
the  stream,  when  a  large  block,  which  had  been 
wedged  in  overhead,  gave  way,  and  fell  in  the  very 
place  where  he  lefl  the  prints  of  his  feet  Had  he 
remained  there  another  instant,  it  must  have  crushed 
him  to  atoms.  The  prisoners,  retreating  within 
the  cavern  far  enough  to  avoid  the  danger,  but  not 
too  far  for  observation,  stood  watching  the  event 
with  mingled  apprehension  and  hope.  The  floor 
of  the  cave,  just  at  theedge,  on  which  rested  the 
fallen  rock,  yawned  at  the  fissures,  where  the  earth 
with  which  they  were  filled  had  Itecome  saturated 
and  swelled  with  water,  and  unable  any  longer  to 
support  the  immense  weight,  settled  away,  at  first 
slowly,  under  it,  and  finally,  along  with  its  incum- 
bent load,  fell  suddenly  and  with  a  tremendous 
crash,  to  the  base  of  the  precipice,  letting  the  light 
of  day  and  the  air  of  heaven  into  the  cavern.  The 
thunder  of  that  disruption  was  succeeded  by  the 
fall  of  a  few  large  fragments  of  rock  on  the  right 
and  lefl,  afler  which  the  priest  and  his  companions 
heard  only  the  fall  of  the  rain  and  the  heavy  sigh- 
ing of  the  wind  in  the  forest 

Father  Ambrose  and  Emily  knelt  involuntarily 
in  thanksgiving  at  their  unexpected  deliverance. 
Le  Maire,  although  unused  to  the  devotional  mood, 
observing  their  attitude,  had  bent  his  knee  to  imi- 
tate it,  when  a  glance  at  the  outer  world  now  laid 
open  to  his  sight,  made  him  start  again  to  his  feet 
with  an  exclamation  of  delight  The  other  two 
arose,  also,  and  turned  to  the  broad  opening  which 
now  looked  out  from  the  cave  over  the  forest.  On 
one  side  of  this  opening  rushed  the  torrent  whose 
friendly  waters  had  undermined  the  rock  at  the 
entrance,  and  now  dashed  themselves  against  its 
shivered  fragments  below.  It  is  not  for  me  to  at- 
tempt to  describe  how  beautiful  appeared  to  their 
eyes  that  world  which  they  feared  never  again  to 
see,  or  how  grateful  to  their  senses  was  that  fresh 
and  fragrant  air  of  the  forests  which  they  thought 
never  to  breathe  again.  The  light,  although  the 
sky  was  thick  with  clouds  and  rain,  was-  almost 
too  intense  for  their  vision,  and  they  ^aded  their 
brows  with  their  hands  as  they  looked  forth  upon 
that  scene  of  woods  and  meadows  and  waters,  fairer 
to  their  view  than  it  had  ever  appeared  in  the  most 

glorious  sunshine. 
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Edward  Everett,  a  yoanger  brother  of 
Alexander  H.  Everett,*  and  one  of  the  most 
eminent  of  American  scholars  and  rhetoricians, 
was  born  in  Dorchester,  near  Boston,  in  1794, 
and  at  the  early  age  of  thirteen  entered  Har- 
vard University,  where  he  graduated  in  1811, 
with  an  extraordinary  reputation  for  abilities 
and  acquirements.  He  at  first  turned  his  atten- 
tion to  th9law,  but  yielding  to  the  wishes  of 
his  friends  decided  to  study  theology,  and  had 
been  two  years  in  the  divinity  school  at  Cam- 
bridge, when  Boston  was  thrown  into  mourning 
by  the  death  of  the  youthful  and  eloquent  Buck- 
minster,  and  he  was  chosen  to  succeed  him  as 
minister  of  the  church  in  Brattle  street  He 
was  now  but  nineteen  years  of  age,  and  his  so- 
ciety, perhaps  the  largest  and  most  intellectual 
in  the  city,  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  one  of 
the  most  remarkable  orators  of  modem  times; 
but  his  success  was  still  such  as  to  justify  the 
most  sanguine  anticipations  of  his  friends.  In 
addition  to  his  ordinary  and  arduous  profession- 
al labours,  in  the  first  eight  months  of  his  min- 
istry he  wrote  and  published,  in  a  volume  of 
nearly  five  hundred  pages,  a  very  able  Defence 
of  Christianity,  against  a  work  which  had  then 
just  appeared  under  the  title  of  The  Grounds 
of  Christianity  Examined,  by  Comparing  the 
New  Testament  with  the  Old. 

In  1815,  before  he  was  twenty-one  years  of 
age,  he  was  elected  professor  of  the  Greek  Lan- 
guage and  Literaturef  in  the  University,  with 
permission  to  visit  Europe  for  the  improve- 
ment of  his  health,  which  had  been  impaired 
by  severe  application  to  his  pastoral  duties. 
He  embarked  at  Boston  soon  af^r  the  peace, 
intending  to  proceed  immediately  to  Germany, 
but  on  arriving  in  Liverpool  ascertained  that 
Napoleon  had  escaped  from  Elba,  and  so  was 
detained  in  England  until  after  the  battle  of 
Waterloo.  He  then  went  to  Gottingcn,  where 
he  acquired  the  German  language,  and  after- 
ward visited  the  principal  universities  of  the 

•  See  ante,  page  2^4. 

t  M.  Cousin,  who  was  with  Mr.  Everett  m  Germany, 
informed  a  friend  of  ours  Uiat  he  was  the  best  Grecian 
he  ever  knew,  and  the  translator  of  Plato  must  have 
known  a  good  many  of  the  very  best — The  [London] 
Quarterly  Review. 


country  to  inquire  into  the  state  of  learning  and 
the  prevailing  modes  of  instruction.  In  &e 
autumn  of  1817  he  reached  Paris,  where  he 
passed  the  following  winter  in  preparation 
for  his  duties  in  the  University,  and  became 
acquainted  with  many  eminent  men,  one  of 
whom  was  Coray,  whose  writings  had  so  pow- 
erfully contributed  to  the  regeneration  of  mo- 
dern Greece.  The  summer  of  1818  he  spent  in 
England,  Scotland  and  Wales,  the  autumn  in 
France,  Switzerland  and  Italy,  and  the  winter 
in  Rome,  where  he  became  acquainted  with 
Canova,  then  engaged  on  his  statue  of  Wash- 
ington, and  studied  ancient  literature  in  the 
library  of  the  Vatican.  In  the  spring  of  1819, 
carrying  letters  from  Lord  Byron  to  Ali  Pacha, 
he  went  to  the  Ionian  Islands,  and  Greece,  to 
Troy,Constantinople,  and  Adrianople,  and  pro- 
ceeding through  Vienna  and  Paris  to  London, 
returned  to  the  United  States,  having  been  ab- 
sent about  four  years  and  a  half. 

He  immediately  entered  upon  the  duties  of 
his  professorship  at  Cambridge,  where  he  de- 
livered courses  of  lectures  on  the  History  of 
Greek  Literature,  on  Antiquities,  and  on  An- 
cient Art,  and  published  a  Greek  Grammar, 
from  the  Grerman  of  Buttroann,  and  a  Greek 
Reader,  on  the  basis  of  the  one  by  Jacobs. 

The  North  American  Review  had  now 
passed  from  the  possession  of  the  club  under 
whose  auspices  it  was  established,  and  at  the 
request  of  the  new  proprietors  Mr.  EvereU  be- 
came its  editor.  The  first  number  issued  un- 
der his  direction  was  that  for  January,  18^30, 
and  he  conducted  it  with  an  industry  and  abi- 
lity which  soon  won  for  it  an  unprecedented 
popularity.  In  the  four  years  of  his  editorship 
he  wrote  for  it  about  fifty  articles,  making 
nearly  one-half  of  the  entire  work  for  that 
period,  and  afterward,  while  it  was  under  the 
charge  of  his  brother,  or  his  successors,  con- 
tributed altogether  some  sixty  articles,  among 
which  are  many  of  the  most  elaborate  and  pow- 
erful that  have  ever  appeared  in  its  pages.  All 
of  them,  it  should  be  remembered,  were  the 
product  only  of  leisure  moments,  amidst  other 
occupations  which  had  a  prior  claim  upon  him. 
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This  was  particularly  the  case  while  he  was 
editor,  as  he  was  then  engaged  in  the  active  du- 
ties of  his  professorship.  About  the  time  his 
editorial  connection  with  the  Review  ceased, 
he  became  a  member  of  Congress,  and  also 
began  to  be  called  npon  frequently  to  deliver 
public  addresses.  Although  as  a  member  of 
Congress  he  spoke  but  rarely,  he  did  a  great 
deal  of  labour  in  the  committee  room,  generally 
drafting  the  reports  on  all  matters  of  business, 
even  when  in  a  political  minority.  After  hav- 
ing been  ten  years  in  the  House  of  Represent- 
atives, Mr.  Everett  was  in  183G  elected  Go- 
vernor of  Massachusetts,  and  was  reelected  in 
1837,  1838  and  1839.  In  this  period  his  spe- 
cial engagements  led  him  very  little  leisure  for 
literary  pursuits,  and  his  contributions  to  the 
Review  are  much  less  fre<|uent  than  before. 
Some  of  his  hundred  articles,  thrown  off  eur- 
rente  calamo,  are  uhdoubtedly  ill  arranged  and 
superficial,  but  altogether  they  evince  a  variety 
and  depth  of  learning,  and  a  degrree  of  feeling, 
fancy,  energy  and  power,  rarely  combined  in  an 
individual.  The  happy  wit  and  good  temper 
shown  in  his  reviewals  of  German  and  Eng- 
lish travellers  in  America;  the  aesthetic  culti- 
vation indicated  in  his  articles  on  Canova  and 
the  Epochs  of  Plastic  Art;  the  fine  enthusi- 
asm which  animates  the  paper  on  Coray's  Aris- 
totle and  the  rest  of  that  brilliant  series  which 
electrified  the  country  in  behalf  of  the  Greeks 
during  their  war  for  independence;  and  the 
statesmanlike  views  which  mark  the  papers 
on  Reibrm  in  Europe ;  with  the  familiar  know- 
ledge of  the  great  masters  of  antiquity,  the 
ready  apprehension  of  truth  and  beauty,  the  ex- 
uberant illustration,  and  copious  and  forcible 
diction,  which  characterize  his  essays  gene- 
rally, show  that  literature  suffered  no  common 
loss  when  he  entered  the  arena  of  politics. 

In  1836  Mr.  Everett  published  a  collection 
of  twenty-seven  Orations  and  Speeches  deli- 
vered by  him  on  various  occasions  in  the  pre- 
ceding eleven  years.  It  embraced,  with  others, 
those  on  the  motives  to  intellectual  exertion  in 
America,  the  landing  of  the  Pilgrims,  the  arri- 
val of  Wintlirop,  the  battles  of  Concord,  Lex- 
ington, Bunker  Hill,  and  Bloody  Brook,  and 
those  which  he  delivered  at  public  dinners 
given  to  him  at  Nashville  in  Tennessee,  Lex- 
ington, in  Kentucky,  and  other  places,  during 
his  tour  through  the  Valley  of  the  Mississippi 
to  New  Orleans  in  1829.  His  speeches  on  poli- 
tical occasions,  and  historical  and  literary  dis* 


courses  delivered  since  1836,  would  fill  another 
volume  equal  in  extent,  variety,  and  interest. 
As  an  orator  he  has  living  very  few  equals. 
He  is  graceful  and  fervid  in  a  remarkable  de- 
gree, and  his  ready  copiousness  and  felicity  of 
illustration  and  quotation  show  how  extensive 
and  thorough  has  been  his  research,  how  reten- 
tive is  his  memory,  and  with  what  rapidity  are 
made  the  decisions  of  his  taste.  He  is  emi- 
nently picturesque  in  grouping  and  narration, 
and  his  classical  allusions  have  the  charm  of 
a  perfect  familiarity  with  the  richest  stores  of 
learning. 

In  1841  Mr.  Everett  was  appointed  Minis- 
ter Plenipotentiary  to  the  court  of  London,  at 
which  he  resided  about  five  years.  ^rWhile  in 
England  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws  was 
conferred  upon  him  by  the  University  of  Cam- 
bridge. On  his  return  to  the  United  States 
he  was  elected  to  the  presidency  of  Harvard 
University,  and  was  inaugurated  on  the  thir- 
tieth of  April,  1846.  The  position  of  head  of 
the  oldest,  wealthiest  and  most  respectable  in- 
stitution of  learning  on  this  continent,  is  one 
of  great  dignity  and  importance ;  and  no  per- 
son could  be  found  better  qualified  for  it  than 
the  distinguished  scholar  whose  youth  and 
early  manhood  were  spent  in  her  halls  as  a 
student  and  professor  of  written  learning,  and 
whose  middle  age  has  been  as  fruitful  of  op- 
portunities to  study  mankind. 

Mr.  Everett  has  scarcely  fulfilled  the  expec- 
tations which  were  awakened  by  his  first  bril- 
liant essays.  He  came  completely  armed  and 
thoroughly  trained  into  the  lists,  but  has  never 
attempted  any  achievement  that  would  test  the 
full  capacity  of  his  skill,  the  full  might  of  his 
nature.  He  has  been  industrious ;  no  man  in- 
deed has  been  more  so ;  his  discourses  and  re- 
views alone  would  have  occupied  the  lifetime 
of  an  author  of  more  than  ordinary  fertility ; 
and  they  have  been  produced  amid  engage- 
ments that  would  have  exhausted  the  energies 
and  resources  of  a  common  mind;  they  have 
been  the  mere  pastimes  of  a  laborious  student 
and  statesman.  Had  the  same  activity,  faci- 
lity and  strength  been  concentrated  upon  two 
or  three  continuous  works,  his  reputation 
would  be  as  enduring  as  it  has  been  brilliant. 
It  may  be  said  of  him  that  he  has  been  per- 
fectly successful  in  every  thing  that  he  has 
undertaken;  but  he  has  written  and  spoken 
to  the  present  generation.  The  country  still 
looks  for  his  Life  Poem. 
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AMERICA  AND  GREECE. 

ntOM  TIU  A.FFAIH8  OF  O&EKCE,  TH  TBS  N.  AMXBICAU  RXVUTW. 


We  have  seen,  in  our  own  days,  the  oldest  and 
most  splendid  monarchy  in  Europe  casting  off  its 
yoke,  under  the  contagion  of  Hberty  caught  from 
us;  and  why  should  the  excesses  of  that  awful 
crisis  he  ascribed  to  the  new-found  remedy  rather 
than  to  the  inveterate  disease  1  Through  France, 
the  influence  of  our  example  has  been  transmitted 
to  the  other  European  states,  and  in  the  most  en- 
slaved and  corrupted  of  them,  the  leaven  of  free- 
dom is  at  work.  Meantime,  at  one  and  the  same 
moment,  we  perceive  in  either  hemisphere  the  glo- 
rious work  of  emancipation  going  on ;  and  the 
name  and  the  example  of  the  United  States  alike 
invoked  by  l)oth.  From  the  earliest  abodes  of  Eu- 
ropean civilization,  the  venerated  plains  of  Gref<ce, 
and  from  t]ie  scarcely  explored  range  of  the  Cor- 
dilleras, a  voice  of  salutation  and  a  cry  for  sympa- 
thy are  resounding  in  our  ears.  While  the  great 
states  of  Europe,  which  for  centuries  have  taken 
the  lead  in  the  affairs  of  the  world,  stand  aghast 
at  this  spectacle,  and  know  not  if  they  shall  dare 
to  sanction  what  they  cannot  oppose,  our  envoys 
have  already  climbed  the  Andes  and  reached  the 
Pacific,  with  the  message  of  gratulation.  We  de- 
voutly trufrt  that  another  season  will  find  them  on 
their  way  to  Greece. . . . 

It  is  not  merely  the  countrymen  of  Aristides, 
the  fellow-citizens  of  Phocion,  the  descendants  of 
Aratus,  that  are  calling  upon  us.  These  glorious 
names  are  a  dead  letter  to  two-thirds  of  the  com- 
munity of  Christendom.  But  it  is  Christians  bowed 
beneath  the  yoke  of  barbarous  infidels;  it  is  fathers 
and  mothers  condemned  to  see  their  children  torn 
from  them  and  doomed  to  the  most  cruel  slavery ; 
it  is  men  like  ourselves  bereft  of  all  the  bounties 
which  providence  has  lavished  on  their  land,  obliged 
to  steal  through  life,  as  through  the  passes  of  a 
mountain  before  the  bloodhounds  of  the  pursuer. 
No  exhilarating  prospect  of  public  honour;  no 
cheering  hope  of  private  success  in  life ;  no  thrill 
at  the  name  of  country ;  no  protection  at  the  fire- 
side; but  all  one  blank  of  leaden,  dreary  despo- 
tism, which  turns  the  very  virtues  and  excellen- 
cies of  character  into  a  crime.  It  is  the  great 
curse  of  a  despotism  like  that  of  the  Turks,  that  it 
inverts  the  laws  of  conduct  for  its  subjects,  and 
connects  suffdring  and  death  with  those  principles 
and  actions  to  which  Providence  attaches  the  re- 
wards of  hfe  in  a  healthy  state  of  society.  We 
are  able  to  pity  individuals  among  us,  so  unfortu- 
nately born  and  bred  as  to  be  surrounded  with 
corrupting  examples,  and  taught  to  find  occupa- 
tion and  pleasure  in  vice.  What  a  spectacle  do 
not  the  Greeks  present  in  this  connection,  to  the 
practical  philanthropist !  Are  they  zealous  in  the 
profession  of  their  religion  and  in  the  observance 
of  its  rights,  they  jeopardize  the  continuance  of  the 
jealous  and  contemptuous  toleration  beneath  which 
they  live.  Do  they  love  and  serve  the  land  of  their 
birth,  they  are  guilty  of  treason  against  its  barba- 
rous master.  Do  they  with  industry  and  enter- 
prise acquire  wealth,  it  is  necessary  studiously  to 


conceal  it  from  unprincipled  extortion,  and  to  in- 
vest it  in  foreign  countries.  Do  they  found  schools 
and  make  provision  for  education,  they  expose 
themselves  to  exaction  and  their  children  to  out- 
rage, and  are  obliged  to  proceed  with  the  greatest 
possible  secrecy  and  circumspection.  What  a 
monstrous  complication  of  calamity,  to  have  the 
best,  the  worthiest,  the  purest  designs  and  actions, 
loaded  with  all  the  consequences  of  vice  and  crime ; 
to  be  deprived  not  only  of  all  that  makes  life  joy- 
ous, but  to  be  punished  for  doing  well,  and  to  be 
forced  to  go  privately  about  those  good  deeds,  to 
which  men,  in  other  countries,  are  exhorted  as  to  a 
source  of  praise  and  honour.  These  things  ought 
to  be  considered ;  and  a  reprehensible  apathy  pre- 
vails as  to  their  reality.  If  liberty,  virtue,  and  re- 
ligion, were  not  words  on  our  lips,  without  a  sub- 
stance in  our  hearts,  it  would  be  hardly  possible  to 
pursue  our  little  local  interests  with  such  jealousy ;  to 
be  all  on  fire  in  one  state,  for  fear  Congress  should 
claim  the  power  of  internal  improvements,  and  op 
in  arms  in  another  against  a  change  of  the  tarifi^ 
and  carried  away  in  all,  with  a  controversy  between 
rival  candidates  for  an  office,  which  all  would  ad- 
minister ^n  much  the  same  way ;  if  a  narrow  self^ 
ishness  did  not  lie  at  the  bottom  of  our  conduct, 
we  could  not  do  all  this,  while  men.  Christians  m 
good  as  we,  who  have  nerves  to  smart,  minds  to 
think,  hearts  to  feel,  like  ourselves,  are  waging  un- 
aided, single-handed,  at  ptmlous  odds,  a  war  of  ex- 
termination against  tyrants,  who  deny  tliem  oot 
only  the  blessings  of  liberty,  but  the  mercies  of 
slavery. 

But  we  hope  better  things  of  our  country.  In 
the  great  Lancastrian  school  of  the  nations,  liber* 
ty  is  the  lesson,  which  we  are  appointed  to  te^. 
Masters  wc  claim  not,  we  wish  not,  to  be,  but  the 
Monitors  we  are  of  this  noble  doctrine.  It  is 
taught  in  our  settlement,  taught  in  our  Revolution, 
taught  in  our  government ;  and  the  nations  of  the 
world  are  resolved  to  learn.  It  may  be  written  in 
sand  and  efiaced,  but  it  will  be  vmtten  again  and 
again,  till  hands  now  fettered  in  slavery  shall  boki- 
ly  and  fairly  trace  it,  and  lips  that  now  stammer  tt 
the  noble  word,  shall  sound  it  out  in  tho  ears  of 
their  despots,  with  an  emphasis  to  waken  the  dead. 
Some  will  comprehend  it  and  practise  it  at  the  first; 
others  must  wrestle  long  with  the  old  slavish  doc- 
trines; and  others  may  abuse  it  to  excess,  and 
cause  it  to  be  blasphemed  awhile  in  the  world.  But 
it  will  still  be  taught  and  still  be  repeated,  and  must 
be  learned  by  all ;  by  old  and  degenerate  communi- 
ties to  revive  their  youth ;  by  springing  colonies  to 
hasten  their  progress.  With  the  example  betiore 
them  of  a  free  representative  government — of  a 
people  governed  by  themselves, — it  is  no  more  pc«- 
sible  that  the  nations  will  long  bear  any  other, 
than  that  they  should  voluntarily  dispense  with  the 
art  of  printing  or  the  mariner's  compass.  It  is 
therefore  plainly  no  age  for  Turks  to  be  stirring. 
It  is  as  much  as  men  can  do,  to  put  up  with  Chri»> 
tian,  with  civilized,  yea,  with  legitimate  masl»Si 
The  Grand  Seignior  is  a  half-century  too  late  in 
the  world.  It  requires  all  people's  patience  to  be 
oppressed  and  ground  to  the  dust,  by  the  parental 
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sway  of  most  faithful,  most  catholic,  most  Christian 
princes.  Fatigued  as  they  are  with  the  Holy  Alli- 
ance, it  were  preposterous  to  suppose  they  can  long 
submit  to  a  horde  of  Tartarian  infidels.  The  idea 
that  the  most  honorable,  the  most  responsible,  the 
most  powerful  office  in  the  state,  can,  like  a  vile 
heirloom,  follow  the  chance  of  descent,  is  quite 
enough  to  task  the  forbearance  of  this  bold  and 
busy  time.  What  then  shall  become  of  viziers 
and  sultans,  when  ministers  are  bewildered  in  their 
cabinets,  and  kings  are  shaken  on  their  thrones  ? 
Iu:$tead  of  arming  their  midl>e!icving  host  against 
a  people  who  have  taken  hold  of  liberty,  and  who 
will  l>e  free,  let  them  rejoice  that  great  and  little 
Bucharia  are  still  vacant,  and  take  up  their  march 
for  the  desert. 


ARISTOCRACY. 

TUfH  tax  PEOSPECTS  OF  BSFORM  IN  EUROPX. 


No  man  in  the  Catholic  Church  can  take  the  first 
degrees  of  saintship,  under  a  century,  nor  be  fully  ca- 
nonized under  two.  It  requires  a  hundred  years  to 
raise  human  weakness  to  beatific  purity  ; — but  the 
hundred  years,  if  circumstances  are  favourable, 
will  do  it  What  subsists  to-day  by  violence,  con- 
tinues to-morrow  by  acquiescence,  and  is  perpetu- 
ated by  tradition ;  till  at  last  the  hoary  abuse  shakes 
the  gray  hairs  of  antiquity  at  us,  and  gives  itself 
out  as  the  wisdom  of  ages.  Thus  the  clearest 
dictates  of  reason  are  maile  to  yield  to  a  long  suc- 
cession of  follies.  And  thii  is  the  foundation  of 
the  aristocratic  system  at  the  present  day.  Its 
stronghold,  with  all  those  not  inmiediately  inte- 
rested in  it,  is  the  reverence  of  antiquity. 

By  this  system  we  mean  the  aggregate  of  all  the  in- 
stitutions which  a  people,  supposing  them  to  be  vir- 
tuous and  well  informed,  and  meeting  together  free 
from  all  prejudices,  to  organize  themselves  into  a  po- 
Utical  community,  and  capable  of  foreseeing  conse- 
quences, would  reject,  as  not  tending  to  promote  the 
greatest  happiness  of  the  greatest  number.    We  will 
assume  that  a  pv^ople  thus  assembling  would  decide, 
that  it  was  best  to  have  anelHcient  civil  government; 
composed  of  the  legislative,  executive,  and  judicial 
departments ;  that  they  would  provide  for  the  choice 
of  the  man  whom  the  majority  should  think  best 
qualified,  as  chief  magistrate,  and  that  they  would 
furnish  this  executive  ofiicer  with  all  the  requisite 
means  to  enable  him  to  discharge  his  functions.  We 
do  not,  therefore,  think  a  vigorous  and  well  organ- 
ized executive  government  a  part  of  the  abusive 
aristocratic  system.     But  the  people  would  plainly 
see,  that  their  chief  magistrate  was  not  only  con- 
stituted for  their  advantage,  but  derived  his  autho- 
rity from  their   choice ;  consequently  if  any  one 
started  the  idea  that  he  possessed  it  by  birth  or  di- 
vine right,  the  suggestion  would  be  instantly  re- 
jected as  groundless ;  it  might  even  be  derided  as 
absurd.     We  therefore  regard  hereditary  monarchy 
M  a  part  of  the  system  which  is  founded  in  abuse. 
Sooner  or  later,  we  doubt  not,  the  time  will  come, 
when  the  absurdity  of  such  a  system  will  be  as 
generally  felt,  as  that  of  the  establishment  to  which 


Fletcher  of  Saltoun  compares  it, — an  hereditary 
professorship  of  divinity,  which  he  says  he  heard  of 
in  some  part  of  Germany. 

This  assembly  would  no  doubt  constitute  a  le- 
gislative body,  and  would  probably  (supposing  it» 
as  we  have  stated,  gifted  with  the  foresight  of  what 
experience  has  taught  us)  organize  it  into  two  se- 
parate chambers  of  legislation;  but   of  this   we 
speak  with  less  confidence,  as  the  experiment  of 
one  has  never  been  fairly  tried.     But  whether  one 
or  two,  the  people  would  of  course  arrange  a  plan 
of  election,  by  which  the  members  of  the  legisla- 
ture should  be  designated  by  the  people.     If  mem- 
bership were  viewed  as  a  privilege,  it  ought  not  to  be 
monopolized ;  if  as  a  burden,  not  to  l>e  permanent- 
ly borne  by  one :  consequently  provision  would  be 
made  for  a  limited  tenure  of  the  representative 
office,  and  an  exercise,  at  marked  intervals,  of  the 
popular  choice.     If  any  one  should  intimate,  that 
in  both  or  either  of  the  houses,  Uie  right  and  duty 
of  legislation  ought  to  be  hereditary ;  that  when 
one  legislator  died,  his  place  should  l»e  taken  by 
his  oldest  son,  or  his  nephew,  or,  in  default  of  near- 
er kin,  by  the  most  distant  assignable  heir,  (who 
may  be,  perhaps,  the  most  stupid,  the  most  vicious, 
the  most  contemptible  person  in  the  community)  ; 
and  should  remain  wholly  vacant  if  he  had  no  heir, 
— as  if  his  family  alone  were  endowed  with  special 
grace  to  fill  it, — such  an  intimation  would  be  re- 
ceived with  astfinishment  and  disgust,  and  appre- 
hensions for  the  sanity  of  the  man  who  made  it 
We  therefore  regard  an  hereditary  House  of  Lords 
as  a  part  of  the  aristocratic  system,  founded  on  the 
most  flagrant  abuse.     By  the  same  test  of  princi- 
ple, we  should  arrive  at  the  same  conclusion,  in  re- 
spect to  an  established  Church,  the  law  of  primo- 
geniture, and  all  antiquated,  unequal,  and  abusive 
corporate  monopolies,  in  civil  or  ecclesiastical,  pub- 
lic or  private  affairs. 


DIVINE  RIGHT  AND  TRADITION. 


nOM  THK  SAJCX. 


Was  it  all  mere  arrogant  assumption ;  all  gra- 
tuitous fraud  upon  a  credulous  age,  which  taught 
that  the  establishment  of  crown  and  church  was 
jure  divino  ?  Far  from  it  It  was  a  calculation 
of  the  deepest  worldly  wisdom,  a  provision  of  the 
most  consummate  selfish  sagacity.  Starting  from 
the  simple  and  undoubted  principle  that  civil  go- 
vernment is  approved  by  Providence,  and  that 
Christianity  is  a  revelation  of  Divine  truth,  men 
were  trained  on  to  the  toleration,  and  at  last  to  the 
reverence  of  an  established  church  and  an  here- 
ditary crown,  subsisting  by  the  grace  of  God.  The 
subtle  spirits  who  reared  this  fabric  knew  well  that 
it  could  rest  on  no  other  foundation.  The  great 
master  principle  of  human  weakness,  man's  dread 
of  the  mysterious  unknown,  his  self-prostration  be- 
fore the  Infinite,  was  resorted  to,  by  the  authors  of 
these  institutions,  because  no  other  principle  was 
strong  enough  to  subdue  him  to  these  institutions. 
They  looked  round  for  shoulders  broad  enough  to 
bear  this  yoke.     Chivalry  rattled  her  sword  at  the 
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very  suggestion  of  it.  The  great  barons  looked 
over  their  battlements,  and  laughed  at  their  fellow 
baron,  the  king,  who,  claiming  to  be  greater  than 
the  greatest,  was  sometimes  weaker  than  the  weak- 
est; but  Superstition  offered  his  sturdy  back  to  the 
burden,  and  bore  it  like  the  strong  ass  in  the  Bible, 
for  centuries.  But  those  centuries  are  passed. 
The  divine  right  of  the  crown  and  an  established 
church  are  exploded,  and  on  what  foundation  do 
they  now  rest] ...  They  are  the  traditionary  in- 
stitutions of  England;  the  pillars  of  the  British 
monarchy.  They  are  now,  if  you  will,  erect,  but 
their  basis  is  insecure.  It  ii  not  two  centuries  since 
the  great  usurper  heaved  them  from  their  foundation, 
and  showed  that  their  substructions,  as  the  histo- 
rian says  of  those  of  the  Roman  capitol,  were  in- 
sane. The  era  of  the  elder  political  fanaticism  has 
gone  by.  A  milder  delusion  succeeded,  and  the 
revolting  feati\res  of  the  ancient  toryism  are  now 
hidden  under  the  mask  of  iradition.  The  sanctity 
of  that  tradition  is  in  its  turn  assailed,  and  in  it 
the  only  conservative  principle  of  the  British  Consti- 
tution. We  do  not  say,  that  the  British  Constitu- 
tion is  doomed  to  irremediable  abuse, — to  the  forced 
toleration  of  any  and  every  existing  evil.  But  we 
humbly  apprehend,  that  the  only  principle  of  re- 
form, which  is  consistent  with  its  preservation,  is 
the  temperate  correction  of  practical  evils,  by  spe- 
cific remedies  applied  to  the  individual  case.  Ge- 
neral and  theoretic  remedies  are  inadmissible ;  for 
theoretically  the  whole  monarchy  is  an  abuse. 


THE  LANDING  OF  THE  MAYFLOWER. 

FROM  A  CENTENNIAL  ADDRESS  AT  BARNSTABLK. 


Do  you  think,  air,  as  we  repose  beneath  this 
splendid  pavilion,  adorned  by  the  hand  of  taste, 
blooming  with  festive  garlands,  wreathed  with  the 
stars  and  stripes  of  this  great  republic,  resounding 
with  strains  of  heart-stirring  music,  that,  merely  be- 
cause it  stands  upon  the  soil  of  Barnstable,  we 
form  any  idea  of  the  spot  as  it  appeared  to  Cap- 
tain Miles  Standish,  and  his  companions,  on  the 
15th  or  16th  of  November,  16201  Oh,  no,  sir. 
Let  U:^  go  up  for  a  moment,  in  imagination,  to  yonder 
hill,  which  overlooks  the  village  and  the  bay,  and 
suppose  ourselves  standing  there  on  some  bleak, 
ungenial  morning,  in  the  middle  of  November  of 
that  year.  The  coast  is  fringed  with  ice.  Dreary 
forests,  interspersed  with  sandy  tracts,  fill  the  back- 
ground. Nothing  of  humanity  quickens  on  the 
spot,  save  a  few  roaming  savages,  who,  ill-provided 
with  what  even  they  deem  the  necessaries  of  life, 
arc  digging  with  their  fingers  a  scanty  repast  out 
of  the  frozen  sands.  No  friendly  lighthouses  had 
as  yet  hung  up  their  cressets  upon  your  headlands ; 
no  brave  pilot-boat  was  hovering  like  a  sea-bird  on 
the  tops  of  the  waves,  beyond  the  Cape,  to  guide 
the  shattered  bark  to  its  harbour ;  no  charts  and 
soundings  made  the  secret  pathways  of  the  deep  as 
plain  as  a  gravelled  road  through  a  lawn ;  no  com- 
fortable dwellings  along  the  line  of  the  shore,  and 
where  are  now  your  well-inhabited  streets,  spoke  a 


welcome  to  the  Pilgrim;  no  steeple  poured  the 
music  of  Sabbath  morn  into  the.  ear  of  the  fugitive 
for  conscience'  sake.  Primeval  wildness  and  na- 
|ive  desolation  brood  over  sea  and  land ;  and  from 
the  9th  of  November,  when,  after  a  most  calami- 
tous voyage,  the  Mayflower  first  came  to  anchor 
in  Pf  ovincetown  harbour,  to  the  end  of  December, 
the  entire  male  portion  of  the  company  was  occu- 
pied, for  the  greater  part  of  every  day,  and  often 
by  night  as  well  as  by  day,  in  exploring  the  coast 
and  seeking  a  place  of  rest,  amidst  perils  fi'om  the 
savages,  from  the  unknown  shore,  and  the  elements, 
which  it  makes  one's  heart  bleed  to  think  upon. 

But  this  dreary  waste,  which  we  thus  contem- 
plate in  imagination,  and  which  they  traversed  in 
sad  reality,  is  a  chosen  land.  It  is  a  theatre  upon 
which  an  all-glorious  drama  is  to  be  enacted.  0a 
this  frozen  soil, — driven  from  the  ivy-clad  churches 
of  their  mother  land, — escaped,  at  last,  from  loath- 
some prisons, — the  meek  fathers  of  a  pure  church 
will  lay  the  spiritual  basement  of  their  temple. 
Here,  on  the  everlasting  rock  of  lilierty,  they  will 
establish  the  foundation  of  a  firee  State.  Beneath 
its  ungenial  wintry  sky,  principles  of  social  right, 
institutions  of  civil  government,  shall  germinate, 
in  which,  what  seemed  the  Utopian  dreams  of  vi- 
sionary sages,  are  to  be  more  than  realized. 

But  let  us  contemplate,  for  a  moment,  the  in- 
struments selected  by  Providence,  for  this  political 
and  moral  creation.  However  unpromising  the 
field  of  action,  the  agents  must  correspond  with 
the  excellence  of  the  work.  The  time  is  truly 
auspicious.  England  is  well  supplied  with  all  thue 
materials  of  a  generous  enterprise.  (She  is  in  the 
full  affluence  of  her  wealth  of  intellect  and  charac- 
ter. The  age  of  Elizabeth  has  passed  and  garnered 
up  its  treasures.  The  age  of  the  ccfmmon wealth, 
silent  and  unsuspected,  is  ripening  towards  its  har- 
vest of  great  men.  The  Burleighs  and  Cecils 
have  sounded  the  depths  of  statesmanship ;  the 
Drakes  and  Ralcighs  have  run  the  whole  rouiul  ai 
chivalry  and  adventure;  the  Cokes  and  Bacons 
are  spreading  the  light  of  their  master-minds  throu^^h 
the  entire  universe  of  philoM>pby  and  law.  Out 
of  a  generation  of  which  men  like  these  arc  the 
guides  and  lights,  it  cannot  be  difficult  to  select 
the  leaders  of  any  lofly  undertaking ;  and,  through 
their  influence,  to  secure  to  it  the  protection  of  roy- 
alty. But,  alas,  for  New  England  !  No,  air,  hap- 
pily for  New  England,  Providence  works  not  with 
human  instruments.  Not  many  wise  men  aiu?r 
the  flesh,  not  many  mighty*  not  many  m^bic,  are 
called.  The  stars  of  human  greatness,  that  glitter 
in  a  court,  are  not  destined  to  riije  on  the  lowering 
horizon  of  the  despised  Colony.  The  feeble  com- 
pany of  Pilgrims  is  not  to  be  marshalled  by  gar- 
tered statesmen,  or  mitred  prelates.  Fleets  will 
not  be  despatched  to  convoy  the  little  band,  nor  ar- 
mies to  protect  it.  Had  there  Iwen  honours  to  be 
won,  or  pleasures  to  be  enjoyed,  or  plunder  to  be 
grasped,  hungry  courtiers,  mid-summer  friends, 
godless  adventurers,  would  have  eaten  out  the 
heart  of  the  enterprise.  Silken  Buckinghams  and 
Somersets  would  have  blasted  it  with  their  patron- 
age.    But,  safe  amidst  their  unenvied  perils,  strong 
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in  their  inoffennve  weakness,  rich  in  their  untempt- 
iiig  poverty,  the  patient  fugitives  are  permitted  to 
pursue  unmolested  the  thorny  paths  of  tribulation ; 
and,  landed  at  last  on  the  unfriendly  shore,  the 
ho^ta  of  God,  in  the  frozen  mail  of  December,  en- 
camp around  the  dwellings  of  the  just ; 

"Siern  famine  guardsi  the  solitnry  coast. 
And  wiuicr  barricades  the  realms  of  frost." 

While  Bacon  is  attuning  the  sweetest  strains  of 
his  honeypd  eloquence  to  soothe  the  dull  ear  of  a 
crowned  pedant,  and  his  great  rival,  only  less  ob- 
sequious, is  on  his  knees  to  deprecate  the  royal 
displeasure,  the  future  founders  of  the  new  repub- 
lic beyond  the  sea  are  training  up  for  their  illustri- 
ous mission,  in  obscurity,  hardship,  and  weary  ex- 
ile in  a  foreign  land. 

And  now, — for  the  fulness  of  time  is  come, — 
letVis  go  up  once  more,  in  imaginstion,  to  yonder 
hill,  and  look  out  upon  the  November  scene.     That 
iiingle  dark  speck,  just  discernible  through  the  per- 
spective glass,  on  the  waste  of  waters,  is  the  fated 
vesjel.      The  storm  roosns  through  her  tattered 
canvas,  as  she  creeps,  almost  sinking,  to  her  an- 
chorage in  Provincelown  harbour;  and  there  she 
lies,  with  all  her  treasures,  not  of  silver  and  gold, 
(for  of  these  she  has  none,)  but  of  courage,  of  pa- 
tience, of  zeal,  of  high  spiritual  daring.     So  oAen 
as  I  dwell  in  imagination  on  this  scene ;  when  I 
consider  the  condition  of  the  Mayflower,  utterly  in- 
capable, as  she  was,  of  living  through  another  gale ; 
when  I  survey  the  terrible  front  presented  by  our 
coaftt  to  the  navigator  who,  unacquainted  with  its 
channels  and  roadsteads,  should  approach  it  in  the 
stormy  season,  I  dare   not  call  it  a  mere  piece  of 
goixl  fortune,  that  the  general  north  and  south 
wall  of  the  shore  of  New   England    should    be 
broken   by   this   extraordinary  projection   of  the 
Cape,  running  out  into  the  ocean  a  hundred  miles, 
as  if  on  purpose  to  receive  and  encircle  the  pre- 
cious vessel.     As  I  now  sec  her,  freighted  with  the 
destinies  of  a  continent,  barely  escaped  from  the 
perils  of  the  deep,  approaching  the  shore  precisely 
where  the  broad  sweep  of  this  most  remarkable 
headland  presents  almost  the  only  point,  at  which, 
for  hundreds  of  miles,  she  could,  with  any  ease, 
have  made  a  harbour,  and  this,  perhaps,  the  very 
best  on  the  seaboard,  I  feel  my  spirit  raised  above 
the  sphere  of  mere  natural  agencies.     I  see  the 
mountains   of  New    England   rising   from    their 
rocky  thrones.     They  rush  forward  into  the  ocean, 
Killing  down  as  they  advance ;  and  there  they 
range  ihemsrlves,  as  a  mighty  bulwark  around  the 
Heaven-directed  vessel.     Yes,  the  everlasting  God 
himself  stretches  out  the  arm  of  his  mercy  and  his 
power,  in  substantial  manifestation,  and  gathers  the 
tncek  company  of  his  worship|>er8  as  in  the  hollow 
of  his  hand. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  DfSCOVERY. 
raoai  xv  addojcbb  at  amiikbst  cou.e<ib. 


Wk  are  confirmed  in  the  conclusion  that  the  po- 
pular diffusion  of  knowledge  is  favourable  to  the 
growth  of  science,  when  we  reflect  that,  vast  as 
the  domain  of  learning  is,  and  extraordinary  as  ia 


the  progress  which  has  been  made  in  almost  every 
branch,  we  may  assume  ascertain,  I  will  not  say  that 
we  are  in  its  infancy,  but  that  the  discoveries  whioh 
have  been  already  made,  wonderful  as  they  are,  bear 
but  a  small  proportion  to  those  that  will  hereafter 
be  effected ;  and  that  in  every  thing  that  belongs 
to  the  improvement  of  man,  there  is  yet  a  field  of 
investigation  broad  enough  to  satisfy  the  most  eager 
thirst  for  knowl^edge,  and  diversified  enough  to  suit 
every  variety  of  taste,  order  of  intellect,  or  degree 
of  qualification.  For  the  peaceful  victories  of  the 
mind,  that  unknown  and  unconqucred  world,  for 
which  Alexander  wept;  is  for  ever  near  at  hand; 
hidden  indeed,  as  yet,  behind  the  veil  with  which 
nature  shrouds  her  undiscovered  mysteries,  but 
stretching  all  along  the  confines  of  the  domain  of 
knowledge,  sometimes  nearest  when  least  suspected. 
The  foot  has  not  yet  pressed,  nor  the  eye  beheld 
it ;  but  the  mind,  in  its  deepest  musings,  in  its 
wildest  excursions,  will  sometimes  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  hidden  realm — a  gleam  of  light  from  the 
Hesperian  island — a  freth  and  fragrant  breeze  from 
off  the  undiscovered  land — 

"■Sabwan  odours  from  the  spicy  shore," 
which  happier  voyagers,  in  after  times,  shall  ap- 
proach,'explore  and  inhabit  Who  has  not  felt, 
when,  with  his  very  soul  concentrated  in  his  eyes, 
while  the  world  around  him  is  wrapped  in  sleep, 
he  gazes  into  the  holy  depths  of  the  midnight  hea- 
vens, or  wanders  in  contemplation  among  the 
worlds  and  systems  that  sweep  through  the  immen- 
sity of  space — who  has  not  felt  as  if  their  mystery 
must  yet  more  fully  yield  to  the  ardent,  unwearied, 
imploring  research  of  patient  science  1  Who  does 
not,  in  those  choice  and  blessed  moments,  in  which 
the  world  and  its  interests  are  forgotten,  and  the 
spirit  retires  into  the  inmost  sanctuary  of  its  own 
meditations,  and  there,  unconscious  of  every  thing 
but  itself  and  the  infinite  Perfection,  of  vvhich  it 
is  the  earthly  type,  and  kindling  the  flame  of  thought 
on  the  altar  of  prayer — who  does  not  feel,  in  mo- 
ments like  these,  as  if  it  must  at  last  be  given  to 
man,  to  fathom  the  great  secret  of  his  own  being — 
to  solve  the  mighty  problem 

"Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will  and  fate?" 
When  I  think  in  what  slight  elements  the  great 
discoveries  that  have  changed  the  condition  of  the 
world  have  oftentimes  originated ;  on  the  entire 
revolution  in  political  and  social  affairs  which  has 
resulted  from  the  use  of  the  magnetic  needle ;  on 
the  world  of  wonders,  teeming  with  the  most  im- 
portant scieniific  discoverics,which  has  been  opened 
by  the  telescope ;  on  the  all-controlling  influence 
of  so  simple  an  invention  as  that  of  movable  me- 
tallic types;  on  the  eflects  of  the  invention  of  gun- 
powder, no  doubt  the  casual  result  of  some  idle 
experiment  in  alchemy  ;  on  the  consequences  that 
have  resulted  and  are  likely  to  result,  from  the  ap- 
plication of  the  vapour  of  boiling  water  to  the  manu- 
fiicturing  arts,  to  navigation,  and  transportation  by 
land ;  on  the  results  of  a  single  sublime  concep- 
tion in  the  mind  of  Newton,  on  which  he  erected, 
as  on  a  foundation,  the  glorious  temple  of  the  sys- 
tem of  the  heavens;  in  fine,  when  I  consider  how, 
firom  the  great  master-principle  of  tlie  philosophy 
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of  Bacon — the  induction  of  Truth  from  the  obscr- 
Tation  of  Fact — has  flowed,  as  from  a  living  foun- 
tain, the  fresh  and  still  swelling:  stream  of  modern 
flcience,  I  am  almost  oppressed  with  the  idea  of 
the  probable  connection  of  the  truths  already 
known,  with  great  principles  which  remain  undis- 
covered,—of  the  proximity  in  which  we  may  un- 
consciously stand,  to  the  raotit  astonishing,  though 
yet  unrcvealed  mysteries  of  the  material  and  intel- 
lectual world. 

If,  afler  thus  considering  the  seemingly  obvious 
sources  from  which  the  most  important  discoveries 
and  improvements  have  sprung,  we  inquire  into 
the  extent  of  the  field,  in  which  firtlier  discoverii'S 
are  to  be  made,  which  is  no  other  and  no  less  than 
the  entire  natural  and  spiritual  creation  of  God — 
a  grand  and  lovely  system,  even  as  wc  imperfectly 
apprehend  it,  but  no  doubt  most  grand,  lovely  and 
harmonious,  beyond  all  that  we  now  conceive  or  ima- 
gine ;  when  we  reflect  that  the  most  insulated,  seem- 
ingly disconnected,  and  even  contradictory  parts  of 
the  system  are,  no  doubt,  bound  together  as  por- 
tions of  one  stupendous  whole :  and  that  those 
which  are  at  present  the  least  explicable,  and  which 
most  completely  defy  the  penetration  hitherto 
bestowed  upon  them,  are  as  intelligible,  in  re- 
ality, as  that  which  seems  most  plain  and  clear ; 
that  as  every  atom  in  the  universe  attracts  every 
other  atom,  and  is  attracted  by  it,  so  every  truth 
stands  in  harmonious  connection  with  every  other 
truth;  we  are  brought  directly  to  the  conclusion, 
that  every  portion  of  knowledge  now  possessed, 
every  observed  fact,  ever}'  demonstrated  principle,  is 
a  clew;  which  we  hold  by  one  end  in  the  hand, 
and  which  is  capable  of  guiding  the  faithful  in- 
quirer farther  and  farther  into  the  inmost  recesses 
of  the  labyrinth  of  nature.  Ages,  and  ages  viay 
elapse,  before  it  conduct  the  patient  intellect  to  the 
wonders  of  science  to  which  it  will  eventually  lead 
him ;  and  perhaps  with  the  next  step  he  takes,  he 
will  reach  the  goal,  and  principles  destined  to  af- 
fect the  condition  of  millions  beam  in  characters 
of  light  upon  his  understanding.  What  was  at 
once  more  unexpected  and  more  obvious  than 
Newton's  discovery  of  the  origin  of  light  1  Every 
living  being,  since  the  creation  of  the  world,  had 
gazed  on  the  ruinl>ovv ;  to  none  had  the  beautiful 
mystery  revealed  itself.  And  even  the  great  phi- 
losopher himself,  while  dissecting  the  solar  beam, 
while  actually  untwisting  the  golden  and  silver 
threads  that  compose  the  ray  of  light,  laid  open 
but  half  its  wonders.  And  who  shall  say  that  to 
us,  to  whom,  as  wc  think,  modem  science  has  dis- 
closed the  residue,  truths  more  wonderful  than 
those  now  known  will  not  yet  be  revealed  1 

It  is  therefore  by  no  means  to  be  inferred,  be- 
cause the  human  mind  has  seemed  to  linger  for  a 
long  time  around  certain  results — as  ultimate  prin- 
ciples— that  they  and  the  principles  closely  con- 
nected with  them  are  not  likely  to  be  pushed  much 
farther ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  does  the  intellect 
always  require  much  time  to  bring  its  noblest  truths 
to  seeming  perfection.  It  was,  I  suppose,  two 
thousand  years  from  the  time  when  the  peculiar 
properties  of  the  magnet  were  6r8t  observed,  be- 


fore it  became,  through  the  means  of  those  quali- 
ties, the  pilot  which  guided  Columbus  to  the  Ame- 
rican continent  Before  the  invention  of  the  oom- 
pass  could  take  full  effect,  it  was  nec^sary  that 
some  na\igator  should  practically  and  boldly  gra^ 
the  idea  that  the  globe  is  round.  The  two  truths 
are  apparently  without  connection;  but  in  their 
application  to  practice,  they  are  intimately  associ- 
ated. Hobbes  says  that  Dr.  Harvey,  the  illustrioui 
discoverer  of  the  circulation  of  the  blood,  is  the 
only  author  of  a  great  discovery  who  ever  lived  to 
see  it  universally  adopted.  To  the  honour  of  sob- 
sequent  science,  this  remark  could  not  now,  with 
equal  truth,  be  made.  Nor  was  Harvey  himself 
without  some  painful  experience  of  the  obstacles, 
arising  from  popular  ignorance,  against  which 
truth  sometimes  forces  its  way  to  general  accept- 
ance. When  he  first  proposed  the  beautiful  doc- 
trine, his  practice  fell  off;  people  would  not  con- 
tinue to  trust  their  lives  in  the  hands  of  such  a 
dreamer.  When  it  was  firmly  established  and  ge- 
nerally received,  one  of  his  opponents  published  a 
tract  de  cirrulo  sanguinis  Sohmoncn,  and  proved 
from  the  twelflh  chapter  of  Ecclesiastcs,  that  the 
circulation  of  the  blood  was  no  secret  in  the  time 
of  Solomon.  The  whole  doctrine  of  the  Reforma- 
tion may  be  found  in  the  writings  of  Wiclif;  but 
neither  he  nor  his  age  felt  the  importance  of  his 
principles,  nor  the  consequences  to  which  they  led. 
Hubs  had  studied  the  writings  of  WicUf  in  manu- 
script, and  was  in  no  degree  behind  him,  in  the 
boldness  with  which  he  denounced  the  pspsl  usur- 
pations. But  his  voicb  was  not  heard  beyond  die 
mountains  of  Bohemia;  and  he  expired  in  agony 
at  the  stake,  and  his  ashes  were  scattered  upon  the 
Rhine.  A  hundred  years  passed  away.  Luther, 
like  an  avenging  angel,  burst  upon  the  world,  and 
denounced  the  corruptions  of  the  church,  and  ral- 
lied the  host  of  the  faithful,  with  a  voice  which 
might  almost  call  up  those  ashes  from  tiieir  watery 
grave,  and  form  and  kindle  them  again  into  a  liv- 
ing witness  of  the  truth. 

Thus  Providence,  which  has  ends  innumenble 
to  answer,  in  the  conduct  of  the  physical  and  intellee- 
tual,  as  well  as  of  the  moral  world,  sometimes  per- 
mits the  great  discoverers  fully  to  enjoy  their  fcmc, 
sometimes  to  catch  but  a  glimpse  of  the  extent  oi 
their  achievements,  and  dbmetimes  sends  them  de- 
jected and  heart-broken  to  the  grave,  unconscious 
of  the  importance  of  their  own  discoveries,  and  not 
merely  undervalued  by  their  contemporaries,  hat 
by  themselves.  It  is  plain  that  Copernicus,  like 
his  great  contemporary,  Columbus,  though  fully 
conscious  of  the  boldness  and  the  novelty  of  his 
doctrine,  saw  but  a  part  of  the  changes  it  was  to 
effect  in  science.  Afler  harbouring  in  bis  boson 
for  long,  long  years  that  pernicious  heresy — the 
solar  system — he  died  on  the  day  of  the  appear- 
ance of  his  book  from  the  press.  The  cloeiDf 
scene  #f  his  life,  with  a  little  help  from  the  imagi- 
nation, would  furnish  a  noble  subject  for  an  artisL 
For  thirty-five  years  he  has  revolvwl  and  matured  in 
his  mind  his  system  of  the  heavens.  A  natural 
mildness  of  disposition,  bordering  on  timidity,  i 
reluctance  to  encounter  controversy,  and  a  dread 
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of  persecution,  have  led  him  to  withhold  his  work 
from  the  press,  and  make  known  his  system  but 
to  a  few  confidential  disciples  and  friends.  At 
length  he  draws  near  his  end ;  he  is  seventy-three 
years  t^f  age,  and  he  yields  his  work  on  »*  The  Re- 
volufi  •?  N  of  the  Heavenly  Orbs"  to  his  friends  for 
publican  on.  The  day  at  last  has'corae,  on  which  it 
is  to  be  ushered  into  the  world.  It  is  the  twenty- 
fourth  of  May,  1543.  On  that  day — the  eifect,  no 
doubt,  of  the  intense  excitement  of  his  mind,  ope- 
rating upon  an  exhausted  frame — an  effusion  of 
blood  brings  him  to  the  gates  of  the  grave.  His 
last  hour  has  come;  he  lies  stretched  upon  the 
couch  from  which  he  will  never  rise,  in  his  apart- 
ment at  the  Canonry  at  Frauenberg,  East  Prussia. 
The  beams  of  the  setting  sun  glance  through  the 
Gothic  windows  of  his  chamber ;  near  bis  bedside 
b  the  armillary  sphere,  which  he  has  contrived  to 
repre^nt  his  theory  of  the  heavens ;  his  picture, 
painted  by  himself,  the  amusement  of  his  earlier 
years,  hangs  before  him ;  beneath  it  are  his  astro- 
lalie  and  other  imperfect  astronomical  instruments ; 
and  around  him  are  gathered  his  sorrowing  disci- 
ples. The  door  of  the  apartment  opens; — the 
eye  of  tlie  departing  sage  is  turned  to  see  who  en- 
ters :  it  is  a  friend,  who  brings  him  the  first  printed 
copy  of  his  immortal  treatise.  He  knows  that  in 
that  book  he  contradicts  all  that  had  ever  been 
distinctly  taught,  by  former  philosophers;  he  knows 
that  he  has  rebelled  against  the  sway  of  Ptolemy, 
which  the  scientific  world  had  acknowledged  for  a 
thousand  years ;  he  knows  that  the  popular  mind 
will  be  shocked  by  his  innovations ;  he  knows  that 
the  attempt  will  be  made  to  press  even  religion  into 
the  service  against  him ;  but  he  knows  that  his 
book  is  true.  He  is  dying,  but  he  leaves  a  glorious 
truth,  as  his  dying  bequest  to  the  world.  He  bids 
the  friend  who  has  brought  it  place  himself  between 
the  window  and  his  bedside,  that  the  sun's  rays 
may  fall  upon  the  precious  volume,  and  he  may 
behold  it  once  more,  before  his  eye  grows  dim. 
He  looks  upon  it,  takes  it  in  his  hands,  presses  it 
to  his  breast,  and  expires.  But  no,  he  is  not  wholly 
gone.  A  smile  lights  up  his  dying  countenance ; 
a  beam  of  returning  intelligence  kindles  in  his  eye ; 
his  lips  move ;  and  the  friend,  who  leans  over  him, 
can  hear  him  faintly  murmur  the  beautiful  senti- 
ments which  the  Chriptian  lyrist  of  a  later  age  has 
so  finely  expressed  in  verse : 
Ye  goldr>n  lamps  ofheaven,  farewell,  with  all  your  feeble 

Farewe:!.  thou  ever-ebanging  moon,  pale  empress  of  ihe 

AndUiou  refulgent  orb  of  day,  in  brighter  flames  array'd, 
My  soul  which  springs  beyond  ihy  sphere,  uo  more  de- 
mands thy  aid. 
Te  siar^  are  but  the  shining  dust  of  my  divine  abode, 
Tht  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts,  where  I  shall 
reign  with  God. 

So  died  the  great  Coltimbus  of  the  heavens. 


EXTENSION  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

I      »WW  Alt  OKATIOZr  BZroaS  THK  phi  BKTA  kappa  80CISTT. 

In  the  grand  and  steady  progress  of  our  coun- 
I  try,  the  career  of  duty  and  usefulness  will  be  run 
I    by  all  its  cliildren,  under  a  constantly  increasing ' 


43 


excitement  The  voice,  which,  fn  the  morning  of 
life,  shall  awaken  the  patriotic  sympathy  of  the 
land,  will  be  echoed  back  by  a  community,  incal- 
culably swelled  in  all  its  proportions,  before  that 
voice  shall  be  hushed  in  death.  The  writer,  by  whom 
the  noble  features  of  our  scenery  shall  be  dtctched 
with  a  glowing  pencil,  the  traits  of  our  romantic 
early  history  gathered  up  with  filial  zeal,  and  the 
peculiarities  of  our  character  seized  with  delicate 
perception,  cannot  mount  so  entirely  and  rapidly 
to  success,  but  that  ten  years  will  add  new  millions 
to  the  numbers  of  his  readers.  The  American 
statesman,  the  orator,  whose  voice  is  already  heard 
in  its  supremacy,  from  Florida  to  Maine,  whose  in- 
tellectual empire  already  extends  beyond  the  limits 
of  Alexander's,  has  yet  new  states  and  new  na- 
tions starting  into  being,  the  willing  tributaries  to 
his  sway. 

This  march  of  our  population  westward  has  been 
attended  with  consequences  in  some  degree  novel 
in  the  history  of  the  human  mind.  It  is  a  fiict 
somewhat  difficult  of  explanation,  that  the  refine- 
ment of  the  ancient  nations  seemed  almost  wholly 
devoid  of  an  elastic  and  expansive  principle.  The 
arts  of  Greece  were  enchained  to  her  islands  and 
her  coasts ;  they  did  not  penetrate  the  interior,  at 
least  not  in  every  direction.  The  language  and 
Uterature  of  Athens  were  as  much  unknown  to 
the  north  of  Pindus,  at  a  distance  of  two  hundred 
miles  from  the  capital  of  Grecian  refinement,  as 
they  were  in  Scythia.  Thrace,  whose  mountain 
tops  ma^  almost  be  seen  from  the  porch  of  the 
temple  of  Minerva  at  Sunium,  was  the  proverbial 
abode  of  barbarism.  Though  the  colonies,  of 
Greece  were  scattered  on  the  coasts  of  Italy,  of 
France,  of  Spain,  and  of  Africa,  no  extension  of 
their  population  far  into  the  interior  took  place,  and 
the  arts  did  not  penetrate  beyond  the  walls  of  the 
cities  where  they  were  cultivated.  How  differ- 
ent is  the  picture  of  the  diffusion  of  the  arts  and 
improvements  of  civilization,  from  the  coast  to  the 
interior  of  America!  Population  advances  west- 
ward with  a  rapidity  which  numbers  may  describe 
indeed,  but  cannot  represent,  with  any  vivacity,  to 
the  mind.  The  wilderness,  which  one  year  is  im- 
passable, is  traversed  the  next  by  the  caravans  of 
the  industrious  emigrants,  who  go  to  follow  the  set- 
ting sun,  with  the  language,  the  institutions,  and 
the  arts  of  civilized  hfe.  It  is  not  the  irruption  of 
wild  barbarians,  sent  to  visit  the  wrath  of  God  on 
a  degenerate  empire ;  it  is  not  the  inroad  of  disci- 
plined banditti,  marshalled  by  the  intrigues  of  min- 
isters and  kings.  It  is  the  human  family,  led  out 
to  possess  its  broad  patrimony.  The  states  and 
nations,  which  are  springing  up  in  the  valley  of 
the  Missouri,  are  bound  to  us,  by  the  dearest  tics 
of  a  common  language,  a  common  government, 
and  a  common  descent  Before  New  England  can 
look  with  coldness  on  their  rising  myriads,  she  roust 
forget  that  some  of  the  best  of  her  own  blood  is 
beating  in  their  veins;  that  her  hardy  children, 
with  their  axes  on  their  shoulders,  have  been  lite- 
rally among  the  pioneers  in  this  march  of  humani- 
ty ;  that  young  as  she  is,  she  has  become  the  mo- 
ther of  populous  states.     What  generous  mind 
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would  sacrifice  to  a  selfish  preservation  of  local  pre- 
ponderance, the  delight  of  beholding  civilized  na- 
tions rising  up  in  the  desert ;  and  the  language, 
the  manners,  the  inxtitutionH,  to  which  he  has  been 
reared,  carried  with  his  household  gods  to  the  foot 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains  ?  Who  can  forget  that 
this  extension  of  our  territorial  limits  is  the  exten- 
sion of  the  empire  of  all  wie  hold  dear;  of  our 
laws,  of  our  character,  of  the  memory  of  our  an- 
cestors, of  the  great  achievements  in  our  history  1 
Whithersoever  the  sons  of  the  thirteen  states  shall 
wander,  to  southern  or  western  dimes,  they  will 
send  back  their  hearts  to  the  rocky  shores,  the  bat- 
tle fields,  and  the  intrepid  councils  of  the  Atlantic 
coast.  These  are  placed  beyond  the  reach  of  vicis- 
situde. They  have  become  already  matter  of  his- 
tory, of  poetry,  of  eloquence : 

The  love,  where  death  has  set  bis  seal, 

Nor  a^c.  can  chill,  nor  rival  sieal. 
Nor  falHehood  disavow. 

Divisions  may  spring  up,  ill  blood  may  bum, 
parties  be  formed,  and  interests  may  seem  to  clash ; 
but  the  great  bonds  of  the  nation  are  linked  to 
what  is  passed.  The  deeds  of  the  great  men,  to 
whom  this  country  owes  its  origin  and  growth,  are 
a  patrimony,  I  know,  of  which  its  children  will 
never  deprive  themselves.  As  long  as  the  Missis- 
sippi and  the  Missouri  shall  flow,  those  men  and 
those  deeds  will  be  remembered  on  their  banks. 
The  sceptre  of  government  may  go  where  it  will ; 
but  that  of  patriotic  feeling  can  never  depart  from 
Judah.  In  all  that  mighty  region  which  is  drained 
by  the  Missouri  and  its  tributary,  streams — the  val- 
ley co-extensive  with  the  temperate  zone — will 
there  be,  as  long  as  the  name  of  America  shall 
last,  a  father,  that  will  not  take  his  children  on  his 
knee  and  recount  to  them  the  events  of  the  twen- 
ty-second of  December,  the  nineteenth  of  April, 
the  seventeenth  of  June,  and  the  fourth  of  July  ? 

This  then  is  the  theatre  on  which  the  intellect 
of  America  is  to  appear,  and  such  tlie  motives  to 
its  exertion ;  such  the  ma>ss  to  be  influenced  by  its 
energies,  such  the  crowd  to  witness  its  eflforts,  such 
the  glory  to  crown  its  success.  If  I  err  in  this 
happy  vision  of  my  country*s  fortunes,  I  thank 
God  for  an  error  so  animating.  If  this  l)c  false, 
may  I  never  know  tlic  truth.  Never  may  you,  my 
friends,  be  under  any  other  feeling,  than  that  a  great, 
a  growing,  an  immeasurably  expanding  country  is 
calling  upon  you  for  your  best  8er\ices.  The 
name  and  character  of  our  Ahna  Mater  have  al- 
ways been  carried  by  some  of  our  brethren  thou- 
sands of  miles  from  her  venerable  walls ;  and  thou- 
sands of  milex  still  farther  westward,  the  commu- 
nities of  kindred  men  are  fast  gathering,  whose 
minds  and  hearts  will  act  in  sympathy  with  yours. 

l^he  most  powerful  motives  call  on  us,  as  scholars, 
for  those  eflbrts,  which  our  common  country  de- 
mands of  all  her  children.  Most  of  us  are  of  that 
class,  who  owe  whatever  of  knowledge  has  shone 
into  our  minds,  to  the  free  and  popular  institutions 
of  our  native  land.  There  are  few  of  us,  who 
may  not  be  permitted  to  boast,  that  we  have  been 
reared  in  an  honest  poverty  or  a  frugal  competence, 
and  owe  every  thing  to  those  means  of  education 


which  are  equally  open  to  alL  We  are  summoDed 
to  new  energy  and  zeal  by  the  high  nature  of  the 
experiment  we  are  appointed  in  Providence  to 
make,  and  the  grandenr  of  the  theatre  on  which  it 
is  to  be  performed.  When  the  old  world  afforded 
no  longer  any  hope,  it  pleased  Heaven  to  open 
this  last  refuge  of  humanity.  The  attempt  has 
begun,  and  is  going  on,  far  from  foreign  comiptioo, 
on  the  broadest  scale,  and  under  the  most  benig- 
nant prospects ;  and  it  certainly  rests  with  us  to  sr^ve 
the  great  problem  in  human  society,  to  settle,  and 
that  for  ever,  that  momentous  question — whether 
mankind  can  be  trusted  with  a  purely  popular 
system  1  One  might  almost  think,  without  extra- 
vagance, that  the  departed  wise  and  good  of  all 
places  and  times  are  looking  down  from  their  happy 
seats  to  witness  what  shall  now  be  done  by  us;  that 
they  who  lavished  their  treasures  and  their  Mood 
of  old,  who  laboured  and  suflfered,  who  spake  and 
wrote,  who  fought  and  perislied,  in  the  one  great 
cause  of  freedom  and  truth,  are  now  hanging 
from  their  orbs  on  high,  over  the  last  solemn  expe- 
riment of  humanity.  As  I  have  wandered  over 
the  spots,  once  the  scene  of  their  labours,  and 
mused  among  the  prostrate  columns  of  their  se- 
nate houses  and  forums,  I  have  seemed  almost  to 
hear  a  voice  from  the  tombs  of  departed  ages ;  from 
the  sepolchres  of  the  nations,  which  died  before 
the  sight.  They  exhort  us,  they  adjure  us  to  be 
faithful  to  our  trusL  They  implore  us,  by  the 
long  trials  of  stniggling  humanity,  by  the  blessed 
memory  of  the  departed ;  by  the  dear  faith,  which 
has  been  plighted  by  pure  hands,  to  the  holy  caose 
of  truth  and  man ;  by  the  awful  secrets  of  the 
prison  houses,  where  the  sons  of  freedom  have 
been  immured;  by  the  noble  heads  which  have 
been  brought.to  the  block;  by  the  wrecks  of  time, 
by  the  eloquent  ruins  of  nations,  they  conjure  os 
not  to  quench  the  light  which  is  rising  on  the 
world.  Greece  cries  to  us,  by  the  convulsed  tips 
of  her  poisoned,  dying  Demosthenes ;  and  Rome 
pleads  with  us,  in  the  mute  persuasion  of  her 
mangled  TuUy. 


THREE  PICTURES  OF  BOSTON. 

FaOM  AN  AODBE8H  BEFORE  THK  MEBC.  LIB.  ASBOClATIOa. 


To  understand  the  character  of  the  conuncree 
of  our  own  city,  we  must  not  look  merely  at  one 
point,  but  at  the  whole  circuit  of  country,  of 
which  it  is  the  business  centre.  We  must  net 
contemplate  it  only  at  this  present  moment  of 
time,  but  we  must  bring  before  our  imaginations, 
as  in  the  shifting  scenes  of  a  diorama,  at  least  thrre 
successive  historical  and  topographical  pictures; 
and  truly  instructive  I  think  it  would  be  to  see 
them  delineated  on  canvas.  We  must  survey  the 
first  of  them  in  the  company  of  the  venerable 
John  Winthrop,  the  founder  of  the  state.  Let  os 
go  up  with  him,  on  the  day  of  his  landing,  the  se- 
venteenth of  June,  1630,  to  the  heights  of  yonder 
peninsula,  as  yet  without  a  name.  Landward 
stretches  a  disnial  forest ;  seaward,  a  waste  of  wateisy 
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mupotted  with  a  nil,  except  that  of  his  own  ship. 
At  the  foot  of  the  hill  you  aee  the  cabins  of  Wal- 
ford  and  the  Spragues,  who — the  Utter  a  year  bo- 
fore,  the  former  still  earlier — had  adventured  to 
this  spot,  untenanted  else  by  any  child  of  civiliza- 
tion. On  the  other  side  of  the  river  lies  Mr. 
Blackstone's  farm.  It  comprises  three  goodly  hills, 
converted  by  a  spring-tide  into  three  wood-crowned 
islets ;  and  it  is  mainly  valued  for  a  noble  spring  of 
fresh  water  which  gushes  from  the  northern  slope 
of  one  of  these  hills,  and  which  furnished,  in  the 
coarse  of  the  summer,  the  motive  for  transferring 
the  seat  of  the  infant  settlement  This  shall  be 
the  first  picture. 

The  second  shall  be  contemplated  from  the  same 
iqiot — the  heights  of  Charleston — on  the  same  day, 
^e  eventful  seventeenth  of  June,  one  hundred  and 
forty-five  years  later,  namely,  in  the  year  1775. 
A  terrific  scene  of  war  rages  on  the  top  df  the  hilL 
Wait  for  a  favourable  moment,  when  the  volumes 
of  fiery  smoke  roll  away,  and  over  the  masts  of 
that  sixty-gun  ship,  whose  batteries  are  blazing 
dpon  the  hill,  you  behold  Mr.  Blackstone*8  farm 
changed  to  an  ill-built  town  of  about  two  thou- 
sand dwelling  houses,  mostly  of  wood,  with  scarce 
any  public  build ingjf,  but  eight  or  nine  churches, 
the  old  State  House,  and  Faneuil  Hall ;  Roxbury 
beyond,  an  insignificant  village ;  a  vacant  marsh  in 
all  the  space  now  occupied  by  Cambridgeport  and 
East  Cambridge,  by  Chelsea  and  East  Boston ;  and 
beneath  your  feet  the  town  of  Charlestown,  con- 
sisting in  the  morning  of  a  line  of  about  three 
hundred  houses,  wrapped  in  a  sheet  of  flames  at 
noon,  and  reduced  at  eventide  to  a  heap  of  ashes. 

But  those  fires  are  kindled  on  the  altar  of  Liber- 
ty. American  independence  is  established.  Ame- 
rican commerce  smiles  on  the  spot;  and  now  from 
the  top  of  one  of  the  triple  hills  of  Mr.  Blackstone's 
iann,  a  stately  edifice  arises,  which  seems  to  invite 
OS  as  to  an  observatory.  As  we  look  down  from 
this  lody  structure,  we  behold  the  third  picture — 
a  crowded,  busy  scene.  We  see  beneath  us  a  city 
containing  eighty  or  ninety  thousand  inhabitants, 
and  mainly  built  of  brick  and  granite.  Vessels  of 
every  description  are  moored  at  the  wharves.  Long 
lines  of  commodious  and  even  stately  houses  cover 
a  space  which,  within  the  memory  of  man,  was  in 
a  state  of  nature.  Substantial  blocks  of  ware- 
houses and  stores  have  forced  their  way  to  the 
channel.  Faneuil  Hail  if  self,  the  consecrated  and 
anchangeable,  has  swelled  to  twice  its  original  di- 
mensions. Athensums,  hopitals,  asylums  and  in- 
firmaries, adorn  the  streets.  The  school-house  rears 
its  modest  front  in  every  quarter  of  the  city,  and 
nxty  or  seventy  churches  atte.<)t  that  the  children 
are  content  to  walk  in  the  good  old  ways  of  their 
fathers.  Connected  with  the  city  by  eight  bridges, 
avenues,  or  ferries,  you  behold  a  range  of  towns, 
mnst  of  them  municipally  distinct,  but  all  of  them 
b  reality  forming,  with  Boston,  one  vast  metropolis, 
animated  by  one  commercial  life.  Shading  off 
from  these,  you  see  that  most  lovely  back-ground, 
a  succession  of  happy  settlements,  spotted  with  vil- 
las, farm  ho-uses  and  cottages;  united  to  Boston  by 
a  constant  intercourse ;  sustaining  the  capital  from 


their  fields  and  gardens,  and  prosperous  in  the  re- 
flux of  the  city's  wealth.  Of  the  social  life  in- 
cluded within  this  circuit,  and  of  all  that  in,  times 
past  has  adorned  and  ennobled  it,  commercial  in- 
dustry has  t)een  an  active  element,  and  has  ex- 
alted itself  by  its  intimate  association  with  every 
thing  else  we  hold  dear.  Within  this  circuit  what 
memorials  strike  the  eye ! — what  recollections — 
what  institutions — what  patriotic  treasures  and 
names  that  cannot  die !  There  lie  the  canonized 
precincts  of  Lexington  and  Concord ;  there  rise 
the  sacred  heights  of  Dorchester  and  Charlestown ; 
there  is  Harvard,  the  ancient  and  venerable,  fos- 
ter-child of  public  and  private  liberality  in  every 
part  of  the  state ;  to  whose  existence  Charlestown 
gave  the  first  impulse,  to  whose  growth  and  useful- 
ness the  opulence  of  Boston  has  at  all  times  min- 
istered with  open  hand.  Still  farther  on  than  the 
eye  can  reach,  four  lines  of  communication  by  rail- 
road and  steam  have  within  our  own  day  united 
with  the  capital,  by  bands  of  iron,  a  still  broader 
circuit  of  towns  and  villages.  Hark  to  the  voice 
of  life  and  business  which  sounds  along  the  lines ! 
While  we  speak,  one  of  them  is  shooting  onward 
to  the  illimitable  west,  and  all  are  uniting  with  the 
other  kindred  enterprises,  to  form  one  harmonious 
and  prosperous  whole,  in  which  town  and  country, 
agriculture  and  manufactures,  labour  and  capital, 
art  and  nature — wrought  and  compacted  into  one 
grand  system — are  constantly  gathering  and  dif- 
fusing, concentrating  and  radiating  the  economical, 
the  social,  the  moral  blessings  of  a  liberal  and  dif- 
fusive commerce. 


EXAMPLES   OF  PATRIOTISM  IN   OUR 
OWN  HISTORY. 


Tub  national  character,  in  some  of  its  most  im- 
portant elements,  must  be  formed,  elevated,  and 
strengthened  from  the  materials  which  history  pre- 
sents. Are  we  to  be  eternally  ringing  the  changes 
upon  Marathon  and  Thermopyls;  and  going  back 
to  find  in  obscure  texts  of  Greek  and  Latin  the 
great  exemplars  of  patriotic  virtue  1  I  rejoice  that  we 
can  find  them  nearer  home,  in  our  own  country,  on 
our  own  soil ; — thatstrains  of  the  noblest  sentiment 
that  ever  swelled  in  the  breast  of  man  are  breath- 
ing to  us  out  of  every  page  of  our  country's  history, 
in  the  native  eloquence  of  our  mother  tongue ; — 
that  the  colonial  and  the  provincial  councils  of 
America  exhibit  to  us  models  of  the  spirit  and 
character  which  gave  Greece  and  Rome  their 
name  and  their  praise  among  the  nations.  Here 
we  ought  to  go  for  our  instruction ;  the  lesson  is 
plain,  it  is  clear,  it  is  applicable.  When  we  go  to 
ancient  history,  we  are  bewildered  with  the  diflcr- 
ence  of  manners  and  institutions.  We  are  willing 
to  pay  our  tribute  of  applause  to  the  memory  of 
Leonidas,  who  fell  nobly  for  his  country,  in  the 
face  of  the  foe.  But  when  we  trace  him  to  his 
home,  we  are  confounded  at  the  reflection,  that  the 
same  Spartan  heroism  to  which  he  sacrificed  him- 
self at  ThermopylsB,  would  have  led  him  to  tear 
his  only  child,  if  it  happened  to  be  a  sickly  babe,— 

8f2 


840 


EBWARD  EVERETT. 


the  yery  object  for  which  all  that  k  kind  and  g^ood 
in  man  rises  up  to  plead, — from  the  boeom  of  its 
mother,  and  carry  it  oat  to  be  eaten  by  the  wolves 
of  Taygetus.  We  feel  a  glow  of  admiration  at 
the  heroism  displayed  at  Marathon  by  the  ten 
thousand  champions  of  invaded  Greece ;  but  we 
cannot  forget  that  the  tenth  part  of  the  number 
were  slaves,  unchained  from  the  workshops  and 
door-posts  of  their  masters,  to  go  and  fight  the  bat- 
tles of  freedom.  I  do  not  mean  that  these  exam- 
ples are  to  destroy  the  interest  with  which  we 
read  the  history  of  ancient  times ;  they  possibly 
increase  that  interest,  by  the  singular  contrast  they 
exhibit.  But  they  do  warn  us,  if  we  need  the 
warning,  to  seek  our  great  practical  lessons  of  pa- 
triotism at  home ;  out  of  the  exploits  and  sacrifices 
of  which  our  own  country  is  the  theatre ;  out  of 
the  characters  of  our  own  Others.  Them  we 
know,  the  high-sou  led,  natural,  unaffected,  the 
citizen  heroes.  We  know  what  happy  firesides 
they  left  for  the  cheerless  camp.  We  know  with 
what  pacific  habits  they  dared  the  perils  of  the 
field.  There  is  no  mystery,  no  romance,  no  mad- 
ness, under  the  name  of  chivalry,  about  them.  It 
is  all  resolute,  manly  resistance — for  conscience' 
and  liberty's  sake— not  merely  of  an  overwhelming 
power,  but  of  all  the  force  of  long-rooted  habits, 
and  the  native  love  of  order  and  peace. 


LtfTHER. 


Iir  the  solemn  loneliness,  in  which  Luther  found 
himself,  he  called  around  him  not  so  much  the  mas- 
ters of  the  Ghreek  and  Latin  wisdom  through  the 
study  of  the  ancient  languages,  as  he  did  the  mass 
of  his  own  countrymen,  by  his  translation  of  the 
Bible.  It  would  have  been  a  matter  of  tardy  im- 
pression and  remote  eflicacy,  had  he  done  no  more 
than  awake  from  the  dusty  alcoves  of  the  libraries 
the  venerable  shades  of  the  classic  teachers.  He 
ronsed  up  a  population  of  living,  sentient  men,  his 
countrymen,  his  brethren.  He  might  have  writ- 
ten and  preached  in  Latin  to  his  dying  day,  and  the 
elegant  Italian  scholars,  champions  of  the  church, 
would  have  answered  him  in  Latin  better  than  his 
own ;  and  with  the  mass  of  the  people,  the  whole 
affair  would  have  been  a  contest  between  angry 
and  loquacious  priests.  *<  Awake  all  antiquity  from 
the  sleep  of  the  libraries  !*'  He  awoke  all  Germa- 
ny and  half  Europe  fi-om  the  scholastic  sleep  of 
an  ignorance  worse  than  death.  He  took  into  his 
hands  not  the  oaten  pipe  of  the  classic  muse ;  he 
moved  to  his  great  work,  not 

to  the  Dorian  mood 

Of  flutes  and  aoA  recorders; — 

He  grasped  the  iron  trumpet  of  his  mother  tong^, 
— the  good  old  Saxon  firom  which  our  own  is  de- 
scended, the  language  of  noble  thought  and  high 
resolve^ — and  blew  a  blast  that  shook  the  nations 
from  Rome  to  the  Orkneys.     Sovereign,  citizen. 


and  peasant,  started  at  the  sound ;  and,  in  a  liew 
short  years,  the  poor  monk,  who  had  begged  hki 
bread  for  a  pious  canticle  in  the  streets  of  Eisen- 
ach,— no  longer  friendlesa,— no  longer  solitary, — 
WAS  sustained  by  victorious  armies,  countenanced  bj 
princes,  and,  what  is  a  thousand  times  more  pre- 
cious than  the  brightest  crown  in  Christendom,  re- 
vered as  a  sage,  a  benefactor,  and  a  spiritoal  pa- 
rent, at  the  firesides  of  millions  of  his  humble  mod 
grateful  countrymen. 


LITERATURE  AND  LIBERTY. 


LiTKRATUBS  is  the  voice  of  the  age  and  the 
state.  The  character,  energy,  and  resources  of  the 
country  are  reflected  and  imaged  forth  in  the  con- 
ceptions of  its  great  minds.  They  are  orf^ans  of  the 
time ;  they  speak  not  their  own  langnage,  they 
scarce  think  their  own  thoughts ;  but  under  an^ino- 
pulse  like  the  prophetic  enthusiasm  of  old,  they 
must  feel  and  utter  the  sentiments  which  society 
inspires.  They  do  not  create,  they  obey  the  spirit 
of  the  age;  the  serene  and  beautiful  spirit  de- 
scended from  the  highest  heaven  of  hberty,  who 
laughs  at  our  preconceptions,  and,  with  the  breath 
of  his  mouth,  sweeps  before  ham  the  men  and  the 
nations  that  cross  his  path.  By  an  unconscious 
instinct,  the  mind,  in  the  action  of  its  powers, 
adapts  itself  to  the  number  and  complexion  of  the 
other  minds  with  which  it  is  to  enter  into  commu- 
nion or  conflict.  As  the  voice  fidls  into  the  key 
which  is  suited  to  the  space  to  be  filled,  the  mind, 
in  the  various  exercises  of  its  creative  facoltiesy 
strives  with  curious  search  for  that  master-iMrte, 
which  will  awaken  ^  vibration  from  the  surround- 
ing community,  and  which,  if  it  do  not  find  it, 
is  itself  too  often  struck  dumb. 

For  this  reason,  from  the  moment  in  the  destiny 
of  nations,  that  they  descend  from  their  culminat- 
ing point,  and  begin  to  decline,  from  that  moment 
the  voice  of  creative  genius  is  hushed,  and  at  best, 
the  age  of  criticism,  learning,  and  imitation  snc- 
ceeds.  When  Greece  ceased  to  be  independent, 
the  forum  and  the  stage  became  mute.  The  pa- 
tronage of  Macedonian,  Alexandrian,  and  Perg»- 
mean  princes  was  lavished  in  vain.  They  coold 
not  woo  the  healthy  Muses  of  Hellas,  from  the 
cold  mountain  tops  of  Greece,  to  dwell  in  their 
gilded  halls.  Nay,  though  the  fall  of  greatneea, 
the  decay  of  beauty,  the  waste  of  strength,  and  the 
wreck  of  power  have  ever  been  among  the  fevoor- 
ite  themes  of  the  pensive  muse,  yet  not  a  poet 
arose  in  Greece  to  chant  her  own  elegy ;  and  it  is 
after  near  three  centuries,  and  from  Cicero  and 
Sulpicius,  that  we  catch  the  first  notes  of  pious  and 
pathetic  lamentation  over  the  fallen  'land  of  the 
arts.  The  freedom  and  genius  of  a  country  are 
invariably  gathered  into  a  common  tomb,  and  there 


can  only  strangers  breathe 


The  naoie  of  tnat  which  was  beneaih. 
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Mr.  Kennedy  was  bom  in  Baltimore  on  the 
twenty-fifth  of  October,  1796.  His  mother  is 
of  the  Pendleton  family,  in  Virginia,  where 
she  now  resides.  His  father,  at  the  time  of 
his  birth,  was  a  prosperous  merchant  in  Bal it- 
more.  He  is  the  eldest  of  four  sons,  who  all, 
except  himself,  live  in  Virginia.  He  went 
through  the  usual  course  of  instruction  in  the 
schools  of  his  native  town,  and  ^nally  was 
grraduated  at  the  Baltimore  College,  in  1812. 
He  was  just  old  enough  to  bear  arms  when 
General  Ross  invaded  Marylaivl)  and  was 
among  the  volunteers  who  fought  at  Bladens- 
burg  and  North  Point,  where  he  had  sufficient 
m^ilitary  experience  to  serve  the  purposes  of 
authorship. 

He  studied  law,  was  admitted  to  the  bar  in 
1816,  and  continued  to  practise  with  great 
success  until  he  went  into  Congress,  from 
which  period  he  took  an  unreluctant  farewell 
of  a  pursuit  which  he  appears  never  to  have 
liked,  notwithstanding  the  eminence  he  at- 
tained in  it.  Swallow  Barn  shows  that  he 
had  a  greater  affection  for  lawyers  than  for 
the  law. 

Mr.  Kennedy's  professional  life  was  from 
first  to  last  mixed  with  literature  and  politics. 
Through  every  stage  of  it  he  wrote  a  g^eat 
deal  of  both  grrave  and  gay,  the  principal  por- 
tion of  which  has  been  published  either  in  the 
newspapers  or  in  pamphlets,  though  he  occa- 
sionally appeared  in  more  ambitious  volumes. 
At  no  time,  howtver,  has  his  application  to 
letters  been  so  earnest  or  exclusive  as  to  give 
him  a  place  in  the  class  of  literary  men,  a  class 
which,  until  very  recently,  had  no  existence 
in  this  country,  and  which  is  still  very  small 
here. 

His  first  work  was  a  joint-stock  affair,  in 
two  volumes,  called  The  Red  Book,  in  its 
character  not  unlike  the  Salmagundi  of  Irving 
1  and  Paulding.  With  a  very  dear  friend,  and 
one  of  the  most  gifted  scholars  of  our  country, 
Mr.  Peter  Hoffman  Cruse,  it  was  thrown  off 
in  numbers,  with  an  interval  of  about  a  fort^ 
aig^t  between  them,  in  Baltimor^^in  1818 
md  1819.    It  was  of  local  and  temporary  in- 


terest, but  it  contained  much  neat  and  playful 
satire  by  Kennedy,  and  some  exceedingly  cle- 
ver poetry  by  Cruse,*  which  will  prevent  its 
being  forgotten. 

Swallow  Bam,  or  a  Sojourn  in  the  Old 
Dominion,  viras  published  in  1832.  '*  I  have 
had  the  greatest  difficulty,*'  he  says  in  the  pre- 
face, "  to  keep  myself  from  writing  a  novel." 
ft  appears  to  have  been  cofikimenced  as  a  series 
of  detached  sketches  of  old  or  lower  Virginia, 
exhibiting  the  habits,  customs  and  opinions 
of  the  people  of  that  region,  and  to  have  grown 
into  something  wilh  the  coherence  of  a  stor^ 
before  it  was  finished.  The  plan  of  it  very 
much  resembles  that  of  Bracebridge  Hall,  but 
it  is  purely  American,  and  has  more  fidelity 
as  an  exhibition  of  rural  life,  while  it  is 
scarcely  inferior  in  spirit  and  grraceful  hu- 
mour. Miss  Sedgwick  has  given  us  some 
delightful  sketches  of  primitive  customs  and 
feelings  in  New  England;  Mi's.  Kirkland 
has  described  with  remarkable  accuracy  the 
^*  new  homes"  of  Michigan ;  Judge  Hall  has 
been  successful  in  delineating  the  border  ex- 
periences of  Illinois;  Judge  Longstreet  has 
painted  up  to  nature  in  his  humorous  Georgia 
Scenes ;  and  Mr.  Thorpe,  Mr.  Hooper,  and 
others,  have  lifted  the  veil  from  the  lodge  of 
the  hunter  and  the  cabin  of  the  settler  in  the 
far  south-west;  but  none  of  our  pictures  of 

*  p.  H.  Cruse  fell  a  victim  to  the  cholera  in  1832.  He 
died  before  he  had  achieved  in  letters  that  distinguished 
reputation  which  all  who  knew  him  predicted  for  him. 
He  was  born  in  Baltimore  in  1793,  was  educated  at 
Princeton  College,  New  Jersey,  and  prepared  himself 
for  the  practice  of  the  law,  to  which,  however,  he  never 
devoted  himself,  preferring  rather  to  follow  the  bent  of 
his  inclination  in  a  life  of  literary  study.  He  tJjus  be- 
came an  accomplished  scholar,  and  one  of  the  purest 
writers  of  our  language.  What  he  published  is  confined 
chiefly  to  the  Reviews,  of  the  ten  years  previous  to  his 
death,  and  to  the  Baltimore  American,  the  editorial  de- 
partment of  which  was  for  several  years  under  his 
charge.  He  possessed  the  most  graceful  wit,  com- 
bined, as  it  usually  is,  with  a  taste  of  the  most  classical 
purity,  and  was  always  greatly  remarked  for  the  extra- 
ordinary vivacity  and  brilliancy  of  his  conversation. 
These  traits  appear,  tb«ugh  in  less  degree,  in  his  writ- 
ings. An  agreeable  volume  might  be  furnished  from  his 
published  and  unpublished  works,  and  I  hope  Mr.  Kei>- 

uedy  will  ere  long  lay  such  a  one  before  the  public. 
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focal  manners  surpass,  in  truthful  minuteness 
or  easy  elegance  of  diction,  these  transcripts 
of  life  in  Virginia. 

In  1835  Mr.  Kennedy  published  his  next 
work.  Horse  Shoe  Robinson,  a  Tale  of  the 
Tory  Ascendancy.  He  had  spent  a  part  of 
the  winter  of  1818-19  in  the  Pendleton  Dis- 
trict of  South  Carolina,  and  there  met  his 
hero,  from  whom  he  heard  some  extraordinary 
details  of  his  personal  adventures.  The  novel 
was  suggested  by  this  meeting,  and  he  has 
introduced  into  it  almost  a  verbatim  repetition 
of  Horse  Shoe's  escape  from  Charleston  after 
its  surrender.  No  works  could  be  more  un- 
like each  other  than  this  and  Swallow  Barn. 
They  have  no  resemblance  in  style,  in  con- 
struction, or  in  spirit ;  but  Horse  Shoe  Robin- 
son was  even  more  successful  than  its  prede- 
cessor. Frank  Meriwether  the  country  gen- 
ISeman,  the  shrewd  and  good-humoured  old 
lawyer  Philpot  Wart,  and  other  characters,  in 
the  first,  are  sketched  with  singular  skill  and 
felicity,  but  they  are  less  essentially  creations 
than  the  free-hearted,  sagacious,  and  heroic 
partisan  yeoman,  who  quits  his  anvil  at  the 
commencement  of  the  civil  war,  and  acts  an 
important  though  humble  part  through  its 
scenes  of  Excitement  and  darin^  until  the 
Whigs  are  triumphant.  There  are  in  the 
second  work  other  original  and  admirably 
executed  characters,  whose  individuality  is 
distinct  and  perfectly  sustained  amid  all  va- 
rieties of  circumstance;  and  skilful  under- 
plotSj  in  which  are  imbodied  beautifully- 
wrought  scenes  of  love  and  touching  inci- 
dents of  sorrow. 

In  1838  appeared  Rob  of  the  Bowl,  a  Le- 
gend of  St.  Inigoe's.  This  novel  was  evi- 
dently written  with  much  more  care  than  the 
others,  but  it  was  less  successful.  Though 
dealing  largely  in  invention,  it  is,  like  Horse 
Shoe  Robinson,  of  an  historical  character,  and 
may  be  regarded  as  an  attempt  to  illustrate 
the  annals  of  Maryland  under  the  rule  of  the 
lord  proprietary  Cecilius  Calvert,  when  the 
colony  was  distracted  by  feuds  between  the 
Protestants  and  Catholics.  The  characters 
are  numerous,  various,  and  strongly  marked  ; 
but  several  of  them  are  so  prominent  and  so 
elab^tely  finished  that  the  interest  is  much 
divicW,  and  it  has  been  remarked  with  some 
reason,  that  the  story  wants  a  hero.  The 
historical  impression  which  it  conveys  is  as 
accurate  as  the  most  careful  study  of  the 


incidents  and  temper  of  the  times 'enabled  the 
author  to  render  it;  the  costume  througfaoat 
is  exact  and  in  keeping ;  and  the  descriptioDS 
of  scenery  are  spirited  and  picturesque  in  an 
eminent  degree. 

Mr.  Kennedy's^ next  work,  published  in 
1840,  was  the  Annals  of  Quodlibet,  suggested 
by  the  presidential  canvass  then  just  closed. 
It  is  full  of  wit,  humour,  and  pungent  irony, 
but  is  too  exclusive  in  its  reference  to  events 
of  the  day  to  possess  much  interest  now  when 
those  events  are  nearly  forgotten. 

Each  of  the  four  works  that  have  been  men- 
tioned is  marked  by  distinct  and  happy  pecu- 
liarities, and  from  internal  evidence  it  probably   | 
would  never  have  been  surmised  that  they  were 
by  one  author. 

Mr.  Kennedy  was  elected  from  Baltimore 
to  the  Maryland  House  of  Delegates  in  1830, 
1821,  and  1822.     In  1824  he  received  from 
President  Monroe  the  appointment  of  Secr^ 
tary  of  Legation  to  Chili,  which  he  resigned 
before  the  sailing  of  the  mission.     He  was 
three  times  chosen  a  member  of  the  House 
of  Representatives  of  the  United  States,  ibr 
the  twenty-fifth,  twenty-seventh,  and  twenty- 
eighth  congresses;  and  in  1846  was  again 
elected  to  the  House  of  Delegates  of  Mary- 
land.    In  the  national  legislature  he  soon  rose 
to  a  commanding  position,  and  few  members 
enjoyed  a  higher  degree  of  respect,  or  exerted 
a  more  powerful  influence,  during  the  six  years 
for  which  he  was  a  member.     In  the  course 
of  his  political  career  and  connections  he  has 
written  and  published  many  tracts  on  the  more 
engrossing  questions  of  public  economy  snd 
policy  to  which  the  agitations  of  the  time  have 
given  rise,  among  which  may  be  mentioned 
several  speeches  and  official  reports  in  Con^ 
gross,  and  numerous  dissertations  on  public 
affairs.     One  of  his  earliest  performances  was 
a  pamphlet  under  the  signature  of  Mephisto- 
philes,  in  which  he  reviews  witli^reat  ability 
Mr.  Cambreling's  somewhat  celebrated  Report 
on  Commerce.    This  was  published  in  1830, 
and' in  the  following  year,  as  a  member  of  the 
Convention  of  the  friends  of  American  Indus- 
try, held  in  New  York,  he  wrote  conjointly 
with  Mr.  Warren  Dutton  of  Massachuaetft, 
and  Mr.  Charles  Jared  Ingersoll  of  Pennsyl- 
vania, the  address  which  that  body  issued  to 
the  people  of  the  United  States.     Mr.  Ken- 
nedy's Ust  volume  is  A  Defence  of  the  Whigs, 
published  in  1844.    This  work  is  purely  po- 
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litical,  and  Is  remarkable  for  clearness,  vigour, 
and  amplitnde  of  statement  and  illustration. 
It  embraces  an  outline  of  the  drigin  and  growth 
of  the  Whig  party,  coupled  with  a  history  of 
the  twenty-seventh  Congress,  and  a  vindica- 
tion of  the  Whigs  in  that  body  in  publishing 
their  manifesto  disavowing  all  connection 
with  the  administration  of  the  acting  president 
Tyler.  The  duty  of  this  defence  devolved  on 
Mr.  Kennedy  more  particularly  than  on  any 
other  member  of  that  Congrress,  because  he 
was  not  only  an  adviser  but  the  author  of  the 
manifesto. 

Among  the  other  minor  publications  of  Mr. 
Kennedy  are  an  Address  delivered  before  the 
Baltimore  Horticultural  Society  in  1833,  an 
eulooriam  on  the  life  and  character  of  his  friend 
William  W^irt  in  1834,  and  a  discourse  at  the 
dedication  of  the  Green  Mount  Cemetery,  in 
1839. 

Mr.  Kennedy  is  altogether  one  of  our  most 
genial,  lively,  and  agreeable  writers.  Hts 
style  is  airy,  easy,  and  graceful,  but  various, 
and  always  in  keeping  with  his  subject.     He 


excels  both  as  a  describer  and  as  a  raconteut 
His  delineations  of  nature  are  picturesque  and 
truthful,  and  his  sketches  of  character  are 
marked  by  unusual  freedom  and  delicacy. 
He  studies  the  periods  which  he  attempts  to 
illustrate  with  the  greatest  care,  becomes  tho- 
roughly imbued  with  their  spirit,  and  writes 
of  them  with  the  enthusiasm  and  the  apparent 
sincerity  and  earnestness  of  a  contemporary 
and  an  actor.  He  pays  an  exemplary  regard 
to  the  details  of  costume,  manners,  and  opi- 
nion, and  is  scarce  ever  detected  in  any  kind 
of  anachronism.  There  are  some  inequalities 
in  his  works,  arising  perhaps  from  the  inter- 
ruptions to  which  a  man  in  active  public  life 
is  liable ;  there  is  oocasional  diffuseness  and 
redundance  of  incident  as  well  as  of  expres- 
sion; but  his  faults  are  upon  the  surface,  and 
could  be  easily  removed. 

Mr.  Kennedy  is  still  in  the  heyday  of  Ipe 
and  feeling,  and  though  a  leading  politician, 
is  not  so  engrossed  with  the  affairs  of  state 
but  that  we  may  expect  from  him  still  many 
new  contributions  to  our  literature. 


A  COUNTRY   GENTLEMAlN. 

FROM  SWALLOW  BARN. 


Fravk  Meriwether  is  now  in  the  meridian 
of  life ; — somewhere  close  upon  forty-five.  Good 
cheer  and  a  good  temper  both  tell  well  i«pn  him. 
The  tirst  has  given  him  a  comfortable  full  figure, 
and  the  latter  certain  easy,  contemplative  habits, 
that  incline  him  ^  be  lazy  and  philosophical.  He 
has  the  substantial  planter  look  that  belongs  to  a 
gentleman  who  Uves  on  his  estate,  and  is  not  much 
vexed  with  the  crosses  of  life. 

I  think  he  prides  himself  on  his  personal  appear- 
ance, for  he  has  a  handsome  foce,  with  a  dark  blue 
eye,  and  a  high  forehead  that  is  scantily  embel- 
lished with  some  silver-ti|iped  locks  that,  I  observe, 
he  cherishes  for  their  rarity :  besides,  he  is  growing 
manifestly  attentive  to  his  dress,  and  carries  him- 
self erect,  with  some  secret  consciousness  that  his 
person  is  not  bad.  It  is  pleasant  to  see  him  when 
he  has  ordered  his  horse  for  a  ride  into  t^c  neigh- 
bourhood, or  across  to  the  court-house.  On  such 
occasions,  he  is  apt  to  make  his  appearance  in  a 
coat  of  blue  broadcloth,  astonishingly  new  and 
glossy,  and  with  a  redundant  supply  of  plaited 
ruffle  strutting  through  the  folds  of  a  Marseilles 
waistcoat :  a  worshipful  finish  b  given  to  this  cos- 
tooio  by  a  large  straw  hat,  lined  with  green  silk. 
There  is  a  magisterial  fulness  in  his  garments  that 
betokens  condition  in  the  world,  and  a  heavy  bunch 
of  seals,  suspended  by  a  chain  of  gold,  jingles  as 
he  moves,  pronouncing  him  a  man  of  superfluities. 

It  is  considered  rather  extraordinary  that  he  has 


never  set  up  for  Congress ;  but  the  truth  is,  he  is 
an  unambitious  man,  and  has  a  great  dislike  to 
currying  favour — as  he  calls  it.  And,  besides,  he 
is  thoroughly  convinced  that  thcro  will  always  be 
men  enough  in  Virginia  willing  to  serve  the  peo-  , 
pie,  and  therefore  does  not  see  why  he  should 
trouble  his  head  about  it  Some  years  ago,  how- 
ever, there  was  really  an  impression  that  he  meant 
to  come  out  'By  some  sudden  whim,  he  took  it 
into  his  head  to  visit  Washington  during  the  ses- 
sion of  Congress,  and  returned,  after  a  fortnight, 
very  seriously  distempered  with  politics.  He  told 
curious  anecdotes  of  certain  secret  intrigues  which 
had  been  discovered  in  the  ailiadrs  of  th^  capital, 
gave  a  pretty  clear  insight  into  the  views  of  some 
deep-laid  combinations,  and  became  all  at  once 
painfully  florid  in  his  discourse,  and  dogmatical  to 
a  degree  that  made  his  wife  stare.  Fortunately, 
this  orgasm  soon  subsided,  and  Frank  relapsed  into 
an  indolent  i^ntleman  of  the  opposition ;  but  it 
had  the  effect  to  give  a  much  more  decided  cast  to 
his  studies,  for  he  forthwith  discarded  the  Whig 
and  took  to  the  Enquirer,  like  a  man  who  was  not 
to  be  disturbed  by  doubts ;  and  as  it  was  morally 
impossible  to  believe  what  was  written  on  both 
sides,  to  prevent  his  mind  from  being  abused,  he, 
fl'om  this  time  forward,  gave  an  implicit  assent  to 
all  the  facta  that  set  against  Mr.  Adams.  The 
consequence  of  this  straightforward  and  confiding 
deportment  was  an  unsolicited  and  complimentary 
notice  of  him  by  the  executive  of  the  state.  He 
was  put  into  the  commission  of  the  peace,  and 
having  thus  become  a  public  man  against  his  will, 
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his  sppinioni  were  obeenred  to  undergo  loiiie 
tial  changes.  He  now  thuiks  that  a  good  citizen 
ought  neither  to  solicit  nor  decline  office ;  that  the 
magistracy  of  Virginia  is  the  sturdiest  pillar  that 
supports  Uie  fiibric  of  the  constitution ;  and  that 
the  people,  **  though  in  their  opinions  they  may 
be  mistaken,  in  their  sentiments  theyr  are  nerer 
wrong," — with  some  other  such  dogmas,  that,  a 
few  years  ago,  he  did  not  bold  in  very  good  repute. 
In  this  temper,  he  has  of  late  embarked  upon  the 
miU-pond  of  county  affairs,  and,  notwithstanding 
his  amiable  and  respectful  republicanism,  I  anf 
told  he  keeps  the  peace  as  if -he  commanded  a  gar- 
rison, and  administers  justice  like  a  cadL 

He  has  some  claim  to  supremacy  in  this  last 
department ;  for  during  three  years  of  his  life  he 
smoked  segars  in  a  lawyer's  office  at  Richmond ; 
sometimes  looked  into  Blackstone  and  the  Revised 
Code ;  was  a  member  of  ^  debating  society  that 
ate  oysters  once  a  week  during  the  winter ;  and 
wore  six  cravats  and  a  pair  of  yellow-topped  boots 
as  a  blood  of  the  n^tropolis.  Having  in  this  way 
qualified  himself  for  the  pursuits  of  agriculture,  be 
came  ta  his  estate  a  very  model  of  landed  gentle- 
men. Since  that  time,  his  avocations  have  bad 
a  certain  literary  tincture ;  for  having  settled  him- 
self down  as  a  married  man,  and  got  fid  of  his 
superfluous  foppery,  he  rambled  with  wonderful 
assiduity  through  a  wilderness  of  romances,  po- 
ems, and  dissertations.  Which  arer  now  collected  in 
his  library,  and,  With  their  battered  bhie  covers, 
present  a  Uvely  type  of  an  nfmy  of  continentals 
at  the  close  of  the  war,  or  Mi  hospital  of  veteran 
invalids.  These  have  all,  at  last,  given  way  to 
the  newspapers— a  miscellaneous  study  very  en- 
ticing to  gentlemen  in  the  country — that  have  ren- 
dered Meriwether  a  most  diifcomfiting  antagonist 
in  the  way  of  dates  and  names. 

He  has  great  suavity  of  manners,  and  a  genuine 
benevolence  of  disposition  that  mskes  him  fond 
of  baring  his  friends  about  him ;  aifd  it  is  particu- 
larly gratifying  to  him  to  pick  up  any  genteel 
stranger  within  the  purlieus  of  Swallow  Barn  and 
put  him  to  the  proof  of  a  week's  hospitality,  if  it 
be  only  fbr  the  pleasure  of  exercising  his  rhetoric 
upon  him.  He  is  a  kind  master,  and  considerate 
toward  his  dependants,  for  which  reason,  although 
he  owns  many  slaves,  they  hold  him  in  profound 
reverence,  and  are  very  happy  under  his  dominion. 
All  these  circumstances  make  Swallow  Bam  a  very 
agreeable  place,  and  it  is  accordingly  frequented 
by  an  extensive  range  of  his  acquaiq^oes. 

There  is  one  quality  in  Frank  that  stands  above 
the  rest  He  is  a  thoroughbred  Virginian,  and 
consequently  does  not  travel  much  from  home, 
except  to  make  an  excursion  to  Richmond,  which 
he  considers  emphatically  as  the  centre  of  civili- 
zation. Now  and  then  he  has  gone  beyond  the 
mountain,  but  the  upper  country  is  not  much  to 
his  taste,  and  in  his  estimation  only  to  be  resorted 
to  when  the  fever  makes  it  imprudent  to  remain 
upon  the  tide.  He  thinks  UghUy  of  the  mercan- 
tile interest,  and  in  fact  undervalues  the  manners 
of  the  cities  generally : — hd  believes  that  their  in- 
habitants are  all  hollow-hearted  and  insincere,  and 


altogether  wanting  in  that  subctaDtial  intelligenee 
and  honesty  that  he  affirms  to  be  characteristic  of 
the  country.  He  is  a  great  admirer  of  the  genius 
of  Virginia,  and  is  frequent  in  his  commeudatioo 
of  a  toast  in  which  the  state  is  compared  to  the 
mother  of  the  Gracchi : — indeed,  it  is  a  familiar 
thing  with  him  to  speak  of  the  aristocracy  of  talent 
as  only  inferior  to  that  of  the  landed  interest, — the 
idea  of  a  freeholder  inferring  to  his  mind  a  certain 
constitutional  pre-eminence  in  all  the  virtues  of 
citizenship,  as  a  matter  of  course. 

The  solitary  elevaticm  of  a  country  gentleman, 
well  to  do  in  the  world,  begets  soaie  magnificent 
notions.  He  becomes  as  infallible  as  the  pope; 
gradually  acquires  a  habit  of  making  long  speeches; 
ia  apt  to  be  impatient  of  contradiction,  and  is  al- 
ways very  touchy  on  the  point  of  honour.  There 
is  nothing  more  conclusive  than  a  rich  man's  logic 
anywhere,  but  in  the  country,  amongst  his  depend- 
ants, it  flows  with  the  smooth  and  unrcaisted  course 
of  a  gentle  stream  irrigating  a  verdant  meadow, 
and  depositing  its  mud  in  fertilizing  luxuriance. 
Meriwether's  sayings,  about  Swallow  Bam,  import 
absolute  verity — but  I  have  discovered  that  they 
are  not  so  current  out  of  his  jurisdiction.  Imked, 
every  now  and  then,  we  have  some  obstinate  dis- 
cussions when  any  of  the  neighbouring  potentates, 
who  stand  in  the  same  sphere  with  Frank,  come 
to  the  house ;  for  theso  wcNthies  have  opinions  of 
their  own,  and  nothing  can  be  more  dogged  than 
the  conflict  between  them.  They  sometimes  6f9 
away  at  each  other  with  a  most  amiable  and  un- 
convincibte  hardihood  for  a  whole  evening,  bandy- 
ing interjections,  and  making  bows,  and  saying 
shrewd  things  with  all  the  courtesy  imaginable: 
but  for  unextinguishable  pertinacity  in  argument, 
and  utter  impregnability  of  belief^  there  is  no  dif^ 
putant  )ike  your  country  gentleman  who  reads  the 
newspapers.  When  one  of  these  discussions  fairly 
gets  under  weigh,  it  never  comes  to  an  anchor 
again  of  its  own  accord — it  is  either  blown  out  so 
far  to  sea  aa  to  be  given  up  for  lost,  or  puts  into 
port  in  distress  fbr  want  of  documents, — or  is  upset 
by  a  call  for  the  boot-jack  and  slippers^which  is 
something  like  the  previous  question  in  Congress. 

If  my  worthy  cousin  be  somewhat  over-argu- 
mentative as  a  politician,  he  restores  the  equili- 
brium of  his  character  by  a  considerate  coolnefs 
in  religious  matters.  He  piques  himself  upon  be- 
ing &  high-churchman,  but  be  is  only  a  rare  fr»> 
quenter  of  places  of  worship,  and  very  seldom 
permits  himself  to  .get  into  a  dispute  upon  pointi 
of  faith. «  If  Mr.  Chub,  the  Presbyterian  tutor  in 
the  family,  ever  succeeds  in  drawing  him  into  this 
field,  as  he  occasionally  has  the  address  to  do, 
Meriwether  is  sure  to  fly  the  course: — be  gets 
puzzled  with  scripture  names,  and  makes  some 
odd  mistakes  between  Peter  and  Paul,  and  then 
generally  turns  the  pamon  over  to  his  wife,  who, 
he  says,  has  an  astonishing  memory. 

Meriwether  is  a  great  breeder  of  blooded  hones; 
and,  ever  since  the  celebrated  race  between  Edipse 
and  Henry,  he  has  taken  to  this  occupation  with 
a  renewed  zeal,  as  a  matter  affecting  the  reputa- 
tion of  the  state.    It  is  delightful  to  bear  him  ex- 
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pitiate  upon  the  valae,  importance,  and  patriotic 
bearing  of  this  employment,  and  to  listen  to  all  his 
technical  lore  touching  the  mystery  of  horse-craft. 
He  has  some  fine  colts  in  training,  that  are  com- 
mitted to  the  care  of  a  pragmatical  old  negro, 
named  Carey,  who,  in  his  reTerence  for  the  occu- 
pation, is  the  perfect  shadow  of  his  master.  He 
and  Frank  hold  grave  and  momentous  consulta- 
tions upon  the  ttSun  of  the  stable,  and  in  such  a 
ngadous  strain  of  equal  debate,  that  it  would 
puzzle  a  spectator  to  tell  which  was  the  leading 
member  in  the  council.  Carey  thinks  he  knows 
a  great  deal  more  upon  the  subject  than  his  mas- 
ter, and  their  frequent  intercourse  has  begot  a 
familiarity  in  the  old  negro  that  is  almost  fatal  to 
Meriwether's  supremacy.  The  old  man  feels  him- 
self authorized  to  maintain  his  potdtions  according 
to  the  freest  parliamentary  form,  and  sometimes 
with  a  violence  of  asseveration  that  compels  bis 
master  to  abandon  his  ground,  purely  out  of  faint- 
heartedness. Meriwether  gets  a  little  nettled  by 
Carey's  doggedness,  but  generally  turns  it  off  in  a 
laugh.  I  was  in  the  stable  with  him,  a  few  mom- 
iD^  after  my  arrival,  when  he  ventured  to  expos- 
taiate  with  the  venerable  groom  upon  a  professional 
point,  but  the  controversy  terminated  in  its  cus- 
tomary way.  "  Who  sot  you  up.  Master  Frank, 
10  tell  me  how  to  fodder  that  *ere  cretur,  when  I 
as  good  as  nursed  you  on  my  knee  1"  «  Well, 
tie  up  your  tongue,  you  old  mastifi^*'  replied  Frank, 
«a  he  walked  out  of  the  stable,  **  and  cease  growl- 
in?,  nnce  you  will  have  it  your  own  way ;" — and 
then,  as  we  left  the  old  man's  presence,  he  added, 
with  an  aifectionate  chuckle — *«  a  faithful  old  cur, 
too,  that  licks  my  hand  out  of  pure  honesty ;  he 
has  not  many  years  l^ft,  and  it  does  no  harm  to 
humour  him !" 


-^ 


OLD  LAWYERS. 
raoM  Tin  samx. 

I  RATX  a  great  reverence  for  the  profession  of 
the  law  and  its  votaries;  but  especially  for  that 
part  of  the  tribe  which  comprehends  the  old  and 
tbofougb-paced  stagers  of  the  bar.  The  feelings, 
habits,  and  associations  of  the  bar  in  general,  have 
a  very  happy  influence  upon  the  character.  It 
abounds  with  good  fellows :  And,  take  it  altoge- 
L  tber,  there  may  be  collected  from  it  a  greater  mass 
'  of  riirewdy  observant,  droll,  playful  and  generous 
spirits,  than  from  any  other  equal  numbers  of  so- 
ciety. They  live  in  each  other's  presence  like  a 
Kt  of  players ;  congregate  in  the  courts  like  the 
former  in  the  green  room ;  and  break  their  unpre- 
meditated jests,  in  the  interval  of  business,  with 
that  sort  of  undress  freedom  that  contrasts  amus- 
ingly with  the  solemn  and  even  tragic  seriousness 
with  which  they  appear,  in  turn,  upon  the  boards. 
They  have  one  face  for  the  public,  rife  with  the 
tews  and  learned  gravity  of  the  profession,  and 
another  for  themselves,  replete  with  broad  mirth, 
spri)^tl,y  wit,  and  gay  thoughtlessness.  The  in- 
tense mental  toil  and  fatigue  of  business  give  them 


of  relaxation,  and,  in  the  same  degree,  incapacitate 
them  for  that  frugal  attention  to  their  private  con- 
cerns which  their  limited  means  usually  require. 
They  have,  in  consequence,  a  prevailing  air  of  un- 
thriftiness  in  personal  matters,  which,  however  it 
may  operate  to  the  prejudice  of  the  pocket  of  the 
individual,4iaa  a  mellow  and  kindly  efiect  upon 
his  disposition. 

In  an  old  member  of  the  profession,! — one  who 
has  grown  gray  in  the  service,  there  is  a  rich  unc- 
tion of  originality,  that  brings  him  out  from  the 
Hnks  of  his  fellow-men  in  strong  relief.    His  ha- 
bitual conversancy  with  the  world  in  its  strangest 
varieties^  and  with  the  secret  history  of  character, 
gives  him  a  shrewd  estimate  of  the  human  heart. 
He  is  quiet  and  unapt  to  be  struck  with  wonder  at 
any  of  the  actions  of  men.    There  is  a  deep  cur- 
rent of  observation  running  calmly  through  his 
thoughts,  and  seldom  gushing  out  in  words :  the 
confidence  which  has  been  placed  in  him,  in  the 
thousand  relations  of  his  profession,  renders  him 
constitutionally  cautious.     His  acquaintance  with 
the  vicissitudes  of  fortune,  as  xhey  have  been  ex- 
emplified in  the  lives  of  individuals,  and  with  the 
severe   afflictions  that  have  "tried  the  reins"  of 
many,  known  only  to  himself,  makes  him  an  in- 
dulgent apd  charitable  apologist  of  the  aberrations 
of  others.     He  has  an  impregnable  good  humour, 
that  never  falls  below  the  level  of  thoughtful ness 
into  melancholy.  •  He  is  tt  creature  of  habits ;  rising 
early  for  exerciae ;  temperate  from  necessity,  and 
studious  against  his  ^ill.     His  face  is  accustomed 
to  take  the  ply  of  hi»  pursuits  with  great  facility, 
grave  and  even  severe  in  business,  and  readily 
rising  into  smiles  at  a  pleasant  conceit.     He  works 
hard  when  at  his  task ;  and  goes  at  it  with  the 
reluctance  of  an  old  horse  in  a  bark-mill.     His 
common-places  are  quaint  and  professional :  they 
are  made  up  of  law  maxims,  and  first  occur  to  him 
in  Latin.     He  measures  all  the  sciences  out  of  his 
proper  line  of  Itudy,  (and  with  these  he  is  but  scant- 
ily acquainted,)  by  the  rules  of  law.     He  thinks  a 
steam-engine  should  be  worked  with  due  ehligence, 
and  without  lacfus :  a  thing  little  likely  to  happen, 
he  considers  as  poterUia  remotunma ;  and  what  is 
not  yet  in  existence,  or  in  e*$e,  as  he  would  say, 
is  in  nubibus.     He  apprehends  that  wit  best  that 
is  connected  with  the  afiairs  of  the  term ;  is  par- 
ticularly curious  in  his  anecdotes  of  t>\d  lawyers, 
and  inclined  to  be  talkative  concerning  the  amus- 
ing passages  of  his  own  professional  life.     He  u, 
sometimes,  not  altogether  free  of  outward  foppery ; 
is  apt  to  be  an  especial  good  liver,  and  he  keeps 
the  best  company.     His  literature  is  not  much 
diversified ;  and  he  prefers  books  that  are  bound 
in  plain  calf^  to  those  that  are  much  lettered  and 
gilded.     He  gamers  up  his  papers  with  a  wonder- 
ful appearance  of  care ;  ties  them  in  bundles  with 
red  tape ;  and  usually  has  great  difficulty  to  find 
them  when  he  wants  them.     Too  much  particu- 
larity has  perplexed  him ;  and  just  so  it  is  with 
his  cases:   they  are  well  assorted,  packed  and 
laid  away  in  his  mind,  but  are  not  easily  to  be 
brought  forth  again  without  labour.    This  makes 
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delight  in  new  basiness  than  finish  his  old.  He 
is,  howeTer,  much  beloTed,  and  aflbctionately  con- 
sidered by  the  people.  ^ 


A  RANGERS'  DINNER. 

FKOat  HOBSX  SHOB  BOBIKBOir. 


The  day  was  hot,  and  it  was  with  a  gratefbl 
sense  of  refreshment  that  our  wayfarers,  no  less 
than  their  horses,  found  themselves,  as  they  ap- 
proached the  lowland,  gradually  penetrating  the 
deep  and  tangled  thicket  and  the  high  wood  which 
hung  over  and  darkened  the  channel  of  the  small 
stream  that  rippled  through  the  valley.  Their 
road  lay  along  this  stream  and  frequently  crossed 
it  at  narrow  fords,  where  the  water  fell  from  rock 
to  rock  in  small  cascades,  presenting  natural  basins 
of  the  limpid  flood,  hemmed  in  with  the  laurel  and 
the  alder,  and  giving  forth  that  gurgling,  busy  mu- 
sic which  is  one  of  |be  plcasantest  sounds  that  can 
assail  the  ear  of  a  wearied  and  overheated  traveller. 

Butler  said  but  little  to  bis  companion,  except 
now  and  then  to  express  a  passing  emotion  of  ad- 
miration for  the  natural  embelUshments  of  the 
region ;  until,  at  length,  the  road  brought  ihem  to  a 
huge  mass  of  rock,  from  whose  base  a  clear  fountain 
issued  forth  over  a  bed  of  gravel,  and  soon  lost  itself 
in  the  brook  hard  by.  A  small  strip  of  bark,  which 
some  friend  of  the  traveller  had  placed  there,  caught 
the  pure  water  as  it  was  distilled  from  the  rock, 
and  threw  it  off  in  a  spout  some  few  inches  above 
the  surface  of  the  ground.  The  earth  trodden 
around  this  spot  showed  it  to  be  a  customary  halt- 
ing place  for  those  who  journeyed  the  road. 

Hero  Butler  chocked  his  horse,  and  announced 
to  his  comrade  his  intention  to  suspend,  for  awhile, 
the  toil  of  travel.  »*  There  is  one  thing,  Galbraith," 
said  he,  as  he  dismounted,  "  wherein  all  philoso- 
phers agree, — a  man  must  eat  when  he  is  hungry, 
and  rest  when  he  is  weary.  W*  have  now  been 
some  six  hours  on  horseback,  and  as  Uiis  fountain 
seems  to  have  been  put  here  for  our  use,  it  would 
bo  sinfully  slighting  tbe  bounties  of  providence  not 
to  do  it  the  honour  of  a  halt  Gret  down,  man : 
rummage  your  havresac,  and  let  us  see  what  you 
have  there." 

Robinson  was  soon  upon  his  feet,  and  taking 
the  horses  a  little  distance  off,  he  fastened  their 
bridles  to  the  impending  branches  of  a  tree ;  then 
opening  his  saddle-bags,  he  produced  a  wallet  with 
which  he  approached  the  fountain  where  Butler 
had  thrown  himself  at  full  length  upon  the  grass. 
Here,  as  he  successively  disclosed  his  stores,  he 
announced  his  bill  of  fare  with  suitable  deliberation 
between  each  item,  in  the  following  terms : 

**  I  don't  march  without  provisions,  you  see,  cap- 
tain^-or  major,  I  suppose  I  must  call  you  now. 
Here's  the  rear  division  of  a  roast  pig ;  and  along 
with  it,  by  way  of  flankers,  two  spread  eagles, 
(holding  up  two  broiled  fowls,)  and  here  are  four 
slices  from  the  best  end  of  a  ham.  Besides  these, 
I  can  throw  in  two  apple-jacks,  a  half-dozen  of 
rolls,  and — " 


«I  cry  your  mercy,  sergeant!  your  wallet 
is  as  bountiful  as  a  conjurer's  bag:  It  is  a  per- 
fect cornucopia.  How  did  you  come  by  all  this 
provender  1" 

**  It  isn't  so  overmuch,  major,  when  yon  come 
to  consider,"  said  Robinson.  **  The  old  landlady 
at  Charlottesville  is  none  of  your  beap-up,  shake- 
down, and  running-over  measures, — and  when  I 
signified  to  her  that  we  mought  want  a  snack  upon 
the  road,  she  as  much  as  gave  me  to  understand 
that  there  wa'n't  nothing  to  be  had.  But  I  took 
care  to  make  fair  weather  with  her  daughter, — as 
I  always  do  amongst  the  creatures, — ^and  she  let 
me  into  the  pantry,  where  I  made  bold  to  stow 
away  these  few  trifling  articles,  under  the  deno- 
mination of  pillage. — If  you  are  fond  of  Indian 
com  bread,  I  can  give  you  a  pretty  good  slice  of 
that" 

"  Pillage,  Galbraith !  You  forget  you  are  not 
in  an  enemy's  country.  I  dbrected  you  scrupu- 
lously to  pay  for  every  thing  you  got  upon  the 
road. — I  hope  you  have  not  omitted  it  to-day  V 

«•  Lord,  sir !  what  do  these  women  do  for  the 
cause  of  liberty  but  cook,  and  wash,  and  mend  ? 
I  told  the  old  Jezebel  to  charge  it  all  to  the  conti- 
nental congress." 

<*  Out  upon  it,  man !  Would  you  bring  us  into 
discredit  with  our  best  friends  by  yoor  villanous 
habits  of  free  quarters — '* 

(*  I  am  not  the  only  tnan,  major,  that  has  been 
spoiled  in  his  religion,  by  tlioso  wars.  I  had  both 
politeness  and  decency  till  we  got  to  squabbling 
over  our  cMmney  comers  in  Carolina.  But  when 
a  man's  conscience  begins  to  get  hard,  it  does  it 
faster  than  any  thing  in  nature :  it  is,  I  may  say, 
like  the  boiling  of  an  egg ;  it  is  very  clear  at  firk, 
but  as  soon  as  it  gets  cloudy,  one  minute  more 
and  youftnay  cut  it  witli  a  knife." 

«  Well,  well !  let  us  fall  to,  sergeant ;  this  is  no 
time  to  argue  points  of  conscience." 

"  You  seem  to  take  no  notice  of  this  here  bottle 
of  peach  brandy,  major,"  said  Robinson.  *'  It's  a 
bird  that  came  out  of  the  same  nest  To  my 
thinking,  it's  a  sort  of  a  file  leader  to  an  eatable-- 
if  it  ar'n't  an  eatable  itself." 

«« Peace,  Galbraith ; — it  is  the  vice  of  the  army 
to  set  too  much  store  by  this  devil  brandy." 

The  sergeant  was  mo#ed  by  an  inward  laugh 
that  shook  his  head  and  shoulders. 

«  Do  you  suppose,  major,  that  Troy  town  was 
taken  without  brandy  ?  It's  drilling  and  counter- 
marching and  charging  with  the  bagn[iet,  all  three, 
sir.  But  before  we  begin^  I  will  just  strip  our 
horses.  A  flurry  of  cool  air  on  the  saddle  spot  is 
the  best  thing  in  nature  for  a  tired  horse." 

Robinson  now  performed  this  office  for  their 
jaded  cattie ;  and  having  given  them  a  mouthful 
of  water  at  the  brook,  returned  to  his  post,  and 
soon  began  to  despatch,  with  a  laudable  alacrity, 
the  heaps  of  provision  before  him.  Butler  partook 
with  a  keen  appetite  of  this  sylvan  repast,  and 
was  greatly  amused  to  see  with  what  reluh  his 
companion  caused  slice  after  slice  to  vanish,  until 
nothing  was  left  of  this  large  supply  bat  a  few 
fragments. 
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Cl3'  the  morning  that  succeeded  the  night  in  which 
^t^ne  Shoe  Robinson  arrived  at  Mungrove's,  the 
stout  sergecmt  might  have  been  seen,  about  eight' 
o'clock,  leaving  the  main  road  from  Ninety-Six, 
at  the  point  where  that  leading  to  David  Ramsay's 
8  parated  from  it,  and  cautiously  urging  his  way 
into  the  deep  forest  by  the  more  private  path  into 
which  he  had  entered.  The  knowledge  that  Innis 
was  encamped  along  the  Ennoree,  within  a  short 
distance  of  the  mill,  had  compelled  him  to  make 
an  extensive  circuit  to  reach  Ramsay's  dwelling, 
whither  he  was  now  bent ;  and  he  had  experienced 
considerable  delay  in  his  morning  journey,  by  find- 
ing himself  frequently  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
small  foi^ging  parties  of  tories,  whoso  motions  he 
was  obliged  to  watch  for  fear  of  an  encounter. 
He  had  once  already  been  compelled  to  use  his 
horse's  heels  in,  what  he  called,  <*  fair  flight," — 
and  once  to  ensconce  himself,  a  full  half  hour,  un- 
der cover  of  the  thicket  afforded  him  by  a  swamp. 
He  now,  therefore,  according  to  hia  own  phrase, 
"dived  into  the  little  road  that  scrambled  down 
through  the  woods  toward  Ramsay's,  with  all  his 
eyes  about  him,  looking  out  as  sharply  as  a  fox  on 
a  foggy  morning :"  and  with  this  circumspection, 
he  was  not  long  in  arriving  within  view  of  Ram- 
say's house.  Like  a  practised  soldier,  whom  fre- 
quent frays  has.  taught  wisdom,  he  resolved  to 
reconnoitre  before  he  advanced  upon  a  post  that 
might  be  in  possession  of  an  enemy.  He  therefore 
dismounted,  fastened  his  horse  in  a  fence  comer, 
where  a  field  of  com  concealed  him  from  notice, 
and  then  stealthily  crept  forward  until  he  came 
immediately  behind  one  of  the  out-houses.  From 
this  position  he  was  enabled  to  satisfy  himself  that 
no  danger  was  to  be  apprehended  fVom  his  visit 
He  accordingly  approached  and  entered  the  dwell- 
ing, where  he  soon  found  himself  in  the  presence 
of  its  mistress. 

**  Mistress  Ramsay,"  said  he,  walking  up  to  the 
dame,  who  was  occupied  at  a  table,  with  a  large 
trencher  before  her,  in  which  she  was  plying  some 
liousehold  thrifl — «luck  to  you,  ma'am,  and  all 
your  house!  I  hope  you  havn't  none  of  these 
clinking  and  clattering  bullies  about  you,  that  are 
as  thick  over  this  country  as  the  frogs  in  the 
kneading  trougha— that  they  tell  of." 

«  Good  lack — Mr.  Horse  Shoe  Robinson !"  ex- 
claimed the  matron,  offering  the  sergeant  her  hand. 
"  What  has  brought  you  here  1  What  news  ? 
Who  are  with  you  1     For  patience  sake,  tell  me  !" 

**  I  am  alone,"  said  Robinson,  **  and  a  little  wet- 
tish,  mistress,"  he  added,  as  he  took  off  his  hat  and 
shook  the  water  from  it ;  **  it  has  just  sot  up  a  rain, 
and  looks  as  if  it  was  going  to  give  us  enough 
on't  You  don't  mind  doing  a  little  dinner-work 
o^a  Sunday,  I  see— shelling  of  beans,  I  s'pose,  is 
tantamount  to  dragging  a  sheep  out  of  a  pond,  as 
the  preachers  allow  on  the  Sabbath — ha,  ha! 
Where's  Davy  t" 

**  He's  gone  over  to  the  meeting-house  on  En- 


Camden ;  perhaps  you  can  tell  us  the  news  from 
thfit  quarter  ?"        ^ 

<*  Faith,  that's  a  mistake,  mistress  Ramsay. 
Though  I  don't  doubt  that  they  are  hard  upon  the 
scratches  by  this  time.  But,  at  this  present  speak- 
ing, I  command  the  flying  artillery.  We  have 
but  one  man  in  the  corps — and  that's  myself;  and 
all  the  guns  we  have  got  is  this  piece  of  ordnance 
that  hangs  in  this  old  belt  by  my  side,  (pointing 
to  his  sword) — and  that  I  captured  from  the  enemy 
at  Blackstock's.  I  was  hoping  I  mought  find 
John  Ramsay  at  home — I  have  need  of  him  as  a 
recruit." 

**  Ah,  Mr.  Robinson,  John  has  a  heavy  life  of 
it,  over  there  with*  Sumpter.  The  boy  is  often 
without  his  natural  rest,  or  a  meal's  victuals ;  and 
the  general  thinks  so  much  of  him,  that  he  can't 
spare  him  to  come  home.  I  hav'nt  the  heart  to 
complain,  as  long  as  John's  service  is  of  any  ac- 
count, but  it  does  seem,  Mr.  Robinson,  like  need-  , 
less  tempting  of  the  mercies  of  providence.  We 
thought  that  he  might  have  been  here  to-day ;  yet 
I  am  glad  he  didn't  come — for  he  would  have  been 
certain  to  get  into  trouble.  Who  should  come  in, 
this  morning,  just  after  my  husband  had  cleverly 
got  away  on  his  horse,  but  a  young  cock-a-whoop 
ensign,  that  belongs  to  Ninety-Six,  and  four  great 
Scotchmen  with  him,  all  in  red  coats ;  they  had 
been  out  thieving,  I  warrant,  and  were  now  going 
home  again.  And  who  but  they ! — Here  they 
were,  swaggering  all  about  my  house — and  calling 
for  this,  and  calling  for  that — as  if  they  owned  the 
fee  simple  of  every  thing  on  the  plantation.  And 
it  made  my  blood  rise,  Mr.  Horse  Shoe,  to  see 
them  turn  out  in  the  yard  and  catch  ap  my  chick- 
ens and  ducks,  and  kill  as  many  as  they  could 
string  about  them — and  I  not  daring  to  say  a  word : 
though  I  did  give  them  a  piece  of  my  mind,  too." 

«  Who  is  at  home  with  you  1"  inquired  the  ser- 
geant eagerly. 

"  Nobody  but  my  youngest  boy,  Andrew,"  an- 
swered the  dame.  "  And  then,  the  filthy,  toping 
rioters,"  she  continued,  exalting  her  voide. 

**  What  arms  have  you  in  the  house  ?"  asked 
Robinson,  without  heeding  the  dame's  rising  anger. 
**<  We  have  a  rifle,  and  a  horseman's  pistol  that 
belongs  to  John.  They  must  call  for  drink,  too, 
and  turn  my  house,  of  a  Sunday  morning,  into  a 
tavern" — 

**  They  took  the  route  toward  Ninety-Six,  you 
said,  mistress  Ramsay  1" 

**  Yes,  they  went  straight  forward  upon  the  road. 
But,  look  you,  Mr.  Horse  Shoe,  you're  not  think- 
ing of  going  after  them  ?" 

**  Isn't  there  an  old  field,  about  a  mile  from  here, 
on  that  road  1^'  inquired  the  sergeant,  still  intent 
upon  his  own  thoughts. 

**  Certain,"  replied  the  hostess.  **  You  must  re- 
member the  cobbler  that  died  of  drink  on  the  road 
side!" 

**  There  is  a  shabby,  racketty  cabin  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  field ; — am  I  right,  good  woman  V* 

"Yes." 

"And    nobody    lives   in   it    It  has  no  door 
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«  There  ha'n't  been  a  fiunily  there  theie  wren 
years." 

**  I  know  the  place  Tery  well/'  aaid  the  lergeant 
thoughtfully, « there  n  woods  just  on  this  side  of  it" 

«♦  That's  true,"  replied  the  dame : — **  but  what 
is  it  you  are  thuiking  about,  Mr.  Robinson  V 

**  How  long  before  this  rain  began,  was  it  that 
they  quitted  this  house  1" 

"  Not  above  fifteen  minutes." 

**  Mistress  Ramsay — bring  me  the  rifle  and  pis- 
tol both — and  the  powder-horn  and  bullets." 

*(  As  you  say,  Mr.  Horse  Shoe,"  answered  the 
dame  as  she  turned  round  to  leare  the  room, — 
**  but  I  am  sure  I  can't  suspicion  what  you  mean 
to  do." 

In  a  few  moments  the  woman  returned  with  the 
weapons,  and  gave  them  to  the  sergeant. 

«  Where  is  Andy  1"  asked  Horse  Shoe. 

The  hostess  went  to  the  door  and  called  her 
son ;  almost  immediately  afterward,  a  sturdy  boy, 
of  about  twelve  or  fourteen  years  of  age,  entered 
the  apartment, — his  clothes  dripping  with  rain. 
He  modestly  and  shyly  seated  himself  on  a  chair 
near  the  door,  with  his  soaked  bat  flapping  down 
over  a  face  full  of  freckles,  and^  not  less  rife  with 
the  expression  of  an  open,  dauntless  hardihood  of 
character. 

*<How  would  you  like  a  scrummage,  Andy, 
with  them  Scotchmen  that  stole  your  mothei^s 
diickens  this  morning  ?"  asked  Horse  Shoe. 

**  I'm  agreed,"  replied  the  boy,  **  if  you  will  tell 
me  what  to  do." 

**  You  are  not  going  to  take  the  boy  out  on  any 
of  your  desperate  projects,  Mr.  Horse  Shoe  1"  said 
the  mother,  with  the  tears  starting  instantly  into 
her  eyes.  **  You  wouldn't  take  such  a  child  as 
that  into  danger !" 

•«  Bless  your  soul.  Mistress  Ramsay,  there  ar'n't 
no  danger  about  it! — Don't  take  on  so.  It's  a 
thing  that  is  either  done  at  a  blow,  or  not  done, — 
and  there's  an  end  of  it  I  want  the  lad  only  to 
bring  home  the  prisoners  for  me,  afler  I  have  took 
them." 

«<  Ah,  Mr.  Robinson,  I  have  one  son  already  in 
these  wars.  God  protect  him !  and  you  men  don't 
know  how  a  mother's  heart  yearns  for  her  childi^n 
in  these  times.  I  cannot  give  another,"  she  added, 
as  she  threw  her  arms  over  the  shoulders  of  the 
youth  and  drew  him  to  her  bosom. 

<*0h,  it  aint  nothing,"  said  Andrew,  in  a 
sprightly  tone.  "It's  only  snapping  of  a  pistol, 
mother, — ^pooh !  If  I'm  not  afeard,  you  oughtn't 
to  be." 

*<  I  give  you  my  honour.  Mistress  Ramsay,"  said 
Robinson,  « that  I  will  bring  or  send  your  son  safe 
back  in  one  hour;  and  that  he  shan't  be  put  in 
any  sort  of  danger  whatsomedever :— <ome,  that's 
a  good  woman !" 

'*  You  are  not  deceiving  me,  Mr.  Robinson  ?" 
asked  the  matron,  wiping  away  a  tear.  **  You 
wouldn't  mock  the  suflkrings  of  a  weak  wonian  in 
such  a  thing  as  this  1" 

"  On  the  honesty  of  %  sodger,  ma'am,"  replied 
Horse  Shoe,  **  the  lad  shall  be  ,in  no  danger,  as  I 
said  before— whatsomedever." 


«  Then  T  will  say  no  more,"  answered  the  mo- 
ther. **  But  Andj,  my  child,  be  sure  to  let  Mr. 
Robinson  keep  before  you." 

Horse  Shoe  now  loaded  the  fire-arms,  and  hav- 
ing slung  the  pouch  across  his  body,  he  put  the 
pistol  into  the  hands  of  the  boy ;  then  shouldering 
his  rifle,  he  and  his  young  ally  left  the  room. 
Even  on  this  occasion,  serious  as  it  might  be 
deemed,  the  sergeant  did  not  depart  without  giv- 
ing  some  manifestation  of  that  light-heartednen 
which  no  diflliculties  ever  seemed  to  have  power 
to  conquer.  He  thrust  his  head  back  into  the 
room,  after  he  had  crossed  the  threshold,  and  said 
with  an  encouraging  laugh,  «*  Andy  and  me  will 
teach  them.  Mistress  Ramsay,  Pat's  point  of  war — 
we  will  turround  the  ragamuffins." 

<*  Now  Andy,  my  lad,"  said  Horse  Shoe,  after 
he  had  mounted  Captain  P^ter,  •<  you  must  get  up 
behind  me.  Turn  the  lock  of  your  pistol  down," 
he  continued,  as  the  boy  sprang  upon  the  horde's 
rump,  *<  and  cover  it  wiUi  the  flap  of  your  jacket, 
to  keep  the  rain  o(L  It  won't  do  to  hang  fire  at 
such  a  time  as  this." 

The  lad  did  as  he  was  directed,  and  Horse  Shoe 
having  secured  his  rifle  in  the  same  way,  put  his 
horse  up  to  a  gallop  and  took  the  road  in  the  direc- 
tion that  had  been  pursued  by  the  soldiers. 

As  soon  as  our  aidventurers  had  gained  a  wood, 
at  a  distance  of  about  half  a  mile,  the  sergeant  re- 
laxed his  speed  and  advanced  at  a  pace  but  little 
above  a  walk. 

**  Andy,"  he  said, «  we  have  got  rather  a  ticklish 
sort  of  a  job  before  us — so  I  must  give  you  yoor 
lesson,  which  you  will  understand  better  by  know- 
ing something  of  my  plan.  As  soon  as  your  mo- 
ther told  me  that  these  thieving  villains  had  left 
her  house  about  fifteen  minutes  before  the  rain 
came  on,  and  that  they  had  gone  along  upon  this 
road,  I  remembered  the  old  field  up  here,  and  the 
little  log  hut  in  the  middle  of  it ;  and  it  was  natu- 
ral to  suppose  that  they  had  just  got  about  near 
that  hut  when  this  rain  came  up, — and  then  it 
was  the  most  supposable  case  in  the  world,  that 
they  would  naturally  go  into  it  as  the  driest  place 
they  could  find.  So  now  you  see  it's  my  calcula- 
tion that  the  whole  batch  is  there  at  this  very  point 
of  time.  We  will  go  slowly  along  until  we  get  to 
the  other  end  of  this  wood,  in  sight  of  the  old  field 
»-and  then,  if  there  is  no  one  on  the  look-out  wc 
will  open  our  first  trench : — you  know  what  that 
means,  Andy  ?" 

"  It  means,  I  s'pose,  that  we'U  go  right  smack 
at  them,"  replied  Andrew. 

<*  Pretty  exactly,"  said  the  sergeant  **  But  lis- 
ten to  me.  Just  at  the  edge  of  the  woods  you  will 
have  to  get  down,  and  put  yourself  behind  a  tree: 
I'll  ride  forward,  as  if  I  had  a  whole  troop  at  my 
heels, — and  if  I  catch  them,  as  I  expect,  they  will 
have  a  little  fire  kindled,  and,  as  likely  as  not, 
they*ll  be  cooking  some  of  your  mother's  fowls.** 

«  Yes, — I  understand,"  said  the  boy  eageHy. 

«<  No  you  don't,"  replied  Horse  Shoe ;  <*  but  you 
will  when  you  hear  what  I  am  going  to  say.  If  I 
get  at  them  onawares,  they'll  be  mighty  apt  to 
think  they  are  surrounded,  and  will  bellow,  like 
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fine,  fellows,  for  qaarters.  And  thereupon,  Andy, 
ril  cry  oat,  *  Stand  fast,'  aa  if  I  was  speaking  to 
my  own  men ;  and  when  you  hear  that,  you  must 
come  up  full  tilt, — ^because  it  will  be  a  signal  to 
you  that  the  enemy  has  surrendered.  Then  it 
will  be  your  business  to  run  into  the  house  and 
bring  out  the  muskets  as  quick  as  a  rat  runs 
through  a  kitchen:  and  when  you  have  done  that, 
— why,  airs  done.  But  if  you  should  hear  any 
popping  of  firearms, — that  is,  more  than  one  shot, 
which  I  may  chance  to  let  off — do  you  take  that 
for  a  bad  sigh,  and  get  away  as  fast  as  you  can 
heel  it.     You  comprehend  V* 

*♦  Oh  yes,"  replied  the  lad,  **  and  Fll  do  what  you 
want, — and  more  too,  may  be,  Mr.  Robinson." 

**  Captain  Robinson,  remember,  Andy ;  you  must 
call  me  captain,  in  the  hearing  of  these  Scotsmen." 

*»  ril  not  forget  that  neither,"  answered  Andrew. 

«  By  the  time  these  instructions  were  fiilly  im- 
pressed upon  the  boy,  our  adventurous  forlpm 
hope,  as  it  may  fitly  be  called,  had  arrived  at  the 
place  which  Horse  Shoe  had  designated  for  the 
commencement  of  active  operations.  They  had  a 
clear  view  of  the  old  field ;  and  it  afforded  them  a 
strong  assurance  that  the  enemy  was  exactly  where 
they  wished  him  to  be,  when  they  discovered  smoke 
arising  from  the  chimney  of  the  hovel.  Andrew 
was  instantly  posted  behind  a  tree,  and  Robinson 
only  tarried  a  moment  to  make  the  boy  re^at  the 
signals  agreed  on,  in  order  to  ascertain  that  he  had 
them  correctly  in  his  memory.  Being  satisfied 
from  this  experiment  that  the  intelligence  of  young 
Ramsay  might  be  depended  upon,  he  galloped 
across  the  intervening  space,  and,  in  a  few  seconds, 
abruptly  reined  up  his  steed  in  the  very  doorway 
of  the  hut  The  party  within  was  gathered  around 
a  fire  at  the  further  end ;  and,  in  the  corner  oppo- 
site the  door,  were  four  muskets  thrown  together 
against  the  wall.  To  spring  from  his  saddle, 
thrust  himself  one  pace  inside  of  the  door,  and  to 
level  his  rifie  at  the  group  beside  the  fire,  was  a 
movement  which  the  sergeant  executed  in  an  in- 
stant,— shouting  at  the  same  time— 

"  Surrender  to  Captain  Robinson  of  the  Free 
Will  Volunteers,  and  to  the  Continental  Congress, 
—or  you  are  all  dead  men !  Halt,"  he  vociferated 
in  a  voice  of  thunder,  as  if  speaking  to  a  corps 
under  his  command ;  **  file  off,  cornet,  right  and 
left,  to  both  sides  of  the  house.  The  first  man 
that  budges  a  foot  from  that  there  fireplace,  shall 
have  fifty  balls  through  his  body." 

"  To  arms !"  cried  the  young  officer  who  com- 
manded the  squad  inside  of  the  house.  <*  Leap  to 
your  arms,  men !  Why  do  you  stand,  you  vil- 
lains ?"  he  added,  as  he  perceived  his  men  hesitate 
to  move  toward  the  corner  where  the  muskets 
were  piled. 

*•  I  don't  want  your  blood,  young  man,"  said 
Robinson^  coolly,  as  he  still  levelled  Ms  rifle  #t  the 
officer,  "  nor  that  of  your  people : — but,  by  my  fa- 
ther's son,  Fll  not  leave  one  of  you  to  be  put  upon 
a  muster-roll,  if  yon  move  an  inch !" 

Both  parties  now  stood  for  a  brief  space  eyeing 
each  other,  in  a  fearful  suspense,  during  which 
there  was  an  expression  of  mixed  doubt  and  anger 


visible  on  the  connlenanoes  of  the  soldiers,  as  they 
surveyed  the  broad  proportions,  and  met  the  stem 
glance  of  the  sergeant ;  whilst  the  delay,  also,  be- 
gan to  raise  an  apprehension  lA  the  mind  of  Robin- 
son that  his  stratagem  would  be  discovered. 

<<  Upon  him,  at  the  risk  of  your  lives !"  cried  the 
officer:  and,  on  the  instant,  one  of  the  soldiers 
moved  rapidly  toward  the  farther  wall ;  upon  which 
the  sergeant,  apprehending  the  seizure  of  the  wea- 
pons, sprang  forward  in  such  a  manner  as  would 
have  brought  his  body  immediately  before  them, — 
hut  a  decayed  plank  in  the  floor  caught  his  foot 
and  he  fell  to  his  knee.    It  was  a  lucky  accident, — 
for  the  discharge  of  a  pistol,  by  the  officer,  planted 
a  bullet  in  the  log  of  the  cabin,  which  would  have 
been  lodged  full  in  the  square  breast  of  the  gallant 
Horse  Shoe,  if  he  had  retained  his  perpendicular 
position.     His   footing,  however,  was  recovered 
almost  as  soon  as  it  was  lost,  and  the  next  moment 
found  him  bravely  posted  in  front  of  the  firearms, 
with  his  own  weapon  thrust  almost  into  the  fiice 
of  the  foremost  assailant.     The  hurry,  confusion, 
and  peril  of  the  crisis  did  not  take  away  his  self- 
possession  ;  but  he  now  found  himself  unexpect- 
edly thrown  into  a  situation  of  infinite  difficulty, 
where  all  the  chances  of  the  fight  were  against  him. 
**  Back,  men,  and  guard  the  door,"  he  cried  out, 
as  if  again  addressing  his  troop.    **  Sir,  I  will  not 
be  answerable  for  consequences,  if  my  troopers 
once  come  into  this  house.    If  you  hope  for  quar- 
ter, give  up  on  the  spot"  . 

**  His  men  have  retreated,"  cried  one  of  the  sol- 
diers.  «  Upon  him,  boys !"  and  instantly  two  or 
three  pressed  upon  the  sergeant  who,  seizing  his 
rifle  in  both  hands,  bore  them  back  by  main  force, 
until  he  had  thrown  them  prostrate  on  the  floor. 
Ho  then  leaped  toward  the  door  with  the  intention 
of  making  good  his  retreat 

«  Shall  I  let  loose  upon  them,  captain  ?"  said 
Andrew  Ramsay,  now  appearing,  most  unexpect- 
edly to  Robinson,  at  the  door  of  the  hut  **  Come 
on,  my  brave  boys !"  he  shouted  as  he  turned  his 
fiice  toward  the  field. 

«  Keep  them  outside  of  the  door — stand  fast," 
cried  the  doughty  sergeant  again,  with  admirable 
promptitude,  in  the  new  and  sudden  posture  of 
his  aflairs  caused  by  this  opportune  appearance  of 
the  boy.  "  Sir,  you  see  that  you  are  beaten :  let 
me  warn  you  once  more  to  save  the  lives  of  your 
men — it's  onpossible  for  me  to  keep  my  people  off  a 
minute  longer.  What  signifies  fighting  five  to onel" 
During  this  appeal  the  sergeant  was  ably  se- 
conded by  the  lad  outside,  who  was  calling  out 
first  on  one  name,  and  then  t)n  another,  as  if  in 
the  presence  of  a  troop.  The  device  succeeded, 
and  the  officer  within,  believing  tho  forbearance  of 
Robinson  to  be  real,  at  length  said — 

**  Lower  your  rifle,  sir.  In  the  presence  of  a  su- 
perior force,  taken  by  surprise  and  without  arms,  it 
is  my  duty  to  save  bloodshed.  With  the  promise  of 
fair  usaffe  and  the  tights  of  prisoners  of  war,  I  sur- 
render mis  little  foraging  party  under  my  command." 
(*  I'll  make  the  terms  agreeable,"  replied  the  ser- 
geant   <<  Never, doubt  me,  sir.    Right  hand  file, 

advance,  and  receive  the  arms  of  the  prisoners!" 
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**  Vm  here,  captain/*  (nid  Andrew,  in  a  conceited 
tone,  as  if  it  were  a  mere  occasion  of  merriment ; 
and  the  lad  quickly  entered  the  hoase  and  eecared 
the  weapons,  retreating  with  them  some  paoea 
from  the  door. 

"Now,  sir,"  said  Horse  Shoe,  to  the  ensign, 
**  your  sword,  and  whatever  else  you  mought  have 
ahout  you  of  the  ammunitions  of  war !" 

The  officer  delivered  up  his  sword  and  a  pair  of 
pocket  pistols. 

"  Your  name  ? — if  I  mought  take  the  freedom. 

"  Ensign  St.  Jermyn,  of  his  majesty's  seventy- 
first  regiment  of  light  infantry." 

« Ensign,  your  sarvant,"  added  Horse  Shoe, 
aiming  at  an  unusual  exhibition  of  politeneas. 
**  You  have  defended  your  poet  like  an  old  sodger, 
although  you  ha*n*t  much  beard  upon  your  chin ; 
ril  certify  for  you.  But,  seeing  you  have  given 
up,  you  shall  be  treated  like  a  man  who  has  done 
his  duty.  Yon  will  walk  out  now,  and  form  your- 
selves in  line  at  the  door.  Fll  engage  my  men  shall 
do  you  no  harm : — they  are  of  a  marciful  breed." 

When  the  little  squad  of  prisoners  submitted  to 
this  command,  and  came  to  the  door,  they  were 
stricken  with  the  most  profound  astonishmeHt  to 
find,  in  place  of  the  detachment  of  cavalry  they 
expected  to  see,  nothing  but  one  horse,  one  man, 
and  one  boy.  Their  first  emotions  were  expressed 
in  curses,  which  were  even  succeeded  by  laughter 
from  one  or  two  of  the  number.  There  seemed 
to  be  a  disposition,  on  the  part  of  some,  to  resist 
the  authority  that  now  controlled  them ;  and  sun- 
dry glances  were  exchanged  which  indicated  a 
purpose  to  turn  upon  their  captors.  The  sergeant 
no  sooner  perceived  this  than  he  halted,  raised  his 
rifle  to  his  breast,  and,  at  the  same  instant,  gave 
Andrew  Ramsay  an  order  to  retire  a  few  paces, 
and  to  fire  one  of  the  captured  pieces  at  the  first 
man  who  opened  his  lips : 

(« By  my  hand,"  he  said,  *<  if  I  find  any  trouble  in 
taking  you,  all  five,  safe  away  from  this  here  house, 
I  will  thin  your  numbers  with  your  own  muskets ! 
And  that's  as  good  as  if  I  had  sworn  to  it" 

"  You  have  my  word,  sir,"  said  the  ensign. 
**  Lead  on — we'll  follow." 

"  By  your  leave,  my  pretty  gentleman,  you  will 
lead,  and  I'll  follow,"  replied  Horse  Shoe.  "  It 
may  be  a  now  piece  of  drill  to  you — but  the  cus- 
tom is  to  give  the  prisoners  the  post  of  honour, 
and  to  walk  them  in  front." 

*<  As  you  please,"  answered  the  ensign.  "  Where 
do  you  take  usi" 

**  You  will  march  back  the  road  you  came,"  said 
the  sergeant 

Finding  the  conqueror  determined  to  execute 
summary  martial  law  upon  the  first  who  should 
mutiny,  the  prisoners  now  marched  in  double  files 
from  the  hut,  back  toward  Ramsay's, — Horse 
Shoe,  with  Captain  Peter's  bridle  dangling  over  his 
arm,  and  his  gallant  young  auxiliary  Andrew,  la- 
den with  double  the  burden  of  Robinson  Crusoe, 
shaving  all  the  fire-arms  packed  upon  his  shoul- 
ders,) bringing  up  the  rQir.  In  this  order  victors 
and  vanquished  returned  to  David  Ramsay's. 

<<  Well,  I  have  brought  you  your  ducks  and 


chickens  back,  mistress,"  said  the  sergeant  as  he 
halted  his  prisoners  at  the  door,  **  and  what's  more, 
I  have  brought  home  a  young  sodger  thal*s  worth 
his  weight  in  gold." 

"  Heaven  bleks  my  child !  my  boy,  my  brave 
boy !"  cried  the  mother,  seizing  the  lad  Andrew  in 
her  arms,  and  unheeding  any  thing  else  in  the  pre- 
sent perturbation  of  her  feelings.  "I  feared  ill 
would  come  of  it :  but  Heaven  has  preserved  him. 
Did  he  behave  handsomely,  Mr.  Robinson?  But 
I  am  sure  he  did." 

«A  little  more  venturesome,  ma'am,  than  I 
wanted  him  to  be,"  replied  Horse  Shoe.  **  But 
he  did  excellent  aarvice.  These  are  hb  prisoners, 
Mistress  Ramsay — I  should  never  have  got  them, 
if  it  hadn't  been  for  Andy.  In  these  drumming 
and  fifing  times  the  babies  suck  in  quarrel  with 
their  mother's  milk.  Show  me  another  boy  in 
America  that's  made  more  prisoners  than  there  was 
men  to  fight  them  with — ^that's  all !  He's  a  first 
rate  chap,  Mistress  Ramsay — take  my  word  fw  it" 


DAUNTREES  AND  MISTRESS  WEASEL. 

FmOM  ROB  OV  THE  BOWU 

**  MtsTHKSs  Dorothy,"  said  Captain  Dauntzees, 
"  at  your  leisure,  pray  step  this  way." 

The  dame  tarried  no  longer  than  was  necessary 
to  complete  a  measure  she  was  filling  for  a  customer, 
and  then  went  into  the  room  to  which  she  had 
been  summoned.  This  was  a  little  parlour  where 
the  captain  of  musqueteers  had  been  regaling  him- 
self for  the  last  hour  over  a  jorum  of  ale,  in  solitary 
rumination.  An  open  window  gave  to  his  view 
the  full  expanse  of  the  river,  now  glowing  with 
the  rich  reflections  of  sunset ;  and  a  balmy  October 
breeze  played  through  the  apartment  and  refreshed 
without  (fhiUuig  the  frame  of  the  comfortable  cap- 
tain. He  was  seated  near  the  window  in  a  large 
easy  chair  when  the  hostess  entered. 

"  Welcome  dame,"  he  said,  without  rising  from 
his  seat  ^^  the  same  time  oflfering  his  hand,  which 
was  readily  accepted  by  the  landlady. — ^  By  St 
Gregory  and  St  Michael  both,  a  more  buxom  and 
tidy  piece  of  flesh  and  blood  hath  never  sailed  be- 
tween the  two  headlands  of  Potomac  than  thou 
art!  You  are  for  a  junketing.  Mistress  Dorothy ; 
you  are  tricked  out  like  a  queen  this  evening !  I 
have  never  seen  thee  in  thy  new  suit  before.  Tboo 
art  as  gay  as  a  marygold  :  and  I  wear  thy  colours, 
thou  laughing  mother  of  mischief!  Green  is  the 
livery  of  thy  true  knight  Has  your  goodman, 
honest  Garret,  come  home  yet  dame  ?" 

**  What  would  you  with  my  husband.  Master 
Baldpate  t  There  is  no  good  in  the  wind  when  vou 
throw  yourself  into  the  big  chair  of  this  parlour." 

"  In  truth,  dame,  I  only  came  to  make  a  short 
night^f  it  with  you  and  your  worthy  spouse.  .... 
Tell  Malty  to  spread  supper  for  me  in  this  parlour. 
. . .  and  if  the  veritable  and  most  authentic  head  of 
this  house — I  mean  yourself,  mistress — have  do 
need  of  Garret,  I  would  entreat  to  have  him  in 
company.  By  the  hand  of  thy  soldier.  Mistress 
Dorothy !  I  am  glad  to  see  you  thrive  so  in  yoor 
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calling.    You  will  spare  me  Garret,  dame  1     Come, 
I  know  you  have  not  learnt  how  to  refuse  me  a  boon.** 

•*  You  are  a  saucy  Jack,  Master  Captain,"  replied 
the  dame.  **  I  know  you  of  old :  you  would  have 
a  rouse  with  that  thriftless  babe,  my  husband.  You 
sent  him  reeling  home  only  last  night.  How  can 
you  look  me  in  the  face,  knowing  him,  as  you  do, 
for  a  most  shallow  vessel.  Captain  Dauntrees  V 

"  Fie  on  thee,  dame !  You  disgrace  your  own 
flesh  and  blood  by  such  speech.  Did  you  not 
choocte  him  for  his  qualities  1 — ay,  and  with  all 
circumspection,  as  a  woman  of  experience.  You 
had  two  husbands  before  Garret,  and  when  you 
took  him  for  a  third,  |t  was  not  in  ignorance  of  the 
sex.  Look  thee  in  the  face  !  I  dare, — ^yea,  and 
at  thy  whole  configuration.  Faith,  you  wear  most 
bravely,  Mistress  Weasel !  Stand  apart  and  let 
me  survey :  turn  thy  shoulders  round,"  he  added, 
as  by  a  sleight  he  twirled  the  dame  upon  her  heel 
so  as  to  bring  her  back  to  his  view — <*  thou  art  a 
woman  of  ten  thousand,  and  I  envy  Garret  such 
store  of  womanly  wealth." 

*^  If  Garret  were  the  man  I  took  him  for.  Master 
Captain,**  said  the  dame  with  a  saucy  smile,  <<  you 
would  have  borne  a  broken  head  long  since.  But 
he  has  his  virtues,  such  as  they  are, — though  they 
may  lie  in  an  egg-^holl :  and  Garret  has  his  frailties, 
too,  like  other  men :  alack,  there  is  no  denying  it!'* 

«  Frailties,  forsooth !  Which  of  us  has  not, 
dame  ?  Garret  is  an  honest  man ; — somewhat 
old — a  shade  or  so :  yet  it  is  but  a  shade.  For  my 
sake,  pretty  hostess,  you  will  allow  him  to  sup 
with  us  ?  Speak  it  kindly,  sweetheart — good  old 
Garret's  jolly,  young  wife  !'* 

«Thou  wheedling  devil!**  said  the  landlady; 
**  Garret  is  no  older  than  thou  art.  But,  truly,  I 
may  say  he  is  of  little  account  in  the  tap-room ;  so 
he  shall  come  to  you,  captain.  But,  look  you,  he 
is  weak,  and  must  not  be  overcharged.** 

«  He  shall  not,  mistress — you  have  a  soldier's 
word  for  that.  I  could  have  sworn  you  would  not 
deny  me.  Hark  you,  dame« — bring  thine  ear  to 
my  lips ; — a  word  in  secret** 

The  hostess  bent  her  head  down,  as  the  captain 
desired,  when  he  said  in  a  half-whisper,  <'  Send  me 
a  flask  of  the  best, — you  understand  1  And  there's 
for  thy  pains  !**  he  added  as  he  saluted  her  cheek 
with  a  kiss. 

"And  there*s  for  thy  impudence,  saucy  captain  !'* 
retorted  the  spirited  landlady  as  she  bestowed  the 
palm  of  her  hand  on  the  side  of  his  head  and  fled 
out  of  the  apartment 

Dauntrees  sprang  from  his  chair  and  chased  the 
retreating  dame  into  tlie  midst  of  the  crowd  of  the 
tap-room,  by  whose  aid  she  was  enabled  to  make 
her  escape.  Here  he  encountered  Garret  Weasel, 
with  whom  he  went  forth  in  quest  of  Arnold  and 
the  Indian,  who  were  to  be  his  guests  at  supper. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  half  hour  the  cautain 
\  and  his  three  comrades  were  assembled  in  the  ifttle 
P^parlour  around  the  table,  discussing  their  evening 
'  meaU  When  this  was  over,  Matty  was  ordered  to 
dear  the  tioard  and  to  place  a  bottle  of  wine  and 
'  glasses  before  the  party,  and  then  to  leave  the  room. 
"  You  must  know,  Garret,**  said  Dauntrees  when 


the  serving-maid  had  retired, « that  we  go  to-night 
to  visit  the  Wizard*s  Chapel  by  his  lordship*s  or- 
der ;  and  as  I  would  have  stout  fellows  with  me,  I 
have  come  down  here  on  purpose  to  take  you  along." 

**  Heaven  bless  us.  Master  Jasper  Dauntrees  !*' 
exclaimed  Garret,  somewhat  confounded  with  this 
sudden  appeal  to  his  valour,  which  was  not  of  that 
prompt  complexion  to  stand  so  instant  a  demand, 
and  yet  which  the  publican  was  never  willing  to 
have  doubted — <*  truly  there  be  three  of  you,  and 
it  might  mar  the  matter  to  have  too  many  on  so 
secret  an  outgoing** 

"  Tush,  man, — that  has  been  considered.  His 
lordship  especially  looks  to  your  going :  you  can- 
not choose  but  go.** 

<'  But  my  wife.  Captain  Dauntrees*' 

«'  Leave  that  to  me,**  said  the  captain ;  **  I  will 
manage  it  as  handsomely  as  the  taking  of  Troy. 
Worthy  Garret,  say  naught  against  it — you  must 
go,  and  take  with  you  a  few  bottles  of  canary  and 
a  good  luncheon  of  provender  in  the  basket  You 
shall  be  our  commissary.  I  came  on  set  purpose 
to  procure  the  assistance  of  your  experience  and 
store  of  comfortable  sustenance.  Get  the  bottles, 
Garset, — his  lordship  pays  the  scot  to-night" 

*<  I  should  have  my  nag,*'  said  Garret,  **  and  the 
dame  keeps  the  key  of  the  stable,  and  will  in 
nowise  consent  to  let  me  have  it  She  would 
suspect  us  for  a  rouse  if  I  but  asked  the  key."  ' 

"I  will  engage  for  that,  good  Weasel,"  said 
Dauntrees:  "I  will  cozen  the  dame  with  some 
special  invention  which  shall  put  her  to  giving  the 
key  of  her  own  motion :  she  shall  be  coaxed  with 
a  device  that  shall  make  all  sure— only  say  you 
will  obey  his  lordship's  earnest  desire.** . . . 

"  My  heart  is  big  enough,**  said  Weasel,  "  for 
any  venture ;  but,  in  truth,  I  fear  the  dame.  It 
will  be  a  Uvelong  night  carouse,  and  she  is  mortal 
against  that     What  will  she  say  in  the  morning  1** 

<*  What  can  she  say,  when  all  is  come  and  gone, 
but,  perchance,  that  thou  wert  rash  and  hot-headed  1 
That  will  do  yon  no  harm :  but  an  hour  ago  she 
swore  to  me  that  you  were  getting  old — and  sighed, 
too,  as  if  she  believed  her  words.** 

*<  Old,  did  she  say  1  Ho,  mistress,  I  will  show 
you  my  infirmities !  A  fig  for  her  scruples !  the 
heyday  blood  yerks  yet  Master  <>aptain.  I  will 
go  with  thee,  comrades :  I  will  follow  you  to  any 
goblin's  chapel  twixt  St  Mary*s  and  Christina.** 

"  Well  said,  brave  vintner  !*'  exclaimed  the  cap- 
tain; "now  stir  theo !  And  when  you  come  back 
to  the  parlour,  Master  Weasel,  you  shall  find  the 
dame  here.  Watch  my  eye  and  take  my  hint,  so 
that  you  play  into  my  hand  when  netnl  shall  be. 
I  will  get  the  nag  out  of  the  stable  if  he  were  co- 
vered with  bells.     Away  for  the  provender !" 

The  publican  went  about  his  preparations,  and 
had  no  sooner  left  the  room  than  the  captain  called 
the  landlady,  who  at  his  invitation  showed  herself 
at  the  door. 

"  Come  in,  sweetheart  Good  Mistress  Daffo- 
dil,** he  said,  "  I  called  you  that  you  may  lend  us 
your  help  to  laugh :  siocp  your  rufflers  are  dis- 
persed, your  smokers  obnubilated  in  their  own 
clouds,  your  tipplers  strewed  upon  the  benches. 
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and  nothing  more  left  for  you  to  do  in  the  tap-room, 
we  would  have  your  worshipful  and  witty  company 
here  in  the  parlour.  So  come  in,  my  princess  of  plea- 
sant thoughts,  and  make  us  merry  with  thy  fancies." 

**  There  is  nothing  but  clinking  of  cans  and  swag- 
gering speeches  where  you  are,  Captain  Dauntrees/' 
said  the  hostess.  **  An  honest  woman  had  best  bo 
little  seen  in  your  company.  It  is  a  wonder  you 
ever  got  out  of  the  Low  Countries,  where,  what  with 
drinking  with  boors  and  quarrelling  with  belted  bul- 
lies, your  three  years'  service  was  enough  to  put  an 
end  to  a  thousand  fellows  of  your  humour." 

**  There's  destiny  in  it,  dame.  I  was  bom  to  be 
the  delight  of  your  eyes.  It  was  found  in  my  ho- 
roscope, when  my  nativity  was  cast,  that  a  certain 
jolly  mistress  of  a  most-espedally-to-bo-commended 
inn,  situate  upon  a  delectable  point  of  land  in  the 
New  World,  was  to  be  greatly  indebted  to  me,  first, 
for  the  good  fiime  of  her  wines  amongst  worshipful 
people ;  and,  secondly,  for  the  sufficient  and  decent 
praise  of  her  beauty.  So  was  it  read  to  my  mo- 
ther by  the  wise  astrologer. . . . 

At  this  moment  Garret  Weasel  returned  to  the 
room.  A  sign  from  him  informed  the  captain 
that  the  preparation  be  had  been  despatched  to 
make  was  accomplished. 

"  How  looks  the  night,  Garret  V*  inquired  Daun- 
trees :  <*  when  have  we  the  moon  1" 

**  It  is  a  clear  starlight  and  calm,"  replied  the 
publican;  <<tho  moon  will  not  show  herself  till 
near  morning." 

**  Have  you  heard  the  news,  mistress  1"  inquired 
the  captain,  with  an  expression  of  some  eagerness; 
**  there  is  pleasant  matter  current  concerning  the 
mercer's  wife  at  the  Blue  Triangle.  But  you 
must  have  heard  it  before  thb  1" 

*«  No,  truly,  not  I,"  replied  the  hostess. 

**  Indeed !"  said  Dauntrees,  ^  then  there's  a 
month's  amusement  for  you.  You  owe  the  sly 
jade  a  grudge,  mistress." 

<*  In  faith  I  do,"  said  the  dame,  smiling,  «  and 
would  gladly  pay  it" 

"  You  may  pay  it  off  with  usury  now,"  added 
the  captain,  *<  with  no  more  trouble  Uian  telling  the 
story.     It  is  a  rare  jest,  and  will  not  die  quickly." 

**  I  pray  you  tell  it  to  me,  good  captain — give 
me  all  of  it,"  exclaimed  the  dame,  eagerly. 

"  Peregrine  Cadger,  the  mercer,  you  know,"  said 
the  captain — "  but  it  is  a  long  story,  and  will  take 
time  toTehearse  it.  Garret,  how  comes  it  that  you 
did  not  tell  this  matter  to  your  wife,  as  I  charged  you 
to  do  ?"  he  inquired,  with  a  wink  at  the  publican. 

"  I  resolved  to  tell  it  to  her,"  said  Weasel,  "  but, 
I  know  not  how,  it  ran  out  of  my  mind — the  day 
being  a  busy  one" 

**  A  busy  day  to  thee !"  exclaimed  the  spouse. 
«  Thou,  who  hast  no  more  to  do  than  a  stray  in 
the  poand,  what  are  you  fit  for,  if  it  be  not  to  do 
as  you  are  commanded  ?  But  go  on,  captain ;  the 
story  would  only  be  marred  by  Garret's  telling — 
go  on  youtself— I  am  impatient  to  hear  it" 

**  I  pray  you,  what  o'clock  is  it,  mistress  1"  asked 
the  captain. 

<*It  is  only  near  nine.  It  mattera  not  for  the 
hour-- go  on." 


«<Nine!"  exclaimed  Dauntrees;  »< truly,  dame, 
I  must  leave  the  story  for  Master  Garret  Nine, 
said  you  1  By  my  sword,  I  have  overstayed  my 
time !  I  have  business  with  the  Lord  Proprietary 
before  he  goes  to  bis  bed.  There  are  papeis  at 
the  fort  which  should  have  been  delivered  to  his 
lordship  before  this." 

<*  Nay,  captain,"  said  the  hostess,  <«  if  it  be  bot 
the  delivery  of  a  packet,  it  may  be  done  by  some 
other  hand.  There  is  Driving  Dick  in  the  tap- 
room: he  shall  do  your  bidding  in  the  matter. 
Do  not  let  so  light  a  business  as  that  take  you 
away." 

«  To-morrow,  dame,  and  I  will  tcU  you  the  tak." 

w  To-night,  captain — to-night" 

«  Truly,  I  must  go ;  the  papers  should  be  deli- 
vered by  a  trusty  hand — I  may  not  leave  it  to  an 
ordinary  messenger.  Now,  if  Garret — but  1  will 
ask  no  such  service  from  the  good  man  at  this  time 
of  night ;  it  is  a  long  way.  No,  no,  I  must  do  my 
own  errand." 

t*  There  is  no  reason  upon  earth,"  said  the  land- 
lady, « why  Garret  should  not  do  it :  it  is  but  a 
step  to  the  fort  and  back." 

**  I  can  take  my  nag  and  ride  there  in  twenty 
minutes,"  said  Garret  "I  warrant  you  his  lord- 
ship will  thftik  the  message  wisely  intrusted  to  me." 

"  Then  get  you  gone,  without  pariey,"  exdaimed 
the  dame. 

**  The  key  of  the  stable,  wife,"  said  Garret 

«( If  you  will  go.  Master  Garret,"  said  Dauntrees 
— **  and  it  is  very  obliging  of  you — do  it  quickly. 
Tell  Nicholas  Yerbrack  to  look  in  my  8crit<Mrc ;  he 
will  find  the  packet  addressed  to  his  lordship. 
Take  it,  and  see  it  safely  put  into  his  lordship's 
hands.  Say  to  Nicholas,  moreover,  that  I  will  be  mt 
the  fort  before  ten  to-night     You  comprehend?" 

"  I  comprehend,"  replied  Grarret,  as  his  wife  gave 
him  the  key  of  the  stable,  and  he  departed  from  the 
room. 

"  Now,  captain." 

"  Well,  mistress:  you  must  know  that  Peregrine 
Cadger,  the  mercer,  who  in  the  main  is  a  discreet 
man 


»» 


"  Yes." 

«  A  discreet  man — I  mean,  bating  some  follies 
which  you  wot  of;  for  tliis  trading  and  trafficking 
naturally  begets  foresight  A  man  has  so  moch  to 
do  with  the  world  in  that  vocation,  and  the  world. 
Mistress  Dorothy,  is  inclined  by  temper  to  be  some- 
what knavish,  so  that  they  who  have  much  to  do 
with  it  learn  cautions  which  other  folks  do  not 
Now,  in  our  calling  of  soldiership,  cautitm  is  a 
sneaking  virtue  which  we  soon  send  to  the  devil ; 
and  thereby  you  may  see  how  it  is  that  we  are 
more  honest  than  other  people.  Caution  and 
honesty  do  not  much  consort  together." 

*t  But  of  the  mercer's  wife,  captain." 

«  Ay,  the  mercer's  wife — I  shall  come  to  ber 
presently.  Well,  Peregrine,  as  you  have  often 
seen,  is  a  shade  or  so  jealous  of  that  fiissock,  his 
wife,  who  looks,  when  she  is  tricked  out  in  her 
new  russet  grogram  cloak,  more  like  a  brown  lay- 
cock  in  motion  than  a  living  woman.'* 

«  Yes,"  interrupted  the  dame,  lau^iing,  « and 
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with  a  sunburnt  top.    Her  red  hair  on  her  ihoul- 
ders  is  no  better,  I  trow.'* 

**  Her  husband,  who  at  best  is  but  a  cotquean — 
one  of  those  fellows  .who  has  a  dastardly  fear  of  his 
wife,  which,  you  know,  Mistress  Dorothy,  truly 
makes  both  man  and  wife  to  be  laughed  at  A 
husband  should  have  his  own  way,  and  follow  his 
humour,  no  matter  whether  the  dame  rails  or  not 
You  agree  with  me  in  this,  Mistress  Weasel?" 

**  In  part,  captain.  I  am  not  for  stinting  a  hus- 
band in  his  lawful  walks;  but  the  wife  should 
have  an  eye  to  his  ways:  she  may  counsel  him.'' 

*<  Oh,  in  reason,  I  grant;  but  she  should  not 
chide  him,  I  mean,  nor  look  too  narrowly  into  his 
hours,  that's  all.  Now  Peregrine's  dame  hath  a 
free  foot,  and  the  mercer  himself  somewhat  of  a 
sulky  brow.  Well,  Halfpenny,  the  chapman,  who 
is  a  mad  wag  for  mischief,  and  who  is  withal  a  sure 
customer  of  the  mercer's  in  small  wares,  comes 
yesternight  to  Peregrine  Cadger's  house,  bringing 
with  him  worshipful  Master  Lawrence  Hay,  the 
Viewer." 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  horse's  feet  from 
the  court-yard  showed  that  Garret  Weasel  had  set 
forth  on  his  ride. 

^  Arnold,  I  am  keeping  you  waiting,"  said  Daun- 
trces.  •*  Fill  up  another  cup  for  youHtelf  and  Pa- 
mesack,  and  go  your  ways.  Stay  not  for  me, 
friends ;  or  if  it  pleases  you,  wait  for  me  in  the  tap- 
room.    I  will  be  ready  in  a  brief  space." 

The  ranger  and  the  Indian,  after  swallowing 
another  glass,  withdrew. 

"The  Viewer,"  continued  Dauntroes,  "is  a 
handsome  man, — and  a  merry  man  on  occasion, 
too.  I  had  heard  it  whispered  before^but  not 
liking  to  raise  a  scandal  upon  a  neighbour,  I  kept 
my  thoughts  to  myself — that  the  mercer's  wife  had 
rather  a  warm  side  for  the  viewer.  But  be  that 
as  it  may :  there  was  the  most  laughable  prank 
played  on  the  mercer  by  Halfpenny  and  the  viewer 
together,  last  night,  that  ever  was  heard  of.  It  was 
thus :  they  had  a  game  at  Hoodman  blind,  and 
when  it  fell  to  Lawrence  to  be  the  seeker,  some- 
how the  fat  termagant  was  caught  in  his  arms, 
^  and  so  the  hood  next  came  to  her.  Well,  she  was 
blindfolded ;  and  there  was  an  agreement  all  round 
that  no  one  should  speak  a  wohl." 

"  Ay,  I  understand — I  see  it,"  said  the  hostess, 
eagerly  drawing  her  chair  nearer  to  the  captain. 

"  No,  you  would  never  guess,"  replied  Daun- 
trees,  "  if  ypu  cudgelled  your  brains  from  now  till 
Christmas.  But  I  can  show  you.  Mistress  Doro- 
thy, better  by  the  acting  of  the  scene.  Here,  get 
down  on  your  knees,  and  let  me  put  your  kerchief 
over  your  eyes." 

"  What  can  that  signify  1"  inquired  the  dame. 

"  Do  it,  mistress — ^you  will  Uiugh  at  the  explo- 
'sion.     Give  me  the  handkerchief.     Down,  dame, 
upon  your  marrow-bones: — it  is  an  excellent  jest 
and  worth  the  learning." 

The  landlady  dropped  upon  her  knees,  and  the 
captain  secured  the  bandage  round  her  eyes. 

"  How  many  fingers,  dame  ]"  he  asked,  holding 
his  hand  before  her  face. 

"  Never  a  finger  can  I  see,  captain." 
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"  It  is  well.  Now  stand  up— forth  and  away ! 
That  was  the  word  given  by  the  viewer.  Turn, 
Mistress  Dorothy,  and  grope  through  the  room. 
Oh,  you  shall  laugh  at  this  roundly.  Grope, 
grope,  dame. 

The  obedient  and  marvelling  landlady  began  to 
grope  through  the  apartment,  and  Dauntrees, 
quietly  opening  the  door,  stole  off  to  the  tap-room, 
where  being  joined  by  his  comrades,  they  hied  | 
with  all  speed  toward  the  fort,  leaving  the  credu- 
lous dame  floundering  after  a  jest,  at  least  until 
they  got  beyond  the  hail  of  her  voice. 


GREEN  MOUNT  CEMETERY. 

PMOM  AN  ADD&ESB  DELTVBHKD  AT  ITS  DKDICATIOir. 


I  KNOW  not  where  the  eye  may  find  more  pleas- 
ing landscapes  than  those  which  surround  us. 
Here,  within  our  enclosures,  how  aptly  do  these 
sylvan  embellishments  harmonize  with  the  design 
of  the  place  ! — this  venerable  grove  of  ancient  fo- 
rest; this  lawn  shaded  with  choicest  trees;  that 
green  meadow,  where  the  brook  creeps  through  the 
tangled  thicket  begemmed  with  wild  flowers ;  these 
embowered  alleys  and  pathways  hidden  in  shrub- 
bery, and  that  grassy  knoll  studded  with  evergreens 
and  sloping  to  the  cool  dell  where  the  fountain  rip- 
ples over  its  pebbly  bed : — all  hemmed  in  by  yon 
natural  screen  of  foliage  which  seems  to  separate 
this  beautiful  spot  from  the  world  and  devote  it  to 
the  tranquil  uses  to  which  it  is  now  to  be  applied. 
Beyond  the  gate  that  guards  these  precincts  we 
gaze  upon  a  landscape  rife  with  all  the  charms  that 
hill  and  dale,  forest-clad  heights,  and  cultivated 
fields  may  contribute  to  enchant  the  eye.  That 
stream  which  northward  cleaves  the  woody  hills, 
comes  murmuring  to  our  feet,  rich  with  the  reflec- 
tions of  the  bright  heaven  and  the  green  earth; 
thence  leaping  along  between  its  granite  banks, 
hastens  toward  the  city  whose  varied  outline  of 
tower,  steeple,  and  dome,  gilded  by  the  evening 
sun  and  softened  by  the  haze,  seems  to  sleep  in 
perspective  against  the  southern  sky:  and  there, 
fitly  stationed  within  our  view,  that  noble  column, 
dcstiniid  to  immortality  from  the  name  it  bears,  lifts 
high  above  the  ancient  oaks  that  crown  the  hill,  the 
venerable  form  of  the  Father  of  his  Country,  a 
majestic  image  of  the  deathlessness  of  virtue. 

Though  scarce  an  half  hour's  walk  from  yon 
living  mart,  where  one  hundred  thousand  human 
beings  toil  in  their  noisy  crafts,  here  the  deep  quiet 
of  the  country  reigns,  broken  by  no  ruder  voice 
than  such  as  marks  the  tranquillity  of  rural  life, — 
the  voice  of  "  birds  on  branches  warbling," — the 
lowing  of  distant  cattle,  and  the  whetting  of  the 
mo wer^s  scythe.  Yet  tidings  of  the  city  not  u  nplea- 
santly  reach  the  ear  in  the  faint  murmur  which  at 
intervals  is  borne  hither  upon  the  freshening 
breeze,  and  more  gratefully  still  in  the  deep  tones 
of  that  cathedral  bell, 

Swinging  slow,  with  sullen  roar, 

as  morning  and  noon,  and  richer  at  eventide,  it  flings 
its  pealing  melody  across  these  shades  with  an  invoca- 
tion that  might  charm  the  lingering  visiter  to  prayer. 
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'  Georoe  Bush,  one  of  the  most  profound 
and  ingenious  scholars  of  the  present  age, 
was  bom  at  Norwich,  in  the  eastern  part  of 
Vermont,  on  the  twelfth  of  June,  1796,  and 
entered  Dartmouth  College  in  the  eighteenth 
year  of  his  age,  far  advanced  in  classical 
learning,  and  distinguished  for  graces  of  style 
in  literary  composition  at  that  time  unusual 
even  among  the  veterans  of^he  pulpit  and  the 
press.  Xmong  his  classmates  of  Dartmouth 
were  the  late  Dr.  Marsh,  of  the  University 
of  Vermont,  so  eminent  as  a  scholar,  a  philo- 
sopher, and  a  Christian;  Thomas  C.  Upham, 
who  has  won  an  enviable  reputation  .by  his 
metaphysical  writings  ;*  and  Rufus  Choate, 
who  at  the  bar  and  in  the  senate  has  been 
among  the  most  conspicuous  for  learning, 
wisdom,  and  fervid  eloquence.  Mr.  Choate 
was  his  '*  chum,"  and  at  this  time  their  pur- 
suits as  well  as  their  tastes  were  congenial ; 
but  religious  influences  changed  the  intentions 
of  Mr.  Bush,  and  after  graduating,  with  the 
highest  honours,  in  1818,  he  entered  the  The- 
ological Seminary,  at  Princeton,  to  prepare 
himself  for  the  ministry.  In  due  time  he  re- 
ceived ordination  in  the  Presbyterian  church, 
and  having  passed  a  year  as  tutor  in  Princeton 
College,  he  in  1824  went  to  Indiana,  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Home  Missionary  Society, 
and  settled  at  Indianapolis.  In  the  follow- 
ing year  he  was  married  to  a  daughter  of  the 
Honourable  Lewis  Condict  of  Morristown,  in 
New  Jersey.  He  acquired  considerable  repu- 
tation as  a  preacher,  professorships  were  of- 
fered him  in  several  colleges,  and  prospects- 
of  the  satisfaction  of  all  his  ambition  seemed 
opening  before  him ;  but  in  1827,  when  he 
had  been  four  years  in  Indiana,  his  wife  died, 
and  he  returned  to  the  East. 

He  had  already  written  occasionally  for  the 
literary  and  theological  journals,  but  now  he 
determined  to  consecrate  his  life  to  letters  and 


•  The  Clements  of  Mental  Philosophy,  Treatise  on 
the  Will,  Outlines  of  Imperfect  and  Difsordered  Men- 
tal Action,  Principles  of  the  Interior  or  Hidden  Life,  and 
other  philosophical  and  religions  works,  in  which  he  has 

exhibited  sound  learning,  good  jadgment,  and  candoar. 
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learning ;  and  in  the  various  departments  of 
dogmatical  and  ethical  theology,  general  com* 
mentary,  biblical  antiquities,  hermeneuticsand 
criticism,  the  fruit^  of  his  industrious  pen 
have  ever  since  engaged  the  attention  of  scho- 
lars and  thinking  men.  His  election  to  the 
professorship  of  Hebrew  and  Oriental  Litera- 
ture in  the  University  of  the  city  of  New  York, 
in  1831,  may  have  had  some  influence  on  the 
direction  of  his  studies,  but  the  field  upon 
which  he  entered  would  under  any  circmn- 
stances  have  been  preferred  by  him,  and  is 
the  one  in  which  he  was  fitted  to  acquire  the 
greatest  influence  and  reputation. 

The  firs^work  of  Professor  Bush  was  his 
Life  of  Mohammed,  published  in  1 832.*   This 
was  followed  in  the  next  year  by  his  cele- 
brated Treatise  on  the  Millennium,  in  which 
he  has  assumed  the  position  that  the  millen- 
nium, strictly  so  called,  is  past.     But  by  the 
millennium  he  does  not  understand  the  golden 
agre  of  the  church,  which,  in  common  with 
nearly  all  good  men,  he  regards  as  a  future 
era.     He  contends  that  as  the  memorable  pe- 
riod of  the  thousand  years  of  the  apocalypse 
is  distinguished  mainly  by  the  binding  of  the 
symbolical  dragon,  we  must  determine  by  the 
legitimate  canons   of  interpretation  what  is 
shadowed  forth  by  this  mystic  personage,  be- 
fore we  can  assure  ourselves  of  the  true  cha-  ^ 
racter  of  the  millennial  age.     The  dragon,  he 
supposes,  is  the  grand  hieroglyphic  of  pagan- 
ism;  the  "binding  of  the  dragon,"  but  a 
figurative  phrase  for  the  suppression  of  pa- 
ganism within  the  limits  of  the  Roman  empire, 
a  fulfilment  which  he  contends  commenced 
in  the  reign  of  Constantine,  and  was  consum- 
mated in  that  of  Theodosius,  his  successor. 
He  draws  largely  on  the  pages  of  Gibbon  in 
support  of  his  theory,  assuming  all  along  the 
grreat  foundation  principle  that  the  apocalypse 
of  John  is  but  a  series  of  pictured  emblems, 
shadowing  forth  the  ecclesiastical  and  civil 
history  of  the  world.     As  a  merely  liteiaiy 
performance,  this  work  received  the  highest 

*  The  tenth  volume  of  Harpers^  Family  Librarjr. 
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commendations  of  the  critics ;  and  though  not 
generally  assented  to,  it  has  never  been  dis- 
proved. 

In  1835  he  published  his  Hebrew  Grammar, 
of  which  a  second  edition  appeared  in  1838. 
It  has  been  highly  approved  wherever  used. 
It  is  better  adapted  than  any  other  to  elemen- 
tary instruction.        f 

In  1840  he  commenced  the  publication  of 
his  commentaries  on  t^  Old  Testament,  of 
which  seven  volumes,  embracing  Genesis, 
Exodus,  Leviticus,  Joshua,  and  Judges,  have 
been  completed.     His  careful  study,  his  scru- 
pulous fidelity  in  eliciting  the  exact  meaning 
of  the  original,  and  his  peculiar  tact  in  ex- 
plaining it,  have  made  his  commentaries  every- 
where popular,  so  that  before  the  completion 
of  the  series  some  of  the  volumes  have  passed 
through  many  editions.    In  all  of  them  wHl 
be  found  discussions  on  the  mosX  important 
points  of  biblical  science,  extending  far  be- 
yond the  ordinary  dimensions  of  expository 
notes,  and  amounting,  indeed,  to  elaborate 
dissertations  of  great  value.     Among  the  sub- 
jects thus  treated  are,  in  Genesis,  the  tempta- 
tion and  the  fall,  the  dispersion  from  Babel, 
the  prophecies  of  Noah,  the  character  of  Mel- 
chizcdec,  the  destruction  of  Sodom  and  Go- 
morrah, the  history  of  Joseph,  and  the  pro- 
phetical benedictions  of  Jacob ;   in  Exodus, 
the  hardening  of  the  heart  of  Pharaoh,  the 
miracles  of  the  magicians,  the  pillar  of  cloud 
as  the  seat  of  the  Shekinah,  the  decalogue,  and 
the  Hebrew  theocracy ;  in  Leviticu^,  a  clear 
and  minute  specification  of  the  different  sacri- 
fices, the  law  of  marriage,  including  the  case 
of  marriage  with  a  deceased  wife's  sister,  very 
largely  considered,  and  a  full  account  of  the 
Jewish  festivals.    The  sixth  volume  contains 
an  ample  and  erudite  exposition  of  the  Song 
of  Deborah,  and  an  extended  discussion  on  the 
subject  of  Jephthah's  vow,  with  a  view  to 
determine  whether  the  Jewish  warrior  really 
sacrificed  his  daughter. 

In  1844  he  published  the  Hierophant,  a 
monthly  magazine,  in  which  he  enters  elabo- 
rately into  the  nature  of  the  prophetic  sym- 
bols, and  in  one  of  the  numbers  brings  out 
some  grand  results  as  to  the  physical  destiny 
of  the  globe.  He  assumes  that  a  fair  con- 
struction of  the  language  of  the  prophets  is 
far  from  countenancing  the  common  opinions 
respecting  the  literal  conflagration  of  the  hea- 
vens and  the  earth,  and  does  not  even  teach 


that  such  a  catastrophe  is  ever  to  tak^  place. 
He  denies  not  that  this  may  possibly  be  the 
finale  which  awaits  our  planet  and  the  solar 
system;  but  contends  that  if  so,  it  is  to  be  ga- 
thered rather  from  astronomy  than  revelation, 
from  the  apocalypse  of  Newton,  Laplace  and 
Herschel,  than  from  that  of  John.  The  Let- 
ters in  The  Hierophant  to  Professor  Stuart,  on 
the  Double  Sense  of  Prophecy,  have  been  re- 
garded as  among  the  finest  specimens  of  criti- 
cal discussion. 

The  next  work  of  Professor  Bush,  and  the 
one  which  has  excited  the  most  attention  and 
controversy,  was  Anastasis,  or  the  Doctrine 
of  the  Resurrection  of  the  Body  Rationally 
and  Spiritually  Considered,  published  in  1844. 
There  is  a  true  and  perceptible  progrress  in 
our  knowledge  of  nature,  with  which  our 
knowledge  of  the  revelation  also  advances. 
The  discoveries  of  the  geologists  have  made 
necessary  a  new  interpretation  of  the  scrip- 
tural genesis  of  the  earth,  and  the  astronomers 
have,  taught  us  that  the  old  opinions  of  the 
miraculous  suspension  of  the  sun  are  erro- 
neous ;  but  while  science  thus  modifies  ideas 
in  regard  to  things  physical,  the  great  moral 
truths  of  the  Bible  ere  not  affected  by  it,  end 
tlie  law  of  conscience  remains  immutable. 
Professor  Bush  contends  that  the  commonly 
received  doctrine  of  the  resurrection  of  the 
dead,  which  implies  a  reunion  of  the  identical 
particles  of  matter  which  in  our  present  state 
compose  the  human  body,  and  that,  however 
widely  scattered,  and  however  diverse  the 
forms  in  which  they  may  exist,  these  particles 
shall  mysteriously  be  made  again  to  live  in 
connection  with  the  soul,  is  sanctioned  by  nei- 
ther reason  nor  revelation.  "  The  ancient  and 
accredited  technicalities  of  religion,  hallowed 
as  they  are  by  long  usage,  and  wedded  to  the 
heart  by  early  association,"  are  clung  to  how- 
ever with  unyielding  tenacity,  and  the  more  spi- 
ritual and  reasonable  view  of  the  resurrection 
was  assailed,  in  a  manner  scarcely  consistent 
with  Christian  courtesy,  in  many  of  the  lead- 
ing religious  journals,  and  in  various  tracts  and 
volumes,  to  which  Professor  Bush  replied  in 
his  work  entitled  The  Resurrection  of  Christ, 
in  Answer  to  the  Question  whether  he  rose  in 
a  Spiritual  and  Celestial  or  in  a  Material  and 
Earthly  Body,  and  in  The  Soul,  or  an  Inquiry 
into  Scriptural  Psychology,  as  developed  in 
the  use  of  the  terms  Soul,  Spirit,  Life,  &c., 
viewed  in  its  bearings  on  the  Doctrine  of  the 
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Resurrection.  Very  few  theological  writings 
have  been  more  read  in  so  short  a  period, 
either  by  the  laity  or  the  clergy,  and  it  is  not 
to  be  denied  that  with  the  former  at  \4KBi  his 
reasonings  have  been  very  generally  convinc- 
ing. 

In  1845  Professor  Bush  avowed  a  full  be- 
lief and  candid  adoption  of  the  doctrines  and 
disclosures  of  Emanuel  Swedenborg,  and  he 
has  since  devoted  himself  almost  exclusively 
to  their  exposition  and  defence.  He  has  trans- 
lated Swedenborg's  Diary,  from  the  Latin; 
published  most  of  his  other  works,  with  copi- 
ous original  notes ;  made  a  Statement  of  Rea- 
sons for  joining  the  "  new  church,"  and  in  nu- 
merous addresses  and  tracts  maintained  with 
an  eloquence  and  earnestness  with  which  they 
were  never  maintained  before  the  principles  of 
the  "  inspired  philosopher"  of  Upsal. 

The  last  work  of  Professor  Bush  is  on  the 
higher  phenomena  of  Mesmerism,  in  which 
also  he  is  a  believer,  and  is  designed  to  show 
that  the  laws  of  spiritual  intercourse  developed 
in  the  magnetic  state  afford  a  striking  con- 
firmation of  the  truths  of  Swedenborg's  reve- 
lations on  the  same  subject :  so  much  so,  that 
if  the  asserted  mental  phenomena  of  Mesmer- 
ism be  facts,  Swedenborg's  claim  to  commu- 
nion with  spirits  is  established.  At  the  same 
time,  he  contends  that  the  evidence  of  Sweden- 
borg's truth  is  amply  sufficient  to  command 
faith  independently  of  this,  and  that  the  cre- 
dit of  his  doctrines  is  in  no  way  compromised 
by  any  position  assumed  in  regard  to  Mesmer- 
ism. 

"  The  inquiry  after  truth,  which  is  the  love- 
making  or  wooing  of  it;  the  knowledge  of 
truth,  which  is  the  presence  of  it,  and  the  be- 
lief of  truth,  which  is  the  enjoying  of  it," 
Lord  Bacon  says,  "  is  the  sovereign  good  of 
human  nature."  There  was  never  a  more 
sincere  lover  of  truth  than  George  Bush ;  few 
have  sought  it  with  more  earnestness  and 
humbleness ;  and  that  he  has  discovered  it  he 
seems  to  have  the  evidence  of  a  profound  sa- 
tisfaction. He  looks  for  the  grandest  moral, 
political,  and  intellectual  movements  that  man 
has  ever  seen;  indeed  thinks  they  are  now 
taking  place ;  that  the  race  is  swinging  loose 
from  its  ancient  moorings,  and  is  launching 
upon  an  unexplored  sea,  where  are  no  charts 


for  its  guidance,  where  the  azimuth  must  be 
often  plied  and  the  plummet  often  thrown  into 
the  wide  ocean,  on  which  floats  the  vessel 
freighted  with  the  weal  of  the  world ;  but  the 
age,  with  all  its  voices,  bids  him  hope ;  the 
wide  reprehension  of  wrong,  the  deep-seated 
feeling  of  right,  the  diffusion  of  learning  and 
religion,  the  gi^ng  waw>f  barbarous  usages 
to  order  and  law,  the  extension  of  man's  do- 
minion over  the  elemepts,  by  which  space  and 
time  are  removed  from  between  nations,  all 
give  promise  to  him  of  the  last  and  most  glo- 
rious act  in  the  drama  of  the  earth,  and  while 
he  labours  he  sings,  Eureka  ! 

The  extent  and  variety  of  his  learning,  his 
rare  courage,  the  unpretending  simplicity  ai^^ 
the  kindness  of  his  manners,  his  fervent  and 
trustful  piety,  insure  for  him  respect  and  af- 
fection, and  render  him  tlie  fittest  instrument 
for  the  propagation  of  a  new  faith,  that  has 
appeared,  perhaps,  in  the  nineteenth  century^ 

Professor  Bush  appears  to  "see  darkly" 
something  beyond  the  limits  of  the  old  doc- 
trines, but  his  new  ideas  want  solidity  and  co- 
herence. The  world  will  hardly  believe  that 
Elmanuel  Swedenborg  was  a  divinely  commis- 
sioned destroyer  and  recreator,  though  a  man 
of  extraordinary  genius,  who  may  have  per- 
ceived some  grand  truths  in  physics  and  phi- 
losophy by  a  sort  of  spiritual  sight,  the  nature 
of  which  he  did  not  himself  understand,  and 
made  such  wise  report  as  by  some  discreet 
and  cautious  men  to  be  regarded  as  a  pro- 
phet. Mesmerism,  in  its  lower  phenomena 
practised  much  by  charlatans,  who  have  given 
abundant  excuse  for  unbelief,  embraces  sub- 
stantial and  mysterious  truth;  and  since  it 
has  been  seen  that  its  wonders  may  explain 
those  of  Swedenborg,  without  a  necessity  of 
acknowledging  any  supernaturalism,  the  new 
creed  has  been  progressive ;  and  for  the  same 
causes  and  in  the  same  ratio  the  importance 
of  its  author  has  diminished. 

The  reception  of  opinions  opposed  to  the 
most  venerable  convictions  of  mankind  is 
however  necessarily  and  justifiably  slow,  sod 
even  if  Professor  Bush  is  in  all  respects 
right,  it  will  be  long  before  he  succeeds  in  - 
making  that  decided  impression  upon  the 
age  which  is  anticipated  by  some  of  his 
friends. 


CATHERINE  M.  SW)GWICK. 


[Born  ir—] 


M188  Sedgwick  was  one  q{  the  first  Ame- 
ricans of  her  sex  who  were  distingruished  in 
the  republic  of  letters,  and  in  the  generous 
rivalry  of  women  of  genius  which  marks  the 
present  age  she  continues  to  occupy  a  con- 
spicuous and  most  honourable  position.  She 
is  of  a  family  which  has  contributed  some  of 
its  brightest  names  to  Massachusetts.  Her 
lather,  who  was  descended  from  one  of  the 
major-generals  in  the  s^vice  of. Cromwell, 
enjoyed  a  high  reputation  as  a  statesman  and 
a  jurist,  and  was  successively  an  officer  in  the 
revolutionary  army,  a  representative  and  se- 
pator  in  Congress,  and  a  judge  of  the  supreme 
court  of  his  state.  Her  brother  Henry,  who 
died  in  1831,  was  an  able  lawyer  and  political 
writer,  and  another  brother,  the  late  Theodore 
Sedgwick,  was  also  distinguished  as  a  states- 
man and  an  author.* 

Miss  Sedgwick  was  born  in  the  beautiful 
rnral  village  of  Stockbridge,  on  the  river 
Housatonic,  to  which  her  father  had  removed 
in  1737.  Judge  Sedgwick  died  in  1813,  be- 
fore his  daughter  had  given  any  indications  of 
literary  ability,  but  her  brother  Theodore,  who 
had  been  among  the  first  to  appreciate  the 
genius  of  Bryant,f  soon  discovered  and  en- 
couraged the  development  of  her  dormant 
powers.    The  earliest  of  her  published  works 

^  was  the  New  England  Tale,  originally  intended 
to  appear  as  a^  religious  tract,  but  which  grew 
beyond  the  limits  of  such  a  design,  and  was 

^'  given  to  the  world  in  a  volume,  in  1822.  This 
was  followed,  in  1824,  by  Redwood,  a  novel 
which  was  immediately  and  widely  popular; 
in  1827  by  Hope  Leslie  or  Early  Times  in 
Massachusetts,  by  which  her  reputation  was 
yet  more  extended;  in  1830  by  Clarence,  a 
Tale  of  our  own  Times,  which  was  inferior 

in  merit,  though  received  with  equal  favour ; 

-      —  m 

•  The  mo«t  considerable  work  of  Mr.  Sedgwick  is  his 
Pablie  and  Pri vale  Economy,  in  three  voiunieii,  pub- 
lished by  t.arpers. 

t  It  was  chiedy  ihrongh  the  inflnence  of  Theodore 
Sedg^wick's  ncrsuasions  that  Mr.  Bryant  was  induced  to 
remove  to  New  York,  from  the  netghbottring  village  of 
Great  Barrington.  where  he  was  engaged  in  the  uncon- 
rmial  pursuits  of  a  country  lawyer;  and  it  was  through 
Mr  Sedgwick's  means  that  he  first  became  connected 
With  the  Eveniiig  Post. 


in  1832  by  Le  Bossu,  one  of  the  Tales  of 
Glauber  Spa,  and  in  1835  by  The  Linwoods, 
or  "  Sixty  Years  Since"  in  America,  the  last 
and  in  some  respects  the  best  of  her  novels. 
In  the  same  year  she  also  published  a  collec- 
tion of  tales  and  skc^hes  which  had  previ- 
ously appeared  in  various  periodicals. 

In  1836  Miss  Sedgwick  gave  the  public  the 
first  of  a  new  and  admirable  series  of  illustra- 
tions of  common  life,  under  the  title  of  The 
Poor  Rich  Man  and  the  Rich  Poor  Man,  which 
was  followed  in  1837  by  Live  and  Let  Live, 
and  subsequently  by  Means  and  Ends,  or  Self 
Training,  A  Love  Token  for  Chifdren,  and 
Stories  for  Young  Persons. 

.  In  the  spring  of  1839  she  went  to  Europe, 
and  in  the  year  which  she  spent  in  travelling 
wrote  her  Letters  from  Abroad  to  Kindred  at 
Home,  which  were  published  in  two  volumes 
soon  afier  her  return. 

Besides  the  works  already  mentioned  Miss 
Sedgwick  has  written  a  Life  of  Lucretia  M. 
Davidson,  and  many  contributions  to  annuals 
and  literary  magazines.^ 

Miss  Sedgwick  has  marked  individuality. 
She  commands  as  much  respect  by  her  virtues 
as  she  does  admiration  by  her  talents.  In- 
deed the  rare  endowments  of  her  mind  depend 
in  an  unusual  degree  upon  the  moral  qualities 
with  which  they  are  united  for  their  value. 
She  writes  with  a  higher  object  than  merely 
to  amuse.  Animated  by  a  cheerful  philoso- 
phy, and  anxious  to  pour  its  sunshine  into 
every  place  where  there  is  lurking  care  or 
suffering,  she  selects  for  illustration  the  scenes 
of  everyday  experience,  paints  them  with  ex- 
act fidelity,  and  seeks  to  diffuse  over  the 
mind  a  delicious  serenity,  and  in  the  heart 
kind  feelings  and  sympathies,  and  wise  am- 
bition, and  steady  hope.  A  truly  American 
spirit  pervades  her  works.  She  speaks  of  our 
country  as  one  "  where  the  government  and 
institutions  are  based  on  the  gospel  principle 
of  equal  rights  and  equal  privileges  to  all," 
and  denies  that  honour  and  shame  depend 
upon  condition.     She  is  the  champion  of  the 

virtuous  poor,  and  selecting  her  heroes  and 
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heroine^  from  humble  life,  does  not  deem  it 
necessary  that  by  tricks  upon  them  in  the 
inradle  they  ha7e  been  only  temporarily  bar 
nished  from  a  patrician  caste  and  ^^te  to 
which  they  were  bom. 

Heir  style  is  colloquial,  picturesque,  and 
marked  by  a  facile  ^race  which  is  evidently 
a  gift  of  nature.    Her  characters  are  nicely 


drawn  and  delicately  contrasted.  Her  Debo- 
rah Lenox  has  remarkable  merit  as  a  creation 
and  as  an  impersonation,  and  it  is  perfectly 
indigenous.  The  same  can  be  said  of  serenl 
others.  Miss^dgwick's  delineations  of  New 
England  manners  are  decidedly  the  best  that 
have  appeared,  and  show  both  a  careful  study 
and  a  just  appreciation. 


THE  SABBATH  IN  NEW  ENGLAND. 


raOM  HOPI  LBUX. 


Thx  observance  of  th%  Sabbath  began  with  the 
Puritans,  as  it  still  does  with  a  great  portion  of 
their  descendants,  on  Saturday  night  At  the  go- 
ing down  of  the  sun  on  Saturday,  all  temporal 
affairs  were  suspended;  and  so  zealously  did  our 
fathers  maintain  the  letter,  as  well  as  the  spirit  of 
the  law,  that,  according  to  a  vulgar  tradition  in 
Connecticut,  no  beer  was  brewed  in  the  latter  part 
of  the  week,  lest  it  should  presume  to  work  on 
Sunday.  * 

It  raust  be  confessed,  that  the  tendency  of  the 
age  is  to  laxity ;  and  so  rapidly  is  the  wholesome 
strictness  of  primitive  times  abating,  that,  should 
some  antiquary,  fifty  years  hence,  in  exploring  his 
garret  rubbish,  chance  to  cast  his  eye  on  our  hum- 
ble pages,  he  may  be  surprised  to  leam,  that,  even 
now,  the  Sabbath  is  observed,  in  the  interior  of 
New  England,  with  an  almost  Judaical  severity. 

On  Saturday  afkemoon  an  uncommon  bustle  is 
apparent.  The  great  class  of  procrastinators  are 
hurrying  to  and  fro  to  complete  the  lagging  business 
of  the  week.  The  good  mothers,  like  Burns'  ma- 
tron, are  plying  their  needles,  making  "  auld  claes 
look  amaist  as  weel's  the  new  ;**  while  the  domes- 
tics, or  help,  (we  prefer  the  national  descriptive 
term,)  are  wielding,  with  might  and  main,  their 
brooms  and  mop*,  to  make  all  tidy  for  the  Sabbath. 

As  the  day  declines,  the  hum  of  labour  dies 
away,  and,  after  the  sun  is  set,  perfect  stillness 
reigns  in  every  well-ordered  household,  and  not  a 
foot-fall  is  heard  in  the  village  street.  It  cannot 
be  denied,  that  even  the  most  scriptural,  missing 
the  excitement  of  their  ordinary  occupations,  anti- 
cipate their  usual  bed-time.  The  obvious  inference 
from  this  fact  is  skilfully  avoided  by  certain  inge- 
nious reasoners,  who  allege,  that  the  constitution 
was  originally  so  organized  as  to  require  an  extra 
quantity  of  sleep  on  every  seventh  night  We 
recommend  it  to  the  curious  to  inquire,  how  this 
peculiarity  was  adjusted,  when  the  first  day  of  the 
week  was  changed  from  Saturday  to  Sunday. 

The  Sabbath  morning  is  as  peaceful  as  the  first 
hallowed  day.  Not  a  human  sound  is  heard  with- 
out the  dwellings,  and,  but  for  the  lowing  of  the 
herds,  the  crowing  of  the  cocks,  and  the  gossiping 
of  the  birds,  animal  life  would  seem  to  be  extinct, 
till,  at  the  bidding  of  the  church-going  bell,  the 
old  and  yoimg  issue  from  their  habitations,  and, 
with  solemn  demeanor,  bend  their  measured  steps 
to  the  meeting-house ; — the  families  of  the  minis- 


ter, the  squire,  the  doctA*,  the  merchant,  the  modest 
gentry  of  the  village,  and  the  mechanic  and  la- 
bourer, all  arrayed  in  their  best,  all  meeting  oo 
even  ground,  and  all  with  that  consciousness  of 
independence  and  equality,  which  breaks  down  the 
pride  of  the  rich,  and  rescues  the  poor  fi-om  ser- 
vility, envy,  and  discontent  If  a  morning  saluta- 
tion is  reciprocated,  it  is  in  a  suppress^]  void; 
and  if,  perdhance,  naAre,  in  some  recklen  urchin, 
burst  forth  in  laughter — "  My  dear,  you  forget  il*s 
Sunday,"  is  the  ever  ready  reproofl 

Though  every  face  wears  a  solemn  aspect,  yet 
we  once  chanced  to  see  even  a  deacon*s  muscles 
relaxed  by  the  wit  of  a  neighbour,  and  heard 
him  allege,  in  a  half-deprecating,  half-laoghing 
voice,  «  The  aquire  is  so  droll,  that  a  body  most 
laugh,  though  it  be  Sabbath-day."  ^ 

The  farmer's  ample  wagon,  and  the  little  one- 
.horse  vehicle,  bring  in  all  who  reside  at  an  incon- 
venient walking  distance, — that  is  to  say,  in  oor 
riding  community,  half  a  mile  from  the  church. 
It  is  a  pleasing  sight,  to  those  who  love  to  note 
the  happy  peculiarities  of  their  own  land,  to  see 
the  farmers'  daughters,  blooming,  intelligent,  well- 
bred,  pouring  out  of  these  homely  coaches,  with 
their  nice  white  gowns,  prunel  shoes,  Leghorn 
hats,  fans  and  parasols,  and  the  spruce  young  men, 
with  their  plaited  ruffles,  blue  coats,  and  yellow 
buttons.  The  whole  community  meet  as  one  re- 
ligious family,  to  ofier  their  devotions  at  the  com- 
mon altar.  If  there  is  an  outlaw  from  the  society, 
— a  luckless  wight,  whose  vagrant  taste  has  nevrr 
been  subdued, — he  may  be  seen  stealing  al<Hig  the 
margin  of  some  little  brook,  &r  away  from  the 
condemning  observation  and  troublesome  admoni- 
tions of  bis  fellows.  «| 

Towards  the  close  of  the  day,  rbr  to  borrow  a 
phrase  descriptive  of  his  feeliqgs,  who  first  used 
it)  "  when  the  Sabbath  begins  to  abate, *^  the  chil- 
dren cluster  about  the  windows.  Their  eyes  wan- 
der from  their  catechism  to  the  western  sky,  aw), 
though  it  seems*  to  them  as  if  the  sun  would  newr 
disappear,  his  broad  disk  does  slowly  sink  behind 
the  mountain ;  and,  while  his  last  ray  still  lingers 
on  the  eastern  summits,  merry  voices  break  forth, 
and  the  groiHid  resounds  with  bounding  fix>tsteps. 
The  village  belle  arrays  herself  for  her  twilight 
walk  \  the  boys  gather  on  •*  the  green  ;**  the  lads 
and  girls  throng  to  the  **  singing  school  ;**  while 
some  coy  maiden  lingers  at  home,  awaiting  h^ 
expected  suitor ;  and  all  enter  upon  the  pleasures 
of  the  evening  with  as  keen  a  relish  as  if  the  day 
had  been  a  preparatory  penance. 
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BESSIE  LEE. 

FBOM  TBS  LTWrOOVB. 


[At  the  beginning  of  the  Revolution  a  widow  named 
Lee  resides  with  her  children  in  a  rural  village  of  Con- 
necticut. Her  son^  a  thoughtful  and  chivalrous  youth, 
enteni  the  army,  distinguishes  himself,  and  becomes  a 
captain;  her  daughter,  a  beautiful, |fcmle,  and  affec- 
tionate girl,  deserted  by  her  Iover,^asper  Meredith, 
passes  from  trusting  hope  through  anxiety,  doubt,  ana 
melancholy  to  a  touching  madness,  and  escapes  from 
her  friends  to  find  her  way  alone  to  New  York,  with  the 
object  of  restoring  to  him  som«  tokens  he  haa  g^ven  of 
his  love,  an  act  which  her  disordered  fancy  assures  her 
will  effect  her  disenthralment  from  passion.  The  fol- 
lowing extracts  are  from  the  account  of  Ihe  fulfilment 
of  her  mission,  which  is«conceived  and  executed  with 
sin^ilar  felicity,  though  mu^  of  its  effect  will  be  lost 
by  lis  sepcu^ation  from  the  context.]  v 

COKMSirCElfXIfT   OF  THX   JOURITXT. 

It  was  long  before  the  dawn  of  one  of  the  few 
soft  days  of  October,  1779,  that  Bessie  Lee  left 
her  safe  home  to  begih  a  perilous  joarney.     The 
light  of  reason  was  not  quite  extinct,  and  with 
some  forecast  she  took  a  few  coins,  keepsakes,  that 
had  long  lain  idly  in  a  arawcr,  ana  transferred 
them  to  her  pocket ;  then  placing  in  her  bosom 
the  (ittle  ivory  box  containing,  as  she  wildly  fan- 
cied, the  charms  that  bound  her  to  Jasper  Mere- 
dith, she  equipped  herself  for  her  journey.     A 
regard  to  dress  is  an  innate  idea  in  woman  that 
no  philosopher  can  deny  to  the  sex.     In  all  her 
mutations,  that  remains..... 
*     Be^ie,  after  looking  over  her  moderate  ward- 
robe, selected  the  only  gala  dress  it  contained — a 
white  silk  petticoat  and  blue  bodice;  but  aft«r 
dressing  herself  in  them,  either  from  the  instinct 
of  neatness  or  from  the  glimmering  of  the  unfit- 
ness of  such  travelling  apparel,  she  took  off  the 
silk  petticoat,  and  after  tying  it  in  a  handkerchief 
with  some  more  essential  articles,  she  laced  the 
bodice  over  a  dimity  skirt,  and  put  over  that  a 
long  linen  nightgown.     Delighted  with  her  own 
provident  sagacity  in  arraying  herself  for  day  and 
night,  she  threw  over  the  whole  a  brown  silk  car- 
dinal, and  a  chip  gipsy  hat  tied  down  with  a  blue 
gauze  handkerchief.     "  He  always  told  me  I  had 
inspiration  in  dress,''  she  said,  as  she  gave  a  pleased, 
parting  glance  at  the  glass.     In  passing  her  mo- 
ther's door,  she  paused :  "  I  haVe  heard  it  was  a 
bad  sign,"  thpught  she,  "  to  leave  home  without 
your  parent's  blessing,  but  I  go  forth  with  Hea- 
ven's, and  h^  must  follow."     She  then  proceeded 
vto  equip  her  horse,  and  set  out  on  the  New  York 
road,  which  she*  pursued  unerringly.     She  fancied 
that  the  same  providential  exemption  from  the 
necessity  of  sustenance  vouchsafed  to  her  was 
extended  to  her  horse  Steady,  and  the  animal, 
happening  to  be  full-fed,  sturdy  and  of  hard-work- 
ing habits,  seemed  to  acquiesce  in  his  supposed 
destiny,  save  now  and  then,  when  he  resolutely 
halted  at  a  stream  of  water  to  slake  his  thirst 
The  part  of  New  England,  through  which  Bessie's 
route  lay  was  sterile  and  sparsely  settled.     She 
was  unmolested,  and  for  the  most  part  unobserved. 
She  would  sometimes  pass  a  house  where  the  chil- 
dren would  pause  from  their  play,  stare,  and  ask, 
one  of  the  other,  who  that  pretty  lady  could  be  ? 
aud  wonder,  that  with  such  a  nice  cloak,  she  should 


ride  without  gloves !  Once  a  kind-hearted  farmer 
stopped  her,  and  after  asking  her  numberiess  ques- 
tions to  which  he  received  no  satisfactory  replies, 
he  earnestly  begged  her  to  stop  at  his  house  for 
some  refreshment  She  declined  his  hospitality 
with  t|P  assurance  that  she  did  not  need  it,  and  a 
smile  that  so  little  harmonized  witli  her  blanched 
cheek,  and  wild  and  melancholy  eye,  that  the  good 
man  said  her  looks  haunted  him.  In  truth,  so 
unearthly  was  her  appearance,  that  two  gossips, 
whom  she  passed  on  ihe  road,  stopped,  drew  nearer 
to  each  other,  and  without  speaking,  gazed  after 
her  till  she  was  out  of  sight ;  and  then,  with  femi- 
nine particularity,  compared  their  observations. 

"She's  master  beautiful!"  exclaimed  one  of 
them.  ' 

*<CalI  you  that  heajptiful!"  replied  her  com- 
panion ;  *<  why,  she  has  neither  flesh  nor  blood — ^I 
felt  a  chill  when  I  looked  at  her." 

**  And  I  felt  my  blood  rush  to  my  heart,  as  if  I 
had  seen  something  out  of  nature.  I  might  have 
taken  her  for  an  angel  but  for  her  silk  cardinal, 
and  her  horse,  that  looked  more  like  our  old  roan 
than  like  the  horses  in  Revelations." 

Nancy  was  less  imaginative.  **  I  did  not  see 
nothing  mysterious,"  she  said,  **  but  her  pale  little 
hands,  that  looked  as  if  they  could  hardly  hold  a 
thread  of  silk." 

**  My !  did  not  you  see  those  long  curls  that 
streamed  down  below  the  hood  of  her  cloak,  looking 
as  bright  and  as  soft  as  Judith's  baby  when  we  laid 
it  out — poor  thing !  and  the  colour  of  her  cheeks, 
that  were  as  white  as  my  poor  man's  firesh  tomb- 
stone— and  her  eye^,  that  shone  like  stars  of  a 
frosty  night !  don't  (bll  me,  Nancy  !  we  must  ex- 
pect to  see  visionfi,  and  dream  dreams  when  there's 
war  in  the  land  and  famine  at  the  door !"  The 
unconscious  subject  of  this  colloquy  went  on,  her 
innocent  heart  dilating  with  a  hope  as  assured  and 
buoyant  as  that  of  a  penitent  on  her  way  to  a  shrine 
where  absolution  and  peace  await  her. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when,  emerging 
from  a  wood,  she  observed  that  at  a  short  distance 
before  her  the  road  forked 

Bessie's  horse  fortunately  selected  the  right  direc- 
tion, and  obeyed  his  mistress's  signals  to  hasten 
onward.  These  signals  she  reiterated  from  an  im- 
pression of  some  indefinite  danger  pursuing  her. 
By  degrees,  however,  a  languor  stole  over  her  that 
prevented  her  from  observing  Steady's  motions. 
From  a  fast  trot  he  had  slackened  to  a  walk,  and 
after  thus  creeping  on  for  a  mile  or  two,  he  stood 
stock  still. 

Bessie  sat  for  a  while  as  if  waiting  his  pleasure, 
and  then  looking  at  the  setting  sun,  she  said, 
"  Well,  Steady,  you  have  done  your  day's  duty, 
and  I'll  not  be  unmerciful  to  you.  I  too  have  a 
tired  feeling,"  and  she  passed  her  hand  over  her 
throbbing  temples ;  "  but,  Steady,  we  will  not  stay 
here  by  the  roadside,  for  I  think  there  be  liad  peo- 
ple on  this  'road,  and  besides,  it  is  better  to  be  alone 
where  only  God  is." 

The  country  through  which  Besne  was  now 
passing  was  rocky,  hilly,  and  woody,  excepting 
narrow  intervals  and  some  few  cleared  and  culti- 
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▼ated  dopes.  She  had  just  passed  a  hrook,  that 
glided  <]uietly  through  a  very  green  little  meadow 
on  her  left,  but  which  on  her  right,  though  screened 
from  sight,  sounded  its  approach  as  in  the  glad 
Spirit  of  its  young  life  it  came  leaping  and  danc> 
ing  down  a  rocky  gorge.  Bessie,  as  it  woAd  seem, 
from  the  instinct  of  humanity,  let  down  some  banat 
to  allow  her  hungry  steed  admittance  to  the  mea- 
dow, saying  as  she  did  so,  *<  You  shall  have  the 
green  pastures  and  still  waters,  Steady,  where 
those  home-looking  willows  are  turning  up  their 
silvery  leaves  as  if  to  kiss  the  parting  sunbeams, 
and  the  sunflower  and  the  golden-rod  are  still 
flaunting  in  their  pride — poor  things !  but  I  will 
go  -on  the  other  side,  where  the  trees  stand  bravely 
up,  to  screen  and  guard  mo — aud  the  waterfall 
will  sing  me  to  sleep.''    1 

She  crossed  the  road  and  plunged  into  the  wood, 
and,  without  even  a  footpath  to  guide  her,  she 
scrambled  along  the  irregular  margin  of  the  brook; 
sometimes  she  swung  herself  round  the  trunk  of 
a  tree  by  grasping  the  tough  vines  encircling  it ; 
sometimes,  when  a  bald  perpendu^ular  rock  pro- 
jected over  the  water,  she  surmounted  it  as  if  the 
danger  of  wetting  her  feet  must  be  avoided  at  all 
pains  and  lisks ;  then,  a  moss><x>vercd  rock  im- 
bedded in  tlie  stream  attracting  her  eye,  she  would 
spring  on  to  it,  drop  her  feet  into  the  water,  doff 
her  little  chip  hat,  and  bathe  her  burning  temples 
in  the  cold  stream :  and  when  she  again  raised 
her  head,  shook  back  her  curls  and  turned  her 
face  heavenward,  her  eye  glowing  with  preterna- 
tural brightness,  she  might  have  been  mistaken  for 
a  wanderer  from  the  celestial  sphere  gazing  home- 
ward. AOer  ascending  tiif  stream  for  about  a 
hundred  yards,  she  came  to  a  spot  which  seemed 
to  her  excited  imagination  to  have  been  most  graced 

"Bv  the  mvereign  planter  when  be  formed 
All  things  for  roan's  delightful  use  ;^' 

and,  in  truth,  it  was  a  resting-place  for  the  troubled 
spirit,  far  more  difficult  to  find  than  a  bed  of  down 
for  the  wearied  body. 

The  thicket  here  expanded  and  spread  its  encir- 
cling arms  around  a  basin  worn  into  the  earth  by 
the  force  of  the  stream,  which  leaped  into  it  over 
a  rock  some  thirty  feet  in  height.  Here  and  there 
a  rill  straggled  away  from  the  slender  column  of 
water,  and  as  it  caught  the  sun's  slant  ray,  dropped 
down  the  rock  in  sparkling  gems.  The  trees  were 
wreathed  with  grape-vines,  whose  clusters  peeped 
through  the  brown  leaves  into  the  mirror  below. 
The  leaves  of  the  topmost  branches  of  the  trees 
were  touched  with  the  hues  of  autumn,  and  hung 
over  the  verdant  tresses  below  them  like  a  wreath 
of  gorgeous  flowers.  The  sky  was  clear,  and  the 
last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  stole  in  obliquely,  sweet 
and  sad,  as  the  parting  smile  of  a  friend,  glancing 
along  the  stems  of  the  trees  and  flashing  athwart 
the  waterfall. 

**  Here  will  I  lay  me  down  and  rest,"  said  Bes- 
sie, rolling  up  with  her  foot  a  pillow  of  crisp  crim- 
son leaves,  that  had  fallen  from  a  young  delicate 
tree,  fit  emblem  of  herself,  stricken  by  the  first 
touch  of  adversity.  "  But  first  I  will  say  my 
prayers,  for  I  think  this  is  one  of  God's  temples." 


She  knelt  and  murmured  forth  the  broken  sspirB- 
tions  of  her  pure  heart,  and  then  laying  heiBelf 
down,  she  said,  <*  I  wish  mother  and  Eliot  could 
see  me  now — they  would  be  so  satisfied  !" 

Once  she  raised  her  head,  gazed  at  the  soft  mist 
that  was  curling  up  from  the  water,  and  seemed 
intently  listening.  *<  I  have  somewhere  read,"  abe 
said,  «that 

'  Millions  of  spiritual  creatnrcs  walk  the  earth. 
Unseen,  both  when  We  wake  and  wtten  we  sleep.' 

I  believe  it !"  again  .her  head  fell  bock  on  its  silvan 
pillow,  and  utterly  incapable  of  farther  motion  or 
thought,  she  sank  to  deep  repose.  Night  came 
on,  the  watchful  stars  shone  down  upon  her,  the^  [ 
planets  performed  their  nightly  course,  the  moon 
rose  and  set,  and  still  the  onconsctoos  suflerer 
slept  on. ...  •  i 


BESSIS  8    ABRITAL    IN    THE    CITT. 

Isabelle  Linwood,  at  her  aunt's  summons,  KmI 
gone  to  her^ouse.  I|^  met  Mrs.  Archer  at  her 
street  door.  Her  face  spoke  of  startling  intelli- 
gence before  she  uttered  iL  (<My  dear  Belle," 
she  said,  *<  I  have  the  strangest  news  for  you.  I 
wont  to  your  father's  while  you  Were  out;  and 
just  as  my  foot  was  on  your  door-step,  a  man  drove 
up  in  a  wagon  with  a  girl  as  pale  as  death — such 
a  face !  The  mcNsent  he  stopped  she  sprang  from 
the  wagon.     At  once  I  knew  her,  and  exclaimed,^ 

*  Bessie  Lee  ?' " 

<*  Bessie  Lee !  Gracious  Heaven !" 

•  "  Yes ;  she  asked  eagerly  if  you  were  at  home. 
I  perceived  the  inconvenience — the  impoasibiiity 
of  your  taking  care  of  her  in  the  [Nresent  state  of 
your  family.  I  felt  anxious  to  do  any  thing  and 
every  thing  for  the  sister  of  young  Lee ;  I  there- 
fore told  her  you  were  not  at  home,  but  she  could 
see* you  at  my  house  ;  and  I  persuaded  her  to  come 
home  with  me." 

*<Dear  Bessie!  can  it  be  possible  that  she  is 
here  1" 

**  Yes,  I  have  left  her  in  that  room.  Her  at- 
tendant told  me  that  she  arrived  this  morning  at 
Kingsbridge,  with  a  decent  man  and  woman,  who 
had  passports  from  La  Fayette,  and  a  letter  from 
him  to  the  commander  of  that  poet,  commending 
the  unfortunate  person  to  his  huoMmity,  and  en- 
treating him  to  convey  her,  under  a  prc^r  escort, 
to  Mr.  Lin  wood's."  « 

**  Poor  Bessie !  Heaven  has  miraculously  guided 
her  into  the  best  hands.     How  does  she  appear  1" 

"  With  scarcely  enough  mortality  to  shield  her 
troubled  spirit;  fluttering  and  gentle  as  a  stricken 
dove — pale,  unnaturally,  deadly  pale — a  startling 
brightness  in  her  deep  blue  eye — her  cheekssunken ; 
but  still  her  features  preserve  the  exquisite  ^m- 
metry  we  used  to  think  so  beautiful,  when  a  pen- 
sive, quiet  little  girl,  she  stole  round  after  you  like 
a  shadow.  And  her  voice,  oh  Belle,  you  cannot 
hear  it  without  tears.  She  is  mild  and  sulnnissive; 
but  restless,  and  excessively  impatient  to  see  you 
and  Jasper  Meredith.  Twice  she  has  come  to  the 
door  to  go  out  in  search  of  him.  I  have  ordered 
the  blinds  to  be  closed,  and  the  candles  lightrd, 
to  make  it  appear  darker  without  than  it  reafl?  is. 
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I  could  only  quiet  her  by  the  aMorenoo  that  I 
would  tend  for  him  immediately." 

« Have  you  done  sol" 

**No;  I  have  waited  to  conralt  you." 

The  hooae  Mrs.  Archer  occupied  was  of  the 
eommon  construction  of  the  best  iiouses  of  that 
day,  being  double,  the  two  front  apanments  sepa- 
rated by  a  wide  hall,  a  drawing-room  in  the  rear, 
and  a  narrow  cross-passage  opening  into  a  car- 
riage-way to  th6  yard.  A  few  moments  before 
Isabella  arrived,  a  person  had  knocked  at  the  door 
and  asked  to  see  Mrs.  Archer ;  and  being  told  that 
she  was  particularly  engaged,  he  asked  to  be  shown 
to  a  room  where  he  might  await  her  convenience, 
as  he  had  business  of  importance  with  her.  He 
was  accordingly  shown  into  an  apartment  opposite 
to  that  occupied  at  the  moment  by  Mrs.  Archer 
and  Bessie. 

There  he  found  the  blind  children,  Ned  and 
Lizzy,  so  absorbed  in  a  game  of  chess,  that  al- 
though he  went  near  them,  aid  overlooked  them, 
they  seemed  just  conscious  of  his  presence,  but  not 
in  the  least  disturbed  by  it.  They  went  on  play- 
bg  and  managing  their  game  with  almost  as  much 
fiurility  as  if  they  had  their  eyesight,  till  after  a 
closely-fought  battle  Lizzy  declared  a  checkmate. 
Ned  was  nettled  by  his  unexpected  defeat,  and 
gave  vent  to  his  vexatidn  by  saying,  «*  Anyhow, 
Miss  Lizzy,  you  would  not  have  beaten  if  I  had 
not  thought  it  was  my  knight,  instead  of  yours,  on 
number  four." 

"Oh,  Ned!" 

«*  You  would  not ;  you  know  I  always  get  puzzled 
about  the  knights — I  always  said  it  was  the  only 
&ult  in  the  chessmen — I  always  said  I  wished 
Captain  Lee  had  made  them  more  different." 

**  That  feu  It  is  easily  rectified,"  said  the  looker- 
on. 

"  Captain  Lee !"  exclaimed  Ned,  whose  memory 
was  true  to  a  voice  once  heard,  and  who  never,  in 
any  circumstances,  could  have  forgotten  the  sound 
of  Eliot's  voice. 

•  '*Hush,  my  dear  little  fellow,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
hoah !"  cried  Eliot,  aware  of  the  imprudence  he 
bad  committed ;  but  it  was  too  late. 

Ned's  feelings  were  as  susceptible  as  his  hear- 
ing. He  impetuously  sprang  forward,  and  open- 
ing the  door  into  the  entry,  where  Mrp.  Archer  had 
just  uttered  the^last  sentence  we  reported  of  her 
oofnrersation  with  Isabella,  he  cried  out,  <(0h, 
ouiinnia,  Captain  Lee  is  here !" 

Eliot  involuntarily  doffed  his  fox-skin  cap,  and 
advanced  to  them.  Both  ladies  most  cordially 
gave  him  their  hands  at  the  same  moment,  while 
their  brows  clouded  with  the  thought  of  the  sad 
tidings  they  had  to  communicate.  Conscious  of 
the  precarious  position  he  occupied,  be  naturally 
interpreted  the  concern  so  evident  on  their  feces 
as  the  expression  <^  a  benevolent  interest  in  his 
nfiety.  «  J)q  not  be  alarmed,  ladies,"  he  said ;  "  I 
have  nothing  to  fear  if  ray  little  friends  here  be 
quiet;  and  that  I  am  certain  they  will  be,  when 
they  know  my  life  depends  on  my  remaining  un- 
known." 

^'Oh,  what  have  I  donel"   exclaimed  Ned, 
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bursting  into  tears ;  but  he  was  soCm  soothed  by 
Eliot's  assurances  that  no  harm  as  yet  was  dbne. 

Mrs.  Archer  withdrew  the  children,  while  Miss 
Linwood  communicated  to  Eliot,  as  briefly  as  pos- 
sible, the  arrival  and  condition  of  his  sister ;  and 
he,  rather  ftlicved  than  distressed  by  the  informa- 
tion, told  her  that  his  deepest  interest  in  coming  to 
the  city  was  the  hope  of  obtaining  some  tidings  of 
the  poor  wanderer.  They  then  consulted  how  and 
when  they  had  best  present  themselves  before  her; 
and  it  was  decided  that  Miss  Linwood  should  first 
go  into  the  apartment,  and  prepare  her  to  see  Eliot 

Eliot  retreated,  and  stood  still  and  breathless  to 
catch  the  first  sound  of  Bessie's  voice;  but  he 
heard  nothing  but  the  exclamation,  <*8he  is  not 
here !"  Eliot  sprang  forward.  The  door  of  the 
apartment  which  led  into  the  side  passage  and  the 
outer  door  were  both  open,  and  Eliot,  forgetful  of 
every  thing  but  his  sister,  was  rushing  into  the 
street,  when  Bessie  entered  the  street  door  with 
Jasper  Meredith.  Impelled  by  her  ruling  purpose 
to  see  Meredith,  she  had,  on  her  first  discovery  of 
the  side  passage,  escaped  into  the  street,  where  the 
first  person  she  encountered  was  he  whose  image 
had  so  long  been  present  to  her,  that  seeing  him 
with  her  bodily  organ  seemed  to  make  no  new 
impression,  nor  even  to  increase  the  vividness  of 
the  image  stamped  on  her  memory.  She  had 
thrown  on  her  cloak,  but  had  nothing  on  her  head ; 
and  her  hair  fell  in  its  natural  fair  curls  over  her 
face  and  neck.  Singular  as  it  was  for  the  delicate, 
timid  Bessie  to  appear  in  this  guise  in  the  public 
street,  or  to  appear  there  at  all,  and  much  as  he 
was  startled  by  her  faded,  stricken  form,  the  truth 
did  not  at  once  occur  to  Meredith.  The  wildness 
of  her  eye  was  subdued  in  the  dim  twilight ;  she 
spoke  in  her  accustomed  quiet  manner ;  and  after 
answering  to  his  first  inquiry  that  she  was  per- 
fectly well  now,  she  begged  him  to  go  into  Mrs. 
Archer's  with  her,  as  she  had  something  there  to 
restore  to  him.  He  endeavoured  to  put  her  off 
with  a  commonplace  evasion — **  he  was  engaged 
now,  would  come  some  other  time,"  &c,  but  she 
was  not  to  be  deluded ;  and  seeing  some  acquaint- 
ances approaching,  whose  observation  he  did  not 
care  to  encounter,  he  ascended  Mrs.  Archer's  steps, 
and  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  those  whom 
he  would  have  wished  most  to  avoid ;  but  there 
was  no  retreat 

THE    IKTBHVIKW. 

Bessie  now  acted  with  an  irresistible  energy. 
**  This  way,"  said  she,  leading  Meredith  into  the 
room  she  had  quitted — **  come  all  of  you  in  here, 
glancing  her  eye  from  Meredith  to  Isobella  and 
Eliot,  but  without  manifesting  the  slightest  sur- 
prise or  emotion  of  any  sort  at  seeing  them,  but 
simply  saying,  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  as  she 
shut  the  door  and  threw  off  her  cloak,  "  I  expected 
this — I  knew  it  would  be  so.  In  visions  by  day, 
and  dreams  by  night  I  always  saw  you  together." 

It  was  a  minute  before  Eliot  could  command 
his  voice  for  utterance.  He  folded  his  arms 
around  Bessie,  and  murmured,  «  My  sister ! — my 
dear  sister !" 

She  drew  back,  and  placing  her  hands  on  his 
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■houlden  and  smiling,  said,  *•  Tean,  Eliot,  tears ! 
Oh,  shame,  when  this  is  the  proudest,  happiest 
moment  of  your  sister's  life  I" 

« Is  she  mad  T'  asked  Meredith  of  Isabella. 

Bessie's  ear  caugSl  his  last  word.  "Mad!" 
she  repeated — <<  I  think  all  the  world  is  mad ;  but 
I  alone  am  not !  ■  I  have  heard  that  whom  the 
gods  would  destroy  they  first  make  mad;  men 
and  angels  have  been  employed  to  save  me  from 
destruction." 

**  It  is  idle  to  stay  here  to  listen  to  theae  ravings," 
said  Meredith,  in  a  low  voice,  to  Miss  Lin  wood ; 
and  he  was  about  to  make  liis  escape,  when  Isa- 
bella interposed :  **  Stay  for  a  moment,  I  entreat 
you,"  she  said ;  **  she  has  been  very  eager  to  see 
you,  and  it  is  sometimes  of  use  to  gratify  these 
humours." 

In  the  mean  time  Eliot,  his  heart  burning  within 
him  at  his  sister's  being  gazed  at  as  a  spectacle  by 
that  man  of  all  the  world  from  whose  eye  he 
would  have  sheltered  her,  was  persuading  her,  as 
he  would  a  wayward  child,  to  leave  the  apartment. 
She  resisted  hia  importunities  with  a  sort  of  gentle 
pity  for  his  blindness,  and  a  perfect  assurance  that 
she  was  guided  by  light  from  Heaven.  «  Dear 
Eliot,"  she  said,  «  you  know  not  what  you  ask  of 
me.  For  this  hour  my  life  has  been  prolonged, 
my  strength  miraculously  sustained.  You  have 
all  been  auembled  here — you,  Eliot,  because  a 
brother  should  sbstain  his  sister,  share  her  honour, 
and  partake  her  happiness;  Jasper  Meredith  to 
receive  back  those  charms  and  spells  by  which  my 
too  willing  spirit  was  bound;  and  you,  Isabella 
Lin  wood,  to  see  how,  in  my  better  mind,  I  yield 
him  to  you." 

She  took  from  her  bosom  a  small  ivory  box,  and 
opening  it,  she  said,  advancing  to  Meredith,  and 
showing  him  a  withered  rose-bud,  «Do  you  re- 
member this  1  You  plucked  it  from  a  little  bush 
that  almost  dipped  its  leaves  in  that  cold  spring 
on  the  hill-side— do  you  remember  ?  It  was  a  hot 
summer's  afternoon,  and  you  had  been  reading 
poetry  to  me ;  you  said  there  was  a  delicate  praise 
in  the  sweet  breath  of  flowers  that  suited  me,  and 
some  silly  thing  you  said,  Jasper,  that  you  should 
not,  of  wishing  yourself  a  flower  that  you  might 
breathe  the  incense  that  you  were  not  at  liberty  to 
speak ;  and  then  you  taught  mo  the  Persian  lan- 
guage of  flowers.  I  kept  this  little  hud :  it  faded, 
but  was  still  sweet.  Alas ! — alas !  I  cherished  it 
for  its  Persian  meaning."  Her  reminiscence 
seemed  too  vivid,  her  voice  faltered,  and  her  eye 
fell  from  its  fixed  gaze  on  Meredith ;  but  suddenly 
her  countenance  brightened,  and  she  turned  to 
Isabella,  who  stood  by  the  mantelpiece  resting  her 
throbbing  head  on  her  hand,  and  added,  **  Take  it, 
Isabella,  it  is  a  true  symbol  to  you." 

Eliot  for  the  first  time  turned  his  eye  firom  his 
sister,  and  even  at  that  moment  of  anguish  a  thrill 
of  joy  shot  through  every  vein  when  he  saw  Isa- 
bella take  the  bud,  pull  apart  its  shrivelled  leaves, 
and  throw  them  firom  her.  Meredith  stood  lean- 
ing against  the  wall,  his  arms  folded,  and  his  lips 
curled  into  a  smile  that  was  intended  to  express 
scornful  unconcern.    He  might  have  expressed  it, 


he  might  possibly  have  felt  it  towards 
but  when  he  saw  Isabella  throw  away  the  bud, 
when  he  met  the  indignant  glance  oif  her  cya 
flashing  through  the  tears  that  suflfused  it,  a  livid 
paleness  spread  around  his  mouth,  and  that  featnn, 
the  most  expressive  and  truest  organ  of  tfa«  soul, 
bjstrayed  his  inward  conflict  He  snatched  his 
hat  to  leave  the  room ;  Bessie  laid  her  hand  on  his 
arm :  "  Oh,  do  not  go ;  I  shall  be  cast  back  into 
my  former  wretchedness  if  you  go  now." 

<*  Stay,  air,"  said  Eliot  ;-**sny  sister  shall  not  be 
crossed." 

<*  With  all  my  heart ;  I  have  not  the  aligfalest 
objection  to  playing  out  my  dumb  show  between 
vapouring  and  craziness." 

**  Villain !"  exclaimed  Eliot — the  young  men 
exchanged  glances  of  fire.  Bessie  placed  herself 
between  them,  and  stretching  out  her  arma,  laid  a 
hand  on  the  breast  of  each,  aa  if  to  keep  them 
apart. — "  Now  this  is  unkind — unkind  in  both  cf 
you.  I  have  cooie  such  a  long  and  weaiiaome 
journey  to  make  peace  for  all  of  us ;  and  iif  you 
will  but  let  me  finish  my  task,  I  shall  lay  me  down 
and  sleep — for  ever,  I  think." 

Eliot  pressed  her  burning  hand  to  his  Upe.  «*  My 
poor,  dear  sister,"  be  said,  **  I  will  not  spealk  an- 
other word,  if  I  die  in  the  efibrt  to  keep  ^ei:ice.** 

M  Thanks,  dear  Eliot,"  she  replied ;  and  pdttiog 
both  her  arms  around  his  neck,  she  added,   in  a 
whisper, "  do  not  be  angry  if  he  again  call  me  crrazy ; 
there  be  many  that  have  called  me  so— they  mi»- 
take  inspiration  for  madness,  you  know.'*     PVever 
was  Eliot's  self-command  so  tested ;  and  retirLng  to 
the  forthest  part  of  the  room,  he  stood  with  knit 
brows  and  compressed  Ups,  looking  and  feeling  Ukt 
a  roan  stretched  on  the  r|ck,  while  Bessie  pursued 
her  fancied  mission.     *<Do  you  remember   this 
chain  V*  slie  asked,  as  she  opened  a  bit  of  paper, 
and  let  fall  a  gokl  chain  over  Meredith's  arm.   He 
startled  as  if  he  were  stung.    <«  It  cannot  harm 
you,"  she  said,  faintly  smiling,  as  she  noticed  his 
recoiling.     **  This  was  the  charm."     She  smoothed 
the  paper  envelope.     "  As  often  as  I  looked  at  it,, 
the  feeling  with  which  I  first  read  it  shot  through 
my  heart — strange,  for  there  does  not  seem  much 
in  it."     She  murmured  the  words  pencilled  by 
Meredith  on  the  envelope, 

"  *  Can  she  who  weaves  electric  chains  to  bind>t]&e  bean, 
Refuse  the  golden  links  that  boast  no  mystic  an  V 

«  Oh,  well  do  I  remember,"  she  cast  up  her  iyes 
as  one  does  who  is  retracing  the  past,  **  the  night 
you  gave  mo  this ;  Eliot  was  in  Boston  ;  mother 
was — I  don't  remember  where,  and  we  had  been 
all  the  evening  sitting  on  the  porch.  The  honey- 
suckles and  white  roses  were  in  bloom,  and  the 
moon  shone  in  through  their  leaves.  It  waa  then 
you  first  spoke  of  your  mother  in  England,  and 
you  said  much  of  the  happy  destiny  of  those  who 
were  not  shackled  by  pride  and  avarice ;  and  when 
you  went  away,  you  pressed  my  hand  to  your 
heart,  and  put  this  little  packet  in  it  Yet"  (tom- 
ing  to  Isabella)  ^  he  never  taid  he  lo^od  me.  It 
was  only  my  over-cred  ulcus  fancy.  Tike  it,  Isa- 
bella; it  belongs  to  you,  who  really  weave  the 
chain  that  binds  the  heart" 
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Meredith  seized  the  chain  as  she  stretched  out 
her  hand,  and  crushed  it  under  his  foot  Bessie 
looked  from  him  to  Isabella,  and  seemed  for  a  mo- 
ment puzzled ;  then  said,  acquiescingly,  **  Ah,  it's 
an  well ;  symbols  do  not  make  our  change  reali- 
tiea.  This  little  brooch/'  she  continued,  steadily 
poTsoing  her  purpose,  and  taking  from  the  box  an 
dd-^s^ioned  brooch,  in  the  shape  of  a  forget-me- 
not,  **  I  think  was  powerless.  What  need  had  I 
of  a  forget-me-not,  when  memory  devoured  every 
i^calty  of  my  being  t  No,  there  was  no  charm  in 
the  forget-me-not ;  but  oh,  this  little  pencil,"  she 
took  from  the  box  the  end  of  a  lead  pencil,  -  with 
which  we  copied  and  scribbled  poetry  together. 
How  many  thoughts  has  this  little  instrument  un- 
locked— ^what  feelings  has  it  touched — what  affiN> 
tioos  have  hovered  over  its  point,  and  gone  thrilling 
back  through  the  heart !  You  must  certainly  take 
this,  Isabella,  for  there  is  yet  a  wonderful  power 
in  this  magical  little  pencil — ^it  can  make  such  re- 
velations." 

**■  Dear  Bessie,  I  have  no  revelations  to  make." 

M  Is  my  task  finished  V*  asked  Meredith. 

«  Not  yet — not  quite  yet — be  patient — ^patience 
ia  a  s^reat  help ;  I  have  found  it  so.  Do  you  re- 
member thisl"  She  held  up  before  Meredith  a 
tress  of  her  own  fair  hair,  tied  with  a  raven  lock 
of  his  in  a  true-love  knot  •<  Ah,  Isabella,  I  know 
very  well  it  was  not  maidenly  of  me  to  tie  this;  I 
knew  it  then,  and  I  begged  it  of  him  with  many 
tears,  did  I  not,  Jasper  1  but  I  kept  it — that  was 
wrong  too.  Now,  Mr.  Meredith,  you  will  help  me 
to  nntie  it !" 

•«  Pardon  me ;  I  have  no  skill  in  such  matters." 

•*  Ah,  is  it  easier  to  tie  than  to  untie  a  true-love 
knot  ?  Alas,  alas !  I  have  found  it  so.  But  you 
must  help  me.  My  head  is  growing  dizzy,  and  I 
am  so  faint  here !"  She  laid  her  hand  on  her  heart 
M  It  must  be  parted — dear  Isabella,  you  will  help 
mo'-you  can  untie  a  true-love's  not !" 

**  I  can  sever  it,"  said  Isabella,  with  an  emphasiB 
diat  went  to  the  heart  of  more  than  one  that  heard 
her.  She  took  a  pair  of  scissors  from  the  table, 
and  cut  the  knot.  The  black  lock  fell  on  the  floor; 
the  pretty  tress  of  Bessie's  hair  curled  around  her 
finger : — "  I  will  keep  this  for  ever,  my  sweet 
Beasie,"  she  said ;  **  the  memorial  of  innocence, 
and  purity,  and  much-abused  trust" 

«*  Oh,  I  did  not  mean  that — I  did  not  mean  that, 
Isabella.  Surely  I  have  not  accused  him ;  I  told 
you  he  never  said  he  loved  me.  fam  not  angry 
with  him— you  must  not  be.  You  cannot  be  long 
if  you  love  him ;  and  surely  you  do  love  him." 

•*  Indeed,  indeed,  I  do  not" 

<*  Isabella  Linwood !  you  have  loved  him."  She 
threw  one  arm  around  Isabella's  neck,  and  looked 
with  a  piercing  gaze  in  her  face.  Isabella  would 
at  this  moment  have  given  worlds  to  have  answered 
with  truth — **  No,  fuver  /"  She  would  have  given 
her  life  to  have  repressed  the  treacherous  blood, 
that,  rushing  to  her  neck,  cheeks,  and  temples,  an- 
swered unequivocally  Bessie's  ill-timed  question. 

Meredith's  eye  was  riveted  io  her  fiice,  and  the 
transition  from  the  humiliation,  the  utter  abase- 


manifested  certainty  that  he  had  been  loved  by  the 
all-exacting,  the  unattainable  Isabella  Linwood, 
was  more  than  he  could  bear,  without  expressing 
his  exultation.  «I  thank  vpu,  Bessie  Lee,"  he 
cried ;  **  this  triumph  is  wortn  all  I  have  endured 
from  your  raving  and  silly  drivelling.  Your  silent 
confession,  Miss  Linwood,  is  $atufadory,  full,  and 
plain  enough ;  but  it  has  come  a  thought  too  late. 
Good-evening  to  you — a  fair  good-night  to  you,  sir. 
I  advise  you  to  take  care  that  your  sister  sleep 
more  and  dream  less." 

There  is  Undoubtedly  a  pleasure,  transient  it 
may  be,  but  real  it  is,  in  the  gratification  of  the 
baser  passions.  Meredith  was  a  self-idolater ;  and 
at  the  very  moment  when  his  divinity  was  pros- 
trate, it  had  been  revived  by  the  sweetest,  the  most 
unexpected  incense.  No  wonder  he  was  intoxi- 
cated. How  long  his  delirium  lasted,  and  what 
were  its  eflects,  are  still  to  be  seen.  His  parting 
taunt  was  lost  on  those  he  left  behind. 

Bessie  believed  that  her  mission  was  fulfilled 
and  ended.  The  artificial  strength  which,  while 
she  received  it  as  the  direct  gift  of  Heaven,  her 
highly-wrought  imagination  had  supplied,  was  ex- 
hausted. As  Meredith  closed  the  door,  she  turned 
to  Eliot,  and  locking  her  arms  around  him,  gazed 
at  him  with  an  expression  of  natural  tenderness, 
that  can  only  be  imagined  by  those  who  have  been 
so  fortunate  as  to  see  Fanny  Keipble's  exquisite 
personation  of  Ophelia ;  and  who  remember  (who 
could  forget  it  ?)  her  action  at  the  end  of  the  flower- 
scene,  when  reason  and  nature  seeming  to  over- 
power her  wild  fancies,  she  throws  her  arms  around 
Laertes's  neck,  and  with  one  flash  of  her  all-speak- 
ing eyes,  makes  every  chord  of  the  heart  vibrate. 

The  light  soon  faded  from  Bessie's  face,  and  she 
lay  as  helpless  as  an  infant  in  her  brother's  arms. 
Isabella  hastened  to  Mrs.  Archer;  and  Eliot,  left 
alone  and  quite  unmanned,  poured  out  his  heart 
over  this  victim  of  vanity  and  heartlessness. 

Mrs.  Archer  was  prompt  and  efliclent  in  her 
kindness.  Bessie  was  conveyed  to  bed,  and  Eliot 
assiired  that  every  thing  should  be  done  for  her 
that  human  tenderness  and  vigilance  could  do. 
After  obtaining  a  promise  from  Mrs.  Archer  that 
she  would  write  a  letter  to  his  mother,  and  forward 
it  with  some  despatches  which  he  knew  were  to  be 
sent  to  Boston  on  the  following  day;  and  after  hav- 
ing arranged  matters  for  secret  visits  to  his  sister, 
he  left  her,  fervently  thanking  God  for  the  kind 
care  that  watched  over  her  flickering  lamp  of  life. 

THRKX    TZARS   AFTZR. 

Bessie  Lee,  restored  to  her  excellent  mother,  and 
to  her  peaceful  and  now  most  happy  home  at  West- 
brook,  was  enjoying  her  renovated  health  and  *<  rec- 
tified spirit"  She  lived  for  others,  and  chiefly  to 
minister  to  the  sick  and  sorrowful.  She  no  longer 
suflered  herself;  but  the  chord  of  suffering  bad 
been  so  strained  that  it  was  weakened,  and  vibrated 
at  the  least  touch  of  the  miseries  of  others.  Her 
pilgrimage  was  not  a  long  one;  and  when  it 
ended,  the  transition  was  gentle  from  the  heaven 
she  made  on  earth  to  that  which  awaited  her  in 
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[Born  1796.] 


Francis  Watland  was  bom  in  the  city  of 
New  York  on  the  eleventh  of  March,  1796, 
and  in  the  seventeenth  year  of  his  age  was 
graduated  at  Union  College  in  Schenectady. 
Af^r  spending  three  years  in  the  study  of  me- 
dicine, at  Troy,  a  change  of  his  views  in  regard 
to  a  profession  led  him  in  1817  to  enter  the 
Theological  Seminary  at  Andover,  which  he 
left  at  the  end  of  a  year,  to  become  a  tutor 
in  Union  College.  In  1821  he  accepted  a 
call  to  the  pastoral  care  of  the  First  Baptist 
Church  in  Boston,  which  situation  he  held  for 
five  years.  In  1826  he  returned  to  Schenec- 
tady as  professor  of  mathematics  and  natural 
philosophy,  and  before  the  close  of  the  year 
removed  to  Providence,  having  been  elected 
to  the  presidency  of  Brown  University,  into 
which  office  he  was  ind  ucted  in  February,  1 827. 

The  first  publication  of  President  Wayland 
was  a  Sermon  on  the  Moral  Dignity  of  the 
Missionary  Enterprise,  delivered  in  Boston,  in 
1823.  To  this  succeeded  in  1825  Two  Dis- 
courses on  the  Duties  of  an  American  Citizen; 
in  1830  a  Discourse  before  the  American  In- 
stitute of  Instruction ;  in  1831  a  Discourse  on 
the  Philosophy  of  Analogy,  and  a  Sermon  at 
the  Installation  of  William  Hague ;  in  1833 
Occasional  Discourses,  and  a  Sermon  at  the 
OrdinaUon  of  William  R.  Williams;  in  1834 
The  Moral  Conditions  of  Success  in  the  Pro- 
mulgation of  the  Gospel ;  in  1835  a  Discourse  at 
the  Dedication  of  Manning  Hall,  Brown  Uni- 
versity, and  The  Elements  of  Moral  Science 
(of  which  an  abridgment,  for  the  use  of 
schools,  was  issued  in  the  following  year;)  in 
1837  Discourses  on  the  Moral  Law  of  Accu- 
mulation, and  The  Elements  of  Political  Eco- 
nomy, (of  which  an  abridgment  appeared  in 
1840;)  in  1838  a  Discourse  at  the  Opening 
of  the  Providence  Athenaeum,  and  The  Limita- 
tions of  Human  Responsibility;  in  1841  an 
Address  before  the  Rhode  Island  Society  for 
the  Encouragement  of  Domestic  Industry,  and 
a  Discourse  on  the  Life  and  Character  of 
the  Honourable  Nicholas  Brown ;  in  1842 
Thoughts  on  the  Present  Collegiate  System 
in  the  United  States,  a  Sermon  on  the  Affairs 
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of  Rhode  Island,  and  a  Thanksgiving  Dis- 
course; in  1843  The  Claims  of  W^halemen  on 
Christian   Benevolence;   in  1845    D)i||nestie 
Slavery  considered  as  a  Scriptural  Institotion, 
in  a  Correspondence  with  the  Reverend  Rich- 
ard Fuller,  D.D.  of  South  Carolina;  and  in 
1846  a  Discourse  on  the  Life  and  Services  of 
William  C.  Goddard.     Besides  these  works, 
and  perhaps  some  others,  (for  I  have  given  the 
titles  of  such  only  as  I  chance  to  have  in  my 
possession,)  President  Wayland  has  vwntteii 
largely  in  the  journals  and  quarterly  re^oriews. 
Several  of  his  discourses  have  passed  th  irougii 
many  editions  both  at  home  and  abroaod*  and 
of  his  Political  Economy  twelve  thousanad,  and 
of  his  Moral  Science  nearly  thirty  thofusand 
copies  have  been  sold. 

The  characteristic  of  Dr.  Wayland's  philo- 
sophical system  consists  in  the  bannoniiziDg 
of  the  intellectual  with  the  moral :  it  is  lo^ic 
applied  to  the  theory  of  duty.  That  subject 
which  by  some  writers  is  treated  as  a  myste- 
rious impulse  of  the  sentiments,  and  by  othen 
as  a  transcendent  law,  to  be  obeyed  bat  not 
understood,  becomes  in  his  pages  a  great 
scheme  of  reason.  Sympathy  is  disciplined 
and  enlightened,  and  understandings  is  wanned 
into  superior  sensibility,  till  the  two  are  made 
one  in  the  completeness  of  rational  virtue.  In 
this  reduction  into  unity  of  processes  before 
always  distinct  and  sometimes  conflicting,  the 
popular  morality  undergoes  some  important 
rectifications.  I  think  Dr.  Wayland  entitled 
to  the  name  of  a  creator  in  moral  science :  not 
that  he  has* suggested- new  principles  or  dis- 
closed new  motives,  but  that  he  has  defined 
the  limits  and  positions  of  subjects  in  which 
indistinctness  is  practically  equivalent  to  un- 
certainty. By  making  the  standard  conve- 
nient he  has  made  the  obligation  cogent,  and 
in  showing  that  we  need  not  go  beyond  the 
line  of  practicability,  has  left  no  excuse  for  net 
coming  up  to  it.  When  the  philosophy  of  so- 
cial relations  shall  reassume  that  importance  in 
the  public  attention,' which  in  the  prevailing 
anarchy  of  opinions  it  cannot  assert,  I  think 
that  his  Treatise  on  Human  Responsibility 
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will  be  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  great  guid- 
ing monuments  of  human  thought  in  the  de- 
partment to  which  it  refers. 

The  same  combination  of  analytical  with 
moral  perception  explains  the  peculiarity  of 
his  genius  and  determines  the  estimate  of  his 
literary  character.  His  productions  exhibit  as 
much  brilliancy  as  vigour;  but  it  is  not  the 
brilliancy  of  fancy,  or  sentiment,  or  rhetorical 
art  J^  inherits  none  of  that  efflorescent  ima- 
gination which  clustered  around  the  under- 
standing of  Bacon  with  gorgeous  beauty ;  his 
argumentation  is  almost  as  severe  and  single 
as  Locke's.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  intellec- 
tual processes  of  his  mind  are  saved  from  hard- 
ness and  acidity  by  the  interfused  energy  of 
moral  susceptibility;  that  they  glow  with  a 
living  and  sympathetic  interest  because  they 
are  charged  with  the  ardours  of  conscience,  and 
are  instinct  with  a  spiritual  life.  That  rich- 
ness 4)f  lustre  which  in  a  critical  point  of  view 
invests  his  productions,  arises  from  tw-o  paral- 
lel rays  of  intelligence  being  refracted  into  one, 
and  thrown  in  their  blended  splendour  over 
the  subject. 

Few  works  which  have  so  little  ornament 


THE  OBJECT   OF  MISSIONS. 

riOX  TEE  MORAL  DISXITY  OF  TITE  MISSIONART  EXTERFEISB. 


-  Our  object  yfiW  not  have  been  accomplished  till 
the  tomahawk  shall  be  buried  for  ever,  and  the  tree 
of  peace  spread  its  broad  branches  from  the  At- 
lantic to  the  Pacific;  until  a  thousand  smiling  vil- 
lages shall  be  reflected  from  the  waves  of  the  Mis- 
■ouri,  and  the  distant  valleys  of  the  West  echo  with 
the  song  of  the  reaper ;  till  the  wilderness  and  the 
solitary  place  shall  have  been  glad  for  us,  and  the 
denert  has  rejoiced,  and  blossomed  as  the  rose. 

Our  labours  are  not  to  cease,  until  the  last  slave- 
>hip  shiU  have  visited  the  coast  of  Africa,  and,  the 
nations  of  Europe  and  America  having  long  since 
redressed  her  aggravated  wrongs,  Ethiopia,  firora 
the  Mediterranean  to  the  Cape,  shall  have  stretched 
1^  her  hand  unto  God. 

How  chan{;ed  will  then  be  the  face  of  Asia! 
Bratnins,  and  sooders,  and  castes,  and  shasters, 
will  have  passed  awby,  like  the  mist  which  rolls 
up  the  mountain*8  side  before  the  rising  glories  of 
a  summer's  morning,  while  the  land  on  which  it 
lasted,  shining  forth  in  all  its  loveliness,  shall,  from 
it*  numberless  habitations,  send  forth  the  high 
praises  of  God  and  the  Lamb.  The  Hindoo  mo- 
^r  will  gaze  upon  her  infant  with  the  same  ten- 
(lerness  which  throbs  yi  the  breast  of  any  one  of 
70U  who  now  hears  me,  and  the  Hindoo  son  will 
P<>iir  into  the  wounded  bosom  of  his  widowed  pa- 
rent the  oil  of  peace  and  consolation. 


are  as  attractive  and  agreeable  as  those  of  t^is 
able  thinker.  They  have  the  natural  charm 
which  belongs  to  the  display  of  active,  Various 
and  ready  strength.  Every  thing  that  proceeds 
from  his  pen  has  a  character  of  originality ; 
not  because  he  deals  in  novelty  or  is  inclined 
to  paradox,  for  there  never  was  a  more  loyal 
servant  of  the  truth  ;  but  because  all  that  he 
produces  shows  the  mould  and  stamp  of  his 
own  peculiar  and  capacious  mind.  The  refer- 
ence of  familiar  conceptions  to  exalted  prin- 
ciples, and  the  disclosure  of  intimate  connec- 
tions in  matters  not  suspected  to  have  any 
mutual  dependency,  give  to  truth  interest  of 
discovery.  We  meet  with  no  dim,  obscure,  or 
vague  conceptions,  no  half-conceived  notions 
or  half-developed  suggestions:  every  thing  is 
clear,  precise,  emphatic.  The  force,  decision 
and  energy  with  which  each  thought  is  pro- 
pounded, produces  a  freshness  of  manner,  and 
keeps  the  consciousness  of  the  author  always 
vividly  before  the  reader.  It  is  of  invaluable 
omen  for  the  cause  of  order,  that  a  writer  of 
such  independent  temper  and  fearless  sense  is 
found  upon  the  side  of  settled  principles  and 
eptablished  truth. 


In  a  word,  point  us  to  the  loveliest  village  that 
smiles  upon  a  Scottish  or  New  England  landscape, 
and  compare  it  with  the  filthiness  and  brutality  of 
a  Cafirarian  kraal,  and  we  tell  you,  that  our  ob* 
ject  is  to  render  that  Cafiiranan  kraal  as  happy  and 
as  gladsome  as  that  Scottish  or  New  England  vil- 
lage. Pmnt  us  to  the  spot  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
where  liberty  is  best  understood  and  most  perfectly 
enjoyed,  where  intellect  shoots  forth  in  its  richest 
luxuriance,  and  where  all  the  kindlier  feelings  of 
the  heart  are  constantly  seen  in  tlieir  most  grace- 
ful exercise ;  point  us  to  the  loveliest,  and  happiest 
neighbourhood  in  the  world  on  which  we  dwell, 
and  we  tell  you,  that  our  object  is  to  render  this 
whole  earth,  with  all  its  nations,  and  kindreds,  and 
tongues,  and  people,  as  happy,  nay,  happier  than 
that  neighbourhood. 

We  do  believe,  that  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  he  gave  bis  only  begotten  Son,  that  whoso- 
ever beheveth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life.  Our  object  is  to  convey  to  those 
who  arc  perishing  the  news  of  this  salvation.  It 
is  to  furnish  every  family  upon  the  face  of  the 
whole  earth  with  the  word  of  God  written  in  its 
own  language,  and  to  send  to  every  neighbour- 
hood a  preacher  of  the  cross  of  Christ  Our  ob- 
ject will  not  be  accomplished  until  every  idol  tem- 
ple shall  have  been  utterly  abolished,  and  a  temple 
of  Jehovah  erected  in  its  room ;  until  this  earth, 
instead  of  being  a  theatre,  on  which  immortal  be- 
ings are  preparing  by  crime  for  eternal  condenma- 
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tio9,  shall  become  one  universal  temple,  in  which 

the  children  of  men  are  learning  the  anthems  of 

the  blessed  above,  and  becoming  meet  to  join  the 

general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first  born, 

whose  names  are  written  in  hei^ven.     Our  design 

will  not  be  completed  until 

"One  sonfir  employs  all  nations,  and  all  cry, 
•Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  us;' 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other;  and  the  mountain  tops 
From  distant  mountains  catch  the  Hying  jaf] 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 
Earth  roils  the  rapturous  hosanna  round." 

The  object  of  the  missionary  enterprise  em- 
braces every  child  of  Adam.  It  is  vast  as  the  race 
to  whom  its  operations  are  of  necessity  limited.  It 
would  confer  upon  every  individual  on  earth  all 
that  intellectual  or  moral  cultivation  can  bestow. 
It  would  rescue  the  world  from  the  indignation  and 
wrath,  tribulation  and  anguish,  reserved  for  every 
son  of  man  that  doeth  evil,  and  give  it  a  title  to 
glory,  honour,  and  immortality.  You  see,  then, 
that  our  object  is,  not  only  to  aflfect  every  indivi- 
dual of  the  species,  but  to  affect  him  m  the  mo- 
mentous extremes  of  infinite  happiness  and  infinite 
wo.  And  now,  we  ask,  what  object,  ever  under- 
taken by  man,  can  compare  with  this  same  design 
of  evangelizing  the  world  ?  Patriotism  itself  fades 
away  before  it,  and  acknowledges  the  supremacy 
of  an  enterprise,  which  seizes,  with  so  strong  a 
g^rasp,  upon  both  the  temporal  and  eternal  desti- 
nies of  the  whole  family  of  man. 

And  now,  my  hearers,  deliberately  consider  tl^ 
nature  of  the  missionary  enterprise.  Reflect  upon 
the  dignity  of  its  object ;  the  high  moral  and  intel- 
lectual powers  which  are  to  be  called  forth  in  its 
execution;  the  simplicity, benevolence, and  eOicacy, 
of  the  means  by  which  all  this  is  to  be  acliieved ; 
and  we  ask  you.  Does  not  every  other  enterprise 
to  which  man  ever  put  forth  his  strength,  dwindle 
into  insignificance  before  that  of  preaching  Christ 
crucified  to  a  lost  and  perishing  world  ? 


THE  IDEA  OF  THE   SUBLIME. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 


Philosophers  have  speculated  much  concern- 
ing a  process  of  sensation,  which  has  comtnonly 
been  denominated  the  emotion  of  sublimi^.  Aware 
that,  like  any  other  simple  feeling,  it  must  be  in- 
capable of  definition,  they  have  seldom  attempted 
to  define  it ;  but,  content  with  remarking  the  oc- 
casions on  which  it  is  excited,  have  told  us  that  it 
arises  in  general  from  the  contemplation  of  what- 
ever is  vast  in  nature,  splendid  in  intellect,  or  lof^y 
in  morals :  or,  to  express  the  same  idea  somewhat 
varied,  in  the  language  of  a  critic  of  antiqtiity,  *<  That 
alone  is  truly  sublime,  of  which  the  conce^ytion  is 
vast,  the  effect  irresistible,  and  the  remembrance 
scarcely,  if  ever,  to  be  erased." 

But,  although  philosophers  alone  have  written 
about  this  emotion,  they  are  far  from  being  the 
only  men  who  have  felt  it.  The  untutored  pea- 
sant, when  he  has  seen  the  autumnal  tempest  col- 
lecting between  the  hills,  and,  as  it  advanced,  en- 
veloping in  misty  obscurity  village  and  hamlet. 


forest  and  meadow,  has  tasted  die  aablime  m  all 
its  reality ;  and,  whilst  the  thunder  has  rolled  and 
the  lightning  flashed  around  him,  has  exulted  in 
the  view  of  nature  moving  forth  in  her  majesty. 
The  untaught  sailor  boy,  listlessly  hearkening  ta 
the  idle  ripple  of  the  moonlight  wave,  when  on  m 
sudden  he  has  thought  upon  the  nnfiathomaUe 
abyss  beneath  him,  and  the  wide  warte  of  waters 
around  him,  and  the  infinite  expanse  above  him, 
has  enjoyed  to  the  full  the  emotion  of  sublimity, 
whilst  his  inmost  soul  has  trembled  at  the  vastness 
of  its  own  conceptions.  But  why  need  I  MElltiply 
illustrations  from  nature  1  Who  does  not  lIB^llect 
the  emotion  he  has  felt  while  surveying  aught,  in 
the  material  world,  of  terror  or  of  vastness  1 

And  this  sensation  is  not  produced  by  grandeur 
in  material  objects  alone.  It  is  also  excited  ob 
most  of  those  occasions  in  which  we  see  man  tak- 
ing to  the  uttermost  the  energies  of  his  intellectual 
or  moral  nature.  Through  the  long  lapse  of  cen- 
turies, who,  without  emotion,  has  read  of  Leonidas 
and  his  three  hundred's  throwing  themselves  as  a 
barrier  before  the  myriads  of  Xerxes,  and  contend- 
ing unto  death  for  the  liberties  of  Greece? 

But  we  need  not  turn  to  classic  story  to  find  all 
that  is  great  in  human  action ;  we  find  it  in  oar 
own  times,  and  in  the  history  of  our  own  country. 
Who  is  there  of  us  that,  even  in  the  nursery,  has 
not  felt  his  spirit  stir  within  him,  when,  with  child- 
like wonder,  he  has  listened  to  the  story  of  Warii- 
ington  1  And  although  the  terms  of  the  narrative 
were  scarcely  intelligible,  yet  thc^  young  soul  kindled 
at  the  thought  of  one  man's  working  out  tfie  de- 
livery of  a  nation.  And  as  our  understanding, 
strengthened  by  age,  was  at  last  able  to  grasp  the 
detail  of  this  transaction,  we  saw  that  our  infantile 
conceptions  had  fallen  far  short  of  its  grandeor. 
Oh !  if  an  American  citizen  ever  exults  in  the  con- 
templation of  all  that  is  sublime  in  human  enter> 
prise,  it  is  when,  bringing  to  mind  the  men  who 
first  conceived  the  idea  of  this  nation's  independ- 
ence, he  beholds  them  estimating  the  power  of  her 
oppressor,  the  resources  of  her  citizens,  dedding  in 
their  collected  might  that  this  nation  should  be  fr««, 
and,  through  the  long  years  of  trial  that  ensued, 
never  blenching  from  their  purpose,  but  freely  re- 
deeming the  pledge  they  had  given,  to  consecrate 
to  it  «<  their  lives,  their  fortimes,  and  their  sacred 
honour." 

"Patriots  have  toiled,  and,  in  their  connrr\-*s  canse. 
Bled  nobly,  and  their  deeds,  as  thry  deserve. 
Receive  proud  recompense.    We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  lo  the  sweet  lyre.   The  h^^tor  c  Muse, 
Proud  of  her  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times:  and  Sculpture  in  her  turn 
Gives  bond,  in  stoue  and  ever-during  brass. 
To  guard  them,  and  immortals/.e  her  tru*i.*' 

It  is  not  in  the  field  of  patriotism  alone  that  deeds 

have  been  achieved,  to  which  history  has  awarded 

the  palm  of  moral  sublimity.     There  have  lived 

men,  in  whom  the  name  of  patriot  has  been  noerged 

in  that  of  philanthropist,  who,  looking  with  an  eye 

of  compassion  over  the  face  of  the  earth,  have  felt 

for  the  miseries  of  our  race,  and  have  put  forth 

their  calm  might  to  wipe  oil*  one  blot  from  the 

marred  and  stained  escutcheon  of  human  nature^ 

to  strike  ofi*one  form  of  sufiering  from  the  catalogue 
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of  hunm  wo.  Such  a  man  was  Howard.  8ar- 
rej'mg  our  world  like  a  •pirit  of  the  blessed,  he 
beheld  the  misery  of  the  captive — he  heard  the 
groaning  of  the  prisoner.  His  determination  was 
fixed.  He  resolved,  single-handed,  to  gauge  and 
to  measors  one  form  of  tmpitied,  unheeded  wretch- 
edness, and,  bringing  it  but  to  the  sunshine  of  pub- 
lic obsenration,  to  work  its  utter,  exterminatlbn. 
And  he  well  knew  what  this  undertaking  would 
cost  him.  He  knew  what  he  had  to  hazard  from 
the  infection  of  ddngeons,  to  endure  from  the  &• 
tigoes  nf  inhospitable  travel,  and  to  brook  from  the 
inaoteSe  of  legalized  oppression.  He  knew  that 
he  was  devoting  himself  to  the  altar  of  philanthro- 
pj,  and  he  willingly  devoted  himself.  He  had 
marked  out  his  destiny,  and  he  hasted  forward,  to 
its  accomplishment,  with  an  intensity,  «  which  the 
nature  of  the  human  mind  forbade  to  be  more,  and 
the  character  of  the  individual  forbade  to  be  less.*' 
Thus  he  commenced  a  new  era  in  the  history  of 
benevolence.  And  hence,  the  name  of  Howard 
will  be  associated  with  all  that  is  sublime  in  mercy, 
until  the  fiiial*consummation  of  all  things. 

Such  a  man  is  Clarkson,  who,  looking  abroad, 
behekl  the  miseries  of  Africa,  and,  looking  at  home, 
saw  his  country  stained  with  her  blood.  We  have 
seen  him,  laying  aside  the  vestments  of  tl^e  priests 
hood,  conaecrate  himself  to  the  holy  purpose  of  res- 
cuing a  continent  from  rapine  and  murder,  and  of 
erasing  this  one  sin  from  the  book  of  his  nation's 
iniquities.  We  have  seen  him  and  his  fellow  phi- 
lanthropists, for  twenty  years,  never  waver  from 
their  purpose.  We  have  seen  them  persevere 
amidst  neglect  and  obloquy ,  and  contempt,  and  perse- 
cution, until,  the  cry  of  the  oppressed  having  roused 
the  sensibilities  of  the  nation,  the  "  Island  Empress" 
rose  in  her  might,  and  said  to  this  foul  traffic  in 
human  flesh.  Thus  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no  further. 


THE  BIBLE  AND  THE  ILIAD. 

FBOM  DI8CO0BSSB  OR  THS  DCmB  OF  AS  AMSRICAN  CTTIZKIf . 


As  to  the  powerful,  I  had  almost  said  miracu- 
*  louB,  effect  of  the  Sacred  Scriptures,  there  can  no 
longer  be  a  doubt  in  the  mind  of  any  one  on  whom 
f%ct  can  make  an  impression.  That  the  truths  of 
the  Bible  have  the  power  of  awakening  an  intense 
moral  feeling  in  man  under  every  variety  of  cha- 
racter, learned  or  ignorant,  civilized  or  savage; 
that  they  make  bad  men  good,  and  send  a  pulse 
of  healthful  feeling  through  all  the  domestic,  civil, 
and  social  relations ;  that  they  teach  men  to  love 
right,  to  hate  wrong,  and  to  seek  each  other's  wel- 
fare, as  the  children  of  one  common  parent ;  that 
they  control  the  baleful  passions  of  the  human 
heart,  and  thus  make  men  proficients  in  the 
science  of  self-government ;  and,  finally,  that  they 
teach  him  to  aspire  after  a  conformity  to  a  Being 
of  infinite  holiness,  and  fill  him  with  hopes  infi- 
nitely more  purifying,  more  exalted,  more  suited 
to  his  nature,  than  any  other  which  this  world 
has  ever  known, — ^are  facts  incontrovertible  as  the 
lawi  of  philosophy,  or  the  demonstrations  of  ma- 


thematics. Evidence  in  support  of  all  this  .can  be 
brought  from  every  age,  in  the  history  of  man, 
since  there  has  been  a  revelation  from  God  on 
esrth.  We  see  the  proof  of  it  everywhere  around 
us.  There  is  scarcely  a  neighbourhood  in  our 
country,  where  the  Bibb  is  circulated,  in  which 
we  cannot  point  you  to  a  very  considerable  por- 
tion of  its  population,  whom  its  truths  have  re- 
claimed firom  the  practice  of  vice,  and  taught  the 
practice  of  whatsoever  things  are  pure,  and  honest, 
and  just,  and  of  good  report. 

That  this  distinctive  and  peculiar  cf!ect  is  pro- 
duced upon  every  man  to  whom  the  gospel  is  an- 
nounced, we  pretend  not  -to  affirm.  But  we  do 
affirm,  that,  besides  producing  this  special  renova- 
tion, to  which  we  have  alluded,  upon  a  part,  it,  in 
a  most  remarkable  degree,  elevates  the  tone  of 
moral  feeling  throughout  the  whole  community. 
Wherever  the  Bible  is  freely  circulated,  and  its 
doctrines  carried  home  to  the  understandings  of 
men,  the  aspect  of  society  is  altered ;  the  frequency 
of  crime  is  diminished  >  men  begin  to  love  justice, 
and  to  administer  it  by  law ;  and  a  virtuous  public 
opinion,  that  strongest  safeguard  of  right,  spreads 
over  a  nation  the  shield  of  its  invisible  protection. 
Wherever  it  has  faithfully  been  brought  to  bear 
upon  the  human  heart,  even  under  most  unpromis- 
ing circumstances,  it  has,  within  a  single  genera- 
tion, revolutionized  the  whole  structure  of  society ; 
and  thus,  within  a  few  years,  done  more  for  man 
than  all  other  means  have  for  ages  accomplished 
without  it.  For  proof  of  all  this,  I  need  only  refer 
you  to  the  effects  of  the  gospel  in  Greenland,  or  in 
South  Africa,  in  the  Society  Islands,  or  even  among 
the  aborigines  of  our  own  country. 

But  before  we  leave  this  part  of  the  subject,  it 
may  be  well  to  pause  for  a  moment,  and  inquire 
whether,  in  addition  to  its  moral  efficacy,  the  Bible 
may  not  exert  a  powerful  influence  upon  the  intel- 
lectual character  of  man. 

And  here  it  is  scarcely  necessary  that  I  should 
remark,  that,  of  all  the  books  with  which,  since  the 
invention  of  writing,  this  world  has  been  deluged, 
the  number,  of  those  is  very  small  which  have  pro-  . 
duccd  any  perceptible  eflect  on  the  mass  of  human 
character.  By  far  the  greater  part  have  been,  even 
by  their  cotemporaries,  unnoticed  and  unknown. 
Not  many  a  one  has  made  its  little  mark  upon  the 
generation  that  produced  it,  though  it  sunk  with 
that  generation  to  utter  forgetfulness.  But,  after* 
the  ceaselcAi  toil  of  six  thousand  years,  how  few 
have  been  the  works,  the  adamantine  basis  of  whose 
reputation  has  stood  unhurt  amid  the  fluctuations 
of  time,  and  whose  impression  can  be  traced  through 
successive  centuries,  on  the  history  of  our  species. 

When,  however,  such  a  work  appears,  its  effects 
are  absolutely  incalculable ;  and  such  a  work,  you 
are  aware,  is  the  Iliad  of  Homer.  Who  can  esti- 
mate the  results  produced  by  the  incomparable 
efforts  of  a  single  mind ;  who  can  tell  what  Greece 
owes  to  this  first-born  of  song  ?  Her  breathing 
marbles,  her  solemn  temples,  her  unrivalled  elo- 
quence, and  her  matchless  verse,  all  point  us  to 
that  transcendant  genius,  who,  by  the  very  splen- 
dour of  his  own  effulgence,  woke  the  human  intel- 
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lect  fnyn  the  slumber  of  ages.  It  was  Homer  who 
gave  laws  to  the  artist ;  it  was  Homer  who  inspired 
the  poet;  it  was  Homer  who  thundered  in  the  se- 
nate ;  and,  more  than  all,  it  was  Homer  who  was 
sung  by  the  people ;  and  hence  a  nation  was  cast 
into  the  mould  of  one  mighty  mind,  and  the  land 
of  the  Iliad  became  the  region  of  taste,  the  birth- 
place of  the  arts. 

N#r  was  this  influence  confined  within  the  limits 
of  Greece.  Long  afler  the  sceptre  of  empire  had 
passed  westward,  genius  still  held  her  court  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ilyssus,  and  from  the  country  of  Ho- 
mer gave  laws  to  the  world.  The  light,  which  the 
blind  old  man  of  Scio  had  kindled  in  Greece,  shed  ' 
its  radiance  over  Italy;  and  thus  did  he  awaken  a 
second  nation  into  intellectual  existence^  And  we 
may  form  some  idea  of  the  power  which  this  one 
work  has  to  the  present  day  exerted  over  the  mind 
of  man,  by  remarking,  that  <*  nation  afler  nation, 
and  century  after  century,  has  been  able  to  do  little 
more  than  transpose  his  incidents,  new-name  his 
characters,  and  paraphrase  ihis  sentiments.'' 

But,  considered  simply  as  an  intellectual  pro- 
duction, who  will  compare  the  poems  of  Homer 
with  the  Holy  Scriptures  of  the  Old  and  New  Tes- 
tament 1     Where  in  the  Iliad  shall  we  find  sim- 
plicity and  pathos  which  shall  vie  with  the  narra- 
tive of  Moses,  or  maxims  of  conduct  to  equal  in 
wisdom  the  Proverbs  of  Solomon,  or  sublimity 
which  does  not  fade  away  before  the  conceptions 
of  Job,  or  David,  of  Isaiah  or  St.  John  1     But  I 
y  cannot  pursue  this  comparison.     I  feel  that  it  is 
(  doing  wrong  to  the  mind  which  dictated  the  Iliad, 
and  to  those  other  mighty  intellects  on  whom  the 
light  of  the  holy  oracles  never  shined.     Who  that 
has  read  his  poem  has  not  oluerved  how  he  strove 
in  vain  to  give  dignity  to  the  mythology  of  his 
time  1     Who  has  not  seen  how  the  religion  of  his 
country,  unable  to  support  the  flight  of  his  ima- 
gination, sunk  powerless  beneath  him  1     It  is  the 
unseen  world,  where  the  master  spirits  of  our  race 
breathe  freely,  and  arc  at  home ;  and  it  is  mourn- 
ful to  behold  the  intellect  of  Homer  striving  to  free 
itself  from  the  conceptions  of  materialism,  and  then 
sinking  down  in  hopeless  despair,  to  weave  idle 
tales  about  Jupiter  arid  Juno,  Apollo  and  Diana. 
But  the  difficulties  under  which  he  laboured  are 
abundantly  illustrated  by  the  fact,  that  the  light 
which  poured  upon  the  human  intellect  taught  other 
ages  how  unworthy  was  the  religion  of  his  day  of 
the  man  who  was  compelled  to  use  it.     « It  seems 
to  me,"  says  Longinus,  « that  Homer,  when  he  de- 
scribes dissensions,  jealousies,  tears,  imprisonments, 
and  other  afflictions  to  his  deities,  hath,  as  much  as 
was  in  his  power,  made  the  men  of  the  Iliad  gods, 
and  the  gods  men.  To  men,  when  afflicted,  death  is 
the  termination  of  evils ;  but  he  hath  made  not  only 
the  nature,  but  the  miseries,  of  the  gods  eternal." 

If,  then,  so  great  results  hav«  flowed  from  this 
one  effort  of  a  single  mind,  what  may  we  not  ex- 
pect from  the  combined  efforts  of  several,  at  least 
his  equals  in  power  over  the  human  heart  1  If 
that  one  genius,  though  groping  in  the  thick  dark- 
ness of  absurd  idolatry,  wrought  so  glorious  a  trans- 
formation in  the  character  of  his  countrymen,  what 


may  we  not  look  for  from  the  universal  disaeiniiia- 
tion  of  those  writings,  on  whose  authors  was  poured 
the  full  splendour  of  eternal  truth  1  If  unassisted 
human  nature,  spell-bound  by  a  childish  mytholo- 
gy, have  done  so  much,  what  may  we  not  hope  for 
from  the  supernatural  eflbrts  of  pre-eminent  geDius^ 
wl4ch  spake  as  it  was  moved  by  the  Holy  Ghost ! 


GLORY. 

raOM  ▲  DI9C0UBSK  ON  THK  DEA.TU  OWiVrcaOLMS  BBOW^. 


The  crumbling  tombstone  and  the  gorgeftts  mau- 
soleum, the  sculptured  marble,  and  the  venerable 
cathedral,  all  bear  witness  to  the  instinctive  de^re 
within  us  to  be  remembered  by  coming  gen^ntions. 
B«t  how  short-lived  is  the  immortally  which  the 
works  of  our  hands  can  confer !     The  noblest  mo- 
numents of  art  that  the  world  has  ever  seen  are  co- 
vered with  the  soil  of  twenty  centuries.  The  works 
of  the  age  of  Pericles  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  Acropolis 
in  indiscriminate  ruin.    The  ploughshare  turns  up 
the  marble  which  the  hand  of  Phidias  had  chiselled 
into  beauty,  and  the  Mussulman  has  folded  his  flock 
beneath  the  falling  columns  of  the  temple  of  Mi- 
nerva.    But  even  the  works  of  our  hands  too  fre- 
quently survive  the  memory  of  those  who  have 
created  them.  And  were  it  otherwise,  could  we  thus 
carry  down  to  distant  a'ges  tbe  recollection  of  oat 
existence,  it  wfere  surely  childish  to  waste  the  ener- 
gies of  an  immortal  spirit  in  the  effort  to  make  it 
known  to  other  times,  that  a  being  whose  nan;^  was 
written  with  certain  letters  of  the  alphabet,  once 
lived,  and  flourished,  and  died.    Neither  sculptured 
marble,  nor  stately  column,  can  reveal  to  other  ages 
the  lineaments  of  the  spirit ;  and  these  alone  can 
embalm  our  memory  in  the  hearts  of  a  gprateful  pos- 
terity.    As  the  stranger  i^ands  beneath  the  dome 
of  St.  Paul's,  or  treads,  with  religious  awe,  the  silent 
aisles  of  Westminster  Abbey,  the  sentiment,  which 
is  breathed  from  every  object  around  him,  is,  the 
utter  emptiness  of  sublunary  glory  ......The  fine  arts, 

obedient  to  private  affection  or  public  gratitude,  ha^e 
here  imbodied,  in  every  form,  the  finest  conceptions 
of  which  their  age  was  capable.  Each  one  of  these 
monuments  has  been  watered  by  the  tears  of  tbe 
widow,  the  orphan,  or  the  patriot.  But  generations 
have  passed  away,  and  mourners  and  mourned  have 
sunk  together  into  forgetful ness.  The  aged  crone, 
or  the  smooth-tongued  beadle,  as  now  he  hurries  you 
through  aisles  and  chapel,  utters,  wnth  measured  ca- 
dence and  unmcitning  tone,  for  the  thousandth  time, 
the  name  and  lineage  pf  the  once  honoured  dead ; 
and  then  gladly  dismisses  you,  to  repeat  again  his 
well-conned  lesson  to  another  group  of  idle  poissers- 
by.  Such,  in  its  most  august  form,  is  all  the  immor- 
tality that  matter  can  confer.....It  is  by  what  we  our- 
selves have  done,  and  not  by  what  others  have  done 
for  us,  that  we  shall  be  remembered  by  after  ages. 
It  is  by  thought  that  has  aroused  my  intellect  from 
its  slumbers,  which  has  "  g^vcn  lustre  to  virtue,  and 
dignity  to  truth,*'  or  by  those  examples  which  have 
inflamed  my  soul  with  the  love  of  goodness,  and  not 
by  means  of  sculptured  marble,  that  I  hold  commu- 
nion with  Shakspeurc  and  Milton,  with  Johnson  and 
Burke,  with  Howard  and  Wilberforce. 


^^  ^  ^., 
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HThis  eminent  historian  was  bom  in  Salem^ 
Massachusetts,  on  the  fourth  of  May,  17^ 
His  father,  William  Prescott,  LL.  D.,  who 
died  at  the  good  old  ag^e  of  eighty-two,  in  the 
last  month  of  1844,  was  a  lawyer,  and  ranked 
among  the  noblest  ornaments  of  his  profes- 
sion ;  and  the  general  grief  of  the  community 
at  his  loss,  when  he  had  so  long  been  with- 
drawn from  business  and  public  life,  afforded 
the  most  touching  and  honourable  tribute  to 
his  intellectual  and  moral  worth.*  His  grand- 
father was  Colonel  William  Prescott,  who 
commanded  the  American  forces  stationed  in 
the  redoubt  at  the  memorable  Battle  of  Bunker 
Hill,  on:  the  seventeenth  of  June,  1775,  and 
with  the  undisciplined  New  England  militia 
twice  broke  the  ranks  of  the  British  gTena- 
diers  and  light  infantry,  and  drove  them  in 
confusion  and  dismay  to  their  boats.f  His 
greut-grandf^ther  was  also  a  man  of  much 
'consideration,  and  was  chosen  the  agent  of 
the  province  to  the  English  court  in  1738,  but 
declined  the  oflSce,  which  was  subsequently 
filled  by  Edmund  Quincy.  Few  men  have 
more  reason  to  take  an  honest  pride  in  their 
descent. 

In  his  twelfth  year  Mr.  Prescott  removed 
with  his  family  to  Boston,  and  was  there 
placed  under  the  care  of  the  Reverend  Dr. 
Gardiner,  one  of  the  pupils  of  the  celebrated 
Dr.  Parr,  by  whom  he  was  carefully  instructed 
in  the  ancient  classics,  and  carried  throu(;h  a 
range  of  study  in  the  Latin  and  Greek  authors, 
quite  beyond  the  limits  usually  reached  at  that 
time  in  our  public  seminaries.  After  entering 
Harvard  University,  which  he  did  in  1811, 
one  year  in  advance,  he  continued  his  predi- 

•  Thn  Inte  William  Prescott  presented  to  his  asso- 
cJai«-».  ibroutjhout  a  long  life,  whether  at  the  bor,  or  on 
the  biiic  ),c<r  iu  the  dignitied  retirement  of  his  iate  years, 
Such  an  eiir.nent  example  of  modest  talent,  stibstaniial 
learniniT.  and  uprctending  wisdom,  with  ufiable  manners, 
strong  .'-<>• -hI  airections,  absolute  fidelity  in  every  rela- 
tion of  lifv,  and  probity  beyond  the  slightest  suspicion  of 
reproach.  a-«  rarely  adorns  even  the  highest  walks  of 
proiVs*  onal  ejccellcnce.  Concerning  whom  may  it  be 
more  appn>priately  asked  than  of  him, 

^'Cui  Pudor,  et  Jastitiae  sq^, 
Incornjpta  Fides,  nudaque  Veritas, 

C|uandoullum  invenientparem?^' — Daniel  Wdster. 

t  Dr.  Young's  Discourse,  occasioned  by  llie  Death  of 
the  Honourable  William  Prescott,  LL.D 
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lections  for  th6  ancient  maBters ;  and  while 
he  gave  little  attention  to  the  mathematjcs 
and  the  sister  sciences,  he  employed  his  lei- 
sure hours,  especially  in  tlie  latter  portion  of 
his  college  life,  exclusively  in  the  study  of 
his  favourite  authors.  It  was  a  matter  of  taste 
with  him,  but  considering  his  subsequent  oc- 
cupations, he  has  not  had  reason  to  repent  it. 
The  chaste  richness  of  his  style  could  have 
resulted  only  from  the  happiest  union  of  learn- 
ing with  genius. 

On  his  leaving  the  university,  in  18 W,  he 
embraced  the  study  of  the  law,  but  prepared 
to  give  a  preliminary  year  to  more  general 
reading.  He  had  already  made  good  progress 
in  a  course  of  historical  study,  when  he  was 
stopped  by  a  violent  rheumatic  inflammation  of 
the  eye,  occasioned  probably  by  a  too  free  use  of 
it,  especially  at  night,  in  the  study  of  the  Greek 
historians,  with  which  he  chiefly  occupied  him- 
self. An  accidental  blow  in  college  had  pre- 
viously deprived  him  of  the  sight  of  one  of 
his  eyes,  though  this  is  not  apparent  from  any 
change  in  the  appearance  of  it.  This  threw 
the  whole  burden  of  study  on  the  remaining 
eye,  which  gave  way  more  easily  on  that  ac- 
count. After  a  severe  illness,  in  which,  for 
a  while,  he  was  perfectly  blind,  he  recovered 
his  vision,  but  so  much  enfeebled  that  he  was 
compelled  to  abandon  his  profession  and  read- 
ing altogether. 

In  the  autumn  of  1815  he  went  to  Europe, 
and  passed  two  years  in  England,  France,  and 
Italy;  too  young  to  derive  a  lasting  profit 
from  his  travels,  but  yet,  probably,  enjoying 
the  novel  scenes  opened  to  him  with  higher 
relish  than  he  would  at  a  later  period.  On 
tlie  classic  ground  of  Italy  he  jpvdtted  as  in'a 
land  of  enchantment.  BujI  his  associations 
were  wholly  with  the  ancient  people,  who 
had  passed  away,  and  he  felt  an  enthusiasm 
which  might  have  cooled  under  the  criticism 
of  a  riper  age,  as  ho  trod  the  soil  of  Cicero 
and  the  Caesars.  After  a  gay  dream  of  two 
years  in  the  transatlantic  countries,  he  returned 
to  Boston,  but  not  to  resume  his  studies,  or 
even  to  open  a  volume,  for  his  eye  was  still 
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too  susceptible  of  inflamroatSon.  In  the  course 
of  a  few  years  he  wis  married  to  a  lady  of  his 
own  city,  and  he  remarks  in  a  letter  before 
me,  that  **  contrary  to  the  assertion  of  La 
Bruyere,  who  somewhere  says  that  *  the  most 
fortunate  husband  finds  reason  to  regret  his 
condition,  at  least  once  in  eyery  twenty-four 
hours,'  I  may  truly  say  that  I  have  found  no 
such  day  in  the  quarter  of  a  century  that  Pro- 
vidence has  spared  us  to  each  other/' 

In  the  beautiful  library  of  Mr.  Prescott  at 
Boston,  80  richly  stored  with  the  rare  printed 
works  and  manuscripts  used  in  the  composi- 
tion of  his  histories,  with  portraits  of  the  Ca- 
tholic sovereigns  and  their  servants  who  are 
his  heroes,  and  with  trophies  more  glorious 
than  have  been  won  in  the  tented  fields  of 
war  which  have  been  sent  him  by  admiring 
scholars  in  foreign  nations,  I  observed  sus- 
pended over  one  of  the  book-cases  two  swords, 
crossed  with  an  Indian  calumet,  and  was  told 
that  they  were  worn  at  Bunker  Hill  by  the 
great-grand  sires  of  his  children,  one  in  the 
people's  service,  the  other  in  the  king's. 
Would  that  the  two  countries  might  for  ever 
be  united  in  as  firm  a  bond  of  peace  as  that 
which  binds  these  descendants  of  their  two 
champions  on  that  memorable  day. 

As  Mr.  Prescott  grew  older  the  inflamma- 
tory tendency  of  the  system  diminished,  and 
his  eye  became  less  sensible  to  the  fatigue  of 
study.  At  first  he  used  it  sparingly,  but  in  a 
few  years  he  so  far  recovered  it  that  he  was 
enabled  to  indulge  his  taste  for  books  to  a 
very  reasonable  extent,  and  the  deficiency 
was  made  up  by  a  reader.  He  now  devoted 
himself  to  the  study  of  the  continental  lan- 
guages and  literatures,  taking  copious  notes, 
and  exercising  his  pen  very  freely  in  critical 
and  miscellaneous  essays,  chiefly  in  the  North 
American  Review.  A  selection  of  thirteen  of 
the  papers  written  in  this  period  has  recently 
been  published,, and  they  are  remarkable  for 
the  sustained  ease  and  felicity  of  expression, 
the  fine  enthusiasm  and  natural  brilliancy, 
which  in  a  still  more  eminent  degree  distin- 
guish his  later  productions.  The  first  arti- 
cle is  a  memoir  of  Charles  Brockdcn  Brown, 
to  which  I  have  been  indebted  in  preparing 
the  notice  of  that  novelist  in  the  present  vo- 
lume. Mr.  Prescott  docs  full  justice  to  the 
remarkable  series  of  fictions  which  **  consti- 
tute an  epoch  in  the  ornamental  literature  of 
America,"  though  I  disagree  with  him,  as  I 


have  elsewhere  intimated,  upon  some  pobti 
in  his  criticism  of  Wieland.  The  subjects  of 
the  other  papers  are  the  Asylum  for  the  Blind, 
Irving's  Conquest  of  Granada,  Cervantes,  Mo- 
lidre,  Chateaubriand's  English  Literature,  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  Scottish  Song,  Bancroft's  United 
States,  Italian  Narrative  Poetry,  Poetry  aod 
Romance  of  the  Italians,  and  Da  Ponte's  Ob- 
servations on  Italian  Literature.  They  bat 
imperfectly  indicate  the  range  of  his  studies 
and  attainments  in  literary  and  social  history, 
as  I  find  by  consulting  some  of  his  other  con- 
tributions to  the  Review ;  but  they  show  that 
he  was  always  equal  to  his  theme  in  research, 
hearty  appreciation,  and  acute  critical  judg- 
ment. The  book  is  "  aflfectionately  dedicated" 
to  Georgre  Ticknor,  to  *^  remind  him  of  studies 
pursued  together  in  earlier  days."* 

Mr.  Prescott  kept  before  his  dreamiqg  vision 
the  hopes  of  one  day  entering  the  arena  of 
history,  and  achieving  something  that  poste- 
rity might  not  willingly  let  die.  Aspirations 
to  this  effect  are  in  his  diary  as  far  back  as 
1819.  He  there  allows  ten  years  for  prelimi- 
nary studies,  and  ten  more  for  the  investiga- 
tion and  preparation  of  some  specific  historical 
work.  The  event  nearly  corresponded  with 
this  preconceived  arrangement,  and  consider- 
ing the  lapse  of  time  embraced  by  it,  it  is 
singular. 

The  subject  which  he  selected  for  his  first 
performance,  the  reign  of  the  sovereigns  un- 
der whose  auspices  the  existence  of  this  conti- 
nent was  first  revealed  to  Europe,  was  a  suit- 
able one  for  an  American.  The  period  in 
which  lived  Isabella  of  Castile,  the  statesman 
Ximenes,  the  soldier  Cordova,  and  tlie  navi- 
gator Columbus ;  in  which  the  empire  of  the 
Moors  was  subdued,  the  Inquisition  vms  esta- 
blished, the  Jews  were  driven  from  Spain,  and 
a  new  world  was  discovered  and  colonized, 
was  not  lacking  in  interest  or  importance, 
indeed,  to  tempt  the  moSt  eminent  historians 
to  its  illustration:  yet  the  ground  may  be 
said  to  have  been  untrodden,  since  the  onlj 

•1  fho'jiddo  myself  iiijuRticeifl  neglected  to  pay  toatt 
tribute  ol  ruttpeci  to  ihi»  gciitlcniaii,  whose  extraonliiury 
erudition  and  elej^nnl  inHte  are  so  well  known  aioouf 
couteinporHry  scholars.  He  has  pu!:liBhed  littJr.  but  that 
little  would  mnke  us  most  anxious  tor  the  appearance  o^ 
the  HiHior>'  ol' Spanish  Literature,  which  he  has  finished, 
but  for  a  decision  he  is  understood  to  have  made  not  w 
stiitfer  its  publication  during  his  life.  His  eminent  qual* 
fications,  and  the  fulness  of  his  resources,  warrant  the 
belief  that  this  will  be  one  of  the  HKMt  adiuirable  works 
in  our  literature. 
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lives  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  that  had  ap- 
peared are  the  meagre  and  unsatisfactory  ones 
of  the  Abbe  Mignot  and  Rupert  Becker,  one 
published  in  Paris  in  1766,  and  the  other  in 
Pragrue  in  1790. 

Mr.  Alexander  H.  Everett  was  our  minister 
at  the  court  of  Spain  when  Mr.  Prescott  de- 
cided upon  the  choice  of  his  subject,  and 
through  his  aid  and  that  of  two  other  Ameri- 
can gentlemen  |^siding  at  the  time  in  the 
Peninsula,  he  succeeded  in  obtaining  what- 
ever was  known  to  exist  that  could  not  be 
supplied  by  the  public  and  private  libraries  of 
his  own  city.  Among  the  works  thus  pro- 
cured were  some  brought  to  light  by  the 
researches  of  recent  Spanish  scholars,  in  the 
peculiar  freedom  of  inquiry  they  have  enjoyed, 
which  gave  him  a  great  advantage  over  pre- 
vious historians.  In  his  preface  he  refers 
particularly  to  Llorente^s  History  of  the  In- 
quisition, the  analysis  of  the  political  institu- 
tions of  the  kingdom  by  such  writers  as  Ma- 
rina, Sempere,  and  Capmany ;  the  version  of 
the  Spanish-Arab  chronicles  by  Conde;  the 
collections  of  Navarette,  and  the  illustrations 
of  the  reign  of  Isabella  by  Clemencin,  the 
Secretary  of  the  Royal  Academy  of  History ; 
besides  which  he  succeeded  in  obtaining  va- 
rious contemporary  manuscripts,  covering  the 
whole  ground  of  the  narrative,  none  of  which 
had  been  printed,  and  some  of  which  were  but 
little  known  to  Spanish  scholars. 

When  these  literary  treasures  reached  him, 
Mr.  Prescott  was  not  able  to  read  even  the 
title-pages  of  the  volumes.  He  had  strained 
the  nerve  of  his  eye  by  careless  use  of  it,  and 
it  was  several  years  before  it  recovered  so  far 
as  to  allow  him  to  tax  it  again.  By  the  sight 
of  his  Spanish  treasures  lying  unexplored  be- 
fore him,  he  was  filled  with  despair.  He  de- 
termined to  try  whether  he  could  make  the 
ears  do  the  work  of  the  eyes.  He  taught  his 
reader,  unacquainted  with  any  language  but 
his  own,  to  pronounce  the  Spanish,  though 
not  exactly  in  the  accent  of  the  Court  of  Ma- 
drid. He  read  at  a  slow  and  stumbling  pace, 
while  the  historian  listened  with  painful  atten- 
tion. Practice  at  length  made  the  work  easier 
for  both,  though  the  reader  never  understood 
a  word  of  his  author.  In  this  way  they 
ploughed  along  patiently  through  seven  Spa- 
nish quartos.  He  found  at  last  he  could  go 
over  about  two-thirds  as  much  in  an  hour  as 
he  could  when  read  to  in  English.    The  ex- 


periment was  made,  and  he  became  convinced 
of  the  practicability  of  substituting  the  ear  for 
the  eye.  He  was  overjoyed,  for  his  library 
was  no  longer  to  consist  of  sealed  volumes. 

He  now  obtained  the  services  of  a  secretary 
acquainted  with  the  different  ancient  and  mo- 
dern languages.  Still  there  were  many  impe- 
diments to  overcome.  His  eye,  however, 
gradually  improved,  and  he  could  use  it  by 
daylight,  (never  again  in  the  evening,)  a  few 
hours;  though  this  was  not  till  after  some 
years,  and  then  with  repeated  intervals  of 
weeks,  and  sometimes  months  of  debility. 
Many  a  chapter,  and  some  of  the  severest,  in 
Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  were  written  almost 
wholly  with  the  aid  of  the  eyes  of  his  se- 
cretary. His  modus  operandi  was  necessa- 
rily peculiar.  He  selected,  first,  all  the  au- 
thorities in  the  different  languages  that  could 
bear  on  the  topic  to  be  discussed.  He  then 
listened  to  the  reading  of  them,  one  after  an- 
other, dictating  very  copious  notes  on  each. 
When  the  survey  was  completed,  a  large  pile 
of  notes  was  amassed,  which  were  read  to 
him  over  and  over  again,  until  the  whole  had 
been  embraced  by  bis  mind,  when  they  were 
fused  down  into  the  consecutive  contents  of 
a  chapter.  When  the  subject  was  complex, 
and  not  pure  narrative,  requiring  a  great  va- 
riety of  reference,  and  siAing  of  contradictory 
authorities,  the  work  must  have  been  very 
difficult.  But  it  strengthened  memory,  kept 
his  Acuities  wide  awake,  and  taught  him  to 
generalize ;  for  the  little  details  slipped  through 
the  holes  in  the  memory. 

His  labour  did  not  end  with  this  process. 
He  found  it  as  difficult  to  write  as  to  read,  and 
procured  in  London  a-  writing-case  for  the 
blind.  This  he  could  use  in  the  dark  as  well 
as  in  the  light.  The  characters,  indeed,  might 
pass  for  hieroglyphics,  but  they  were  deci- 
phered by  his  secretary,  and  transferred  by 
him  to  a  legible  form  in  a  fair  copy.  Yet  I 
have  heard  him  say  his  hair  sometimes  stood 
on  end  at  the  woful  blunders  and  misconcep- 
tions of  the  original,  which  every  now  and 
then,  escaping  detection,  found  their  way  into 
the  first  proof  of  the  printer. 

Amid  such  difficulties  was  the  composition 
of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  heroically  com- 
pleted, at  the  end  of  something  less  than  ten 
years  from  its  commencement.  He  remem- 
bered that  Johnson  says  Milton  gave  up  his 
History  of  England  because  it  was  scarcely 
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possible  to  write  history  with  the  eyes  of 
others  ;*  and  was  stimulated  in  the  midst  of 
his  embarrassments  to  overcome  them.  Well 
might  he  feel  a  proud  satisfaction  in  conquer- 
ing the  obstacles  of  nature. 

Mr.  Prescott  had  four  copies  of  the  History 
first  printed  for  himself,  and  had  so  little  con- 
fidence in  its  immediate  success,  that  he  had 
thought  of  postponing  the  publication  till  after 
his  death,  but  his  father  told  him  **  the  man 
who  writes  a  book  which  he  is  afraid  to  pub- 
lish is  a  coward."  This  decided  him.  The 
work  was  published  in  the  beginning  of  1838. 
Its  reception  in  his  own  country  and  in  all 
parts  of  Europe  was  such  as  to  repay  him,  if 
any  thing  could,  for  the  long  night  of  toil  by 
which  it  had  been  produced.  It  quickly  made 
its  appearance  in  London.  It  was  praised  in 
the  Quarterly  and  Edinburgh  Reviews,  and 
in  the  leading  journals,  and  has  since  gone 
through  four  editions  in  England,  and  twelve 
in  the  United  States.  It  was  republished  in 
Paris,  and  translated  into  Spanish,  German, 
and  Italian.  It  was  everywhere  recognised 
at  once  as  a  great  history.  The  voice  of  pos- 
terity was  anticipated :  by  the  unanimous  judg- 
ment of  the  learned  it  was  admitted  without 
probation  into  the  circle  of  immortal  works. 

Mr.  Prescott  allowed  himself  but  short  re- 
]3ose.  He  was  not  content  to  rest  upon  his 
laurels,  nor  fearful  of  endangering  his  great 
reputation  by  a  second  effort.  The  success 
of  his  first  work  gave  him  advantages  he  had 
not  before  possessed  of  collecting  materials. 
He  was  made  a  member  of  the  Royal  Academy 
of  Madrid,  and  its  rich  collections  by  MuHoz, 
the  historiographer  of  the  Indies,  by  Ponge, 
from  the  archives  at  Seville,  and  by  Navarette, 
its  president,  were  thrown  open  to  him,  with 
permission  to  have  copies  of  whatever  he 
desired.  From  these  collections,  the  results 
of  half  a  century's  diligent  and  intelligent 
researches,  he  obtained  a  mass  of  authentic 
and  original  documents  relating  to  the  con- 
quest and  settlement  of  Mexico  and  Peru, 
comprising  altogether  about  eight  thousand 
folio  pages,  some  of  which  were  of  the  high- 
est interest  and  importance.  The  descendant 
and  representative  of  Cortes,  also,  the  Duke 


•The  words  of  Johnson  arc,  "To  compile  a  history 
from  various  authors,  when  they  can  only  be  consulted 
by  oihcr  eves,  is  not  easy,  nor  possible,  but  with  more 
skilt'ul  and  attentive  help  than  can  be  commonly  ob- 
tained ." — Uft  qf  Milton,  quoted  in  preface  to  Ferdinand  and 
habeUa. 


of  Monteleone,  of  Sicily,  opened  to  him  the 
archives  of  his  family,  from  which  were  ob- 
tained some  interesting  particulars  respecting 
the  conquestador's  biography.  His  friend, 
the  accomplished  and  highly  respected  Don 
Calderon  de  la  Barca,  now  resident  minister 
at  Washington  from  the  c^urt  of  Madrid,  was 
at  that  time  in  the  same  capacity  in  Mexico, 
where  his  estimable  qualities  had  tlioir  natural 
effect  in  securing  to  him  every  privilege  he 
desired,  and  through  him  lie  obtained  such 
materials  illustrative  of  his  subject  as  were 
existing  in  the  country  itself.  The  manu- 
scripts of  the  Tezcucan  historian  IxtlilxochitU 
described  as  the  "  Livy  of  Anahuac ;"  llie 
works  of  Veytia,  Sahagun,  Boturini,  and  Ca- 
margo;  with  the  splendid  pictorial  works  of 
Dupaix  and  Kingsborough,  and  whatever  else 
was  published,  were  also  gathered  round  him 
before  he  entered  fully  upon  his  studies. 

The  History  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico 
was  written  under  much  greater  advantages 
of  eyesight,  which  had  been  so  far  improved 
that  he  was  enabled  to  do  most  of  the  reading 
himself,  restricting  always  this  part  of  labour 
to  the  day.  His  writing  is  still  conducted 
in  the  same  manner  as  has  been  already  de- 
scribed, for  he  has  ever  found  the  process  of 
writing  a  severe  tax  on  the  eye. 

Mr.  Prescott's  second  historical  work  was 
even  more  successful  than  the  first,  Messis. 
Harpers  of  New  York  sold  nearly  seven  thcu- 
sand  copies  of  it  in  a  single  year.  It  was 
published  at  the  same  time  in  London,  where 
it  quickly  passed  to  a  second  edition.  It  was 
reprinted  in  Paris,  and  was  translated  there, 
as  well  as  in  Berlin,  Rome,  Madrid,  9d6 
Mexico.  The  Mexican  translator,  a  person 
of  some  consideration  in  that  country,  adver- 
tised that  he  should  accommodate  the  offen- 
sive opinions  in  religion  and  politics  to  the 
more  received  ideas  of  the  Mexicans !  But 
the  version  which  appeared  in  Madrid  being 
faithful,  the  Spanish  Americans  have  perhaps 
had  an  opportunity  to  see  the  work  in  an  un- 
mutilated  form.  Amonff  the  evidences  of  its 
success  abroad  was  the  election  of  Mr.  Pres- 
cott into  the  Institute  of  France. 

The  death  of  the  venerable  father  of  the  his- 
torian for  a  time  interrupted  his  studies,  or 
The  Conquest  of  Peru,  upon  which  he  was 
engaged  when  that  event  occurred,  would 
probably  by  this  time  have  been  given  to  the 
world.    It  will  form  a  pendant  to  the  Coo- 
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quest  of  Mexico,  and  will  be  quite  equal  in 
romantic  interest  to  that  admirable  history. 
But  the  work  for  which  Mr.  Prescott  has 
assembled  the  largest  mass  of  materials,  and 
upon  which  he  proposes  to  employ  the  last 
ten  years  of  his  historical  life, — Da  Jupiter 
annos^ — is  The  History  of  the  Reign  of  Philip 
the  Second :  the  history  of  the  beginning  of 
the  decline,  as  that  of  Ferdinand  and  Isabella 
was  of  the  end  of  the  rise,  of  the  greatness  of 
the  Spanish  monarchy,  ^or  this  work  he  has 
drawn  materials  from  the  principal  archives 
and  private  libraries  of  Europe,  (especially  in 
Spain,  where  the  libraries  cf  tlie  descendants 
of  the  old  statesmen  of  Philip  the  Second, 
have  been  thrown  open  to  him,}  amounting  to 
nearly  ten  thousand  folio  pages  of  manuscripts. 

Mr.  Prescott  is  undoubtedly  entitled  to  a 
prominent  place  in  the  first  rank  of  historians. 
With  extraordinary  industry  he  explores  every 
source  of  information  relating  to  his  subjects, 
and  with  sagacity  as  remarkable  decides  be- 
tween conflicting  authorities  and  rejects  im- 
probable relations.  His  judgment  of  character 
is  calm,  comprehensive,  and  profoundly  just 
He  enters  into  the  midst  of  an  age,  and  with 
all  its  influences  about  him,  estimates  its  ac- 
tors and  its  deeds.  His  arrangement  of  facts 
is  always  .effective,  and  his  style  flowing, 
familiar,  singularly  transparent,  and  marked 
throughout  with  the  most  felicitous  expres- 
sions. 

Whatever  may  be  the  comparative  merits 
of  the  two  great  histories  he  has  already  pub- 
lished, as  intellectual  efforts,  there  is  little 
room  to  doubt  that  The  Conquest  of  Mexico 
will  continue  to  be  the  most  popular.  It  is 
justly  remarked  in  the  Edinburgh  Review, 
that,  considered  merely  as  a  work  of  amuse- 
ment, it  will  bear  a  favourable  comparison 
with  the  best  romances  in  the  language.  The 
careful,  judicious,  and  comprehensive  essay 
on  the  Aztec  civilization,  with  which  it  opens, 
is  not  inferior  in  interest  to  the  wonderful  dra- 
ma to  which  it  is  an  epilogue.  The  scenery, 
which  is  sketched  with  remarkable  vividness 
and  accuracy,  is  wonderful,  beautiful,  and  pe- 
culiar. The  characters  are  various,  strongly 
marked,  and  not  more  numerous  than  is  ne- 
cessary for  the  purposes  of  art.  Cortez  him- 
self is  a  knight  errani,  **  filled  with  the  spirit 
of  romantic  enterprise,"  yet  a  skilful  general, 
fruitful  of  resources,  and  of  almost  superhu- 


man energies ;  of  extracfrdinary  cunning,  but 
without  any  rectitude  of  judgment;  a  bigoted 
churchman,  yet  having  no  sympathy  with  vir- 
tue ;  of  kind  manners,  but  remorseless  in  his 
cruelties.  His  associates,  Valasquez,  Ordaz, 
Sandoval,  Alvarado,  the  priest  Olmedo,  the 
heroine  Dona  Marina,  and  others  of  whom 
we  have  glimpses  more  or  less  distinct,  seem 
to  have  been  formed  as  well  to  fill  their  places 
in  the  written  history,  as  to  act  their  parts  in 
the  crusade.  And  the  philosophical  king  of 
Tezcuco,  and  Montezuma,  whose  character 
and  misfortunes  are  reflected  in  his  mild  and 
melancholy  face,  and  Guatemozin,  the  last  of 
the  emperors,  and  other  Aztecs,  in  many  •f 
the  higher  qualities  of  civilization  superior  to 
their  invaders,  and  inferior  in  scarcely  any 
thing  but  a  knowledge  of  the  art  of  war,  are 
grouped  and  contrasted  most  effectively  with 
such  characters  as  are  more  familiar  in  the 
scenes  of  history. 

The  biographical  and  bibliographical  infor- 
mation and  criticism  contained  in  notes  and 
addenda  to  the  different  books  of  Ferdinand 
and  Isabella  and  The  Conquest  of  Mexico, 
form  one  of  the  most  attractive  of  their  fea- 
turi's,  and  would  alone  sustain  a  high  reputa- 
tion for  learning  and  judgment. 

Mr.  Prescott  perhaps  excels  most  in  descrip- 
tion and  narration,  but  his  histories  combine 
in  a  high  degree  almost  every  merit  that  can 
belong  to  such  works.  They  are  pervaded  by 
a  truly  and  profoundly  philosophical  spirit,  the 
more  deserving  of  lecognition  because  it  is 
natural  and  unobtrusive,  and  are  distinguished 
above  all  others  for  their  uniform  candour,  a 
quality  which  might  reasonably  be  demanded 
of  an  American  writing  of  early  European 
policy  and  adventure. 

In  private  life,  I  may  be  permitted  to  add  to 
this  account,  no  man  is  more  admired  and  be- 
loved than  Mr.  Prescott.  He  is  not  more  re- 
markable for  his  abilities  and  acquirements  than 
for  his  amiability,  simplicity,  and  highbred 
courtesy.  He  is  one  of  those  men  who  are  a 
blessing  as  well  as  an  honour  to  the  commu- 
nity in  which  they  live.  I  deem  it  not  impro- 
per thus  to  state  what  every  Bostonian  icels 
to  be  true,  because  it  adds  very  greatly  in  my 
opinion  to  the  value  of  any  work  of  history, 
to  know  that  its  author,  to  research,  discrimi- 
nation, and  love  of  his  subject,  adds  a  truly 
conscientious  spirit. 
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ISABELLA  OF  SPAIN  AND  ELIZABETH 
OF  ENGLAND. 

PBOM  FEHOIKAND  AND  DABKLLA. 


It  is  in  the  amiable  qualities  of  her  sex  that  Isa- 
bella's superiority  becomes  most  apparent  over  her 
illustrious  namesake,  Elizabeth  of  England,*  whose 
history  presents  some  features  parallel  to  her  own. 
Both  were  disciplined  in  early  life  by  the  teachings 
of  that  stem  nurse  of  wisdom,  adversity.  Both 
were  made  to  experience  the  deepest  humiliation 
at  the  hands  of  their  nearest  relative,  who  should 
have  cherished  and  protected  them.  Both  suc- 
ceeded in  establishing  themselves  on  the  throne 
after  the  most  precarious  vicissitudes.  Each  con- 
ducted her  kingdom,  through  a  long  and  triumph- 
ant reign,  to  a  height  of  glory  which  it  had  never 
before  reached.  Both  lived  to  see  the  vanity  of 
all  earthly  grandeur,  and  to  fall  the  victims  of  an 
inconsolable  melancholy ;  and  both  left  behind  an 
illustrious  name,  unrivalled  in  the  subsequent  an- 
nals of  the  country. 

But  with  these  few  circumstances  of  their  his- 
tory, tho  resemblance  ceases.  Their  characters 
afford  scarcely  a  point  of  contact  Elizabeth,  in- 
heriting a  large  share  of  the  bold  and  bluff  King 
Harry's  temperament,  was  haughty,  arrogant, 
coarse,  and  irascible;  while  with  these  fiercer 
qualities  she  mingled  deep  dissimulation  and 
strange  irresolution.  Isabella,  on  the  other  hand, 
tempered  the  dignity  of  royal  station  with  the  most 
bland  and  courteous  manners.  Once  resolved,  she 
was  constant  in  her  purposes;  and  her  conduct  in 
public  and  private  life  was  characterized  by  can- 
dour and  integrity.  Both  may  be  said  to  have 
shown  that  magnanimity  which  is  implied  by  the 
accomplishment  of  great  objects  in  the  face  of  great 
obstacles.  But  Elizabeth  was  desperately  selfish; 
she  was  incapable  of  forgiving,  not  merely  a  real 
injury,  but  the  slightest  affront  to  her  vanity;  and 
she  was  merciless  in  exacting  retribution.  Isa- 
bella, on  the  other  hand,  lived  only  for  others, — 
was  ready  at  all  times  to  sacrifice  self  to  considera- 
tions of  public  duty ;  and,  far  from  personal  resent- 
ments, showed  the  greatest  condescension  and 
kindness  to  those  who  had  most  sensibly  injured 
her;  while  her  benevolent  heart  sought  every 
means  to  mitigate  the  authorized  severities  of  the 
law,  even  toward  the  guilty. 

Both  possessed  rare  fortitude.  Isabella,  indeed, 
was  placed  in  situations  which  demanded  more 
frequent  and  higher  displays  of  it  than  her  rival ; 
but  no  one  will  doubt  a  full  measure  of  this  quality 
in  the  daughter  of  Henry  the  Eighth.  Elizabeth 
was  better  educated,  and  every  way  more  highly 
accomplished  than  Isabella.  But  the  latter  knew 
enough  to  maintain  her  station  with  dignity ;  and 
she  encouraged  learning  by  a  munificent  patron- 
age. The  masculine  powers  and  passions  of  Eli- 
zabeth seemed  to  divorce  her  in  a  great  measure 
firom  the  peculiar  attributes  of  her  sex;  at  least 
from  those  which  constitute  its  peculiar  charm ; 
for  she  had  abundance  of  its  foibles — a  coquetry 

*  Isabel,  the  name  of  the  Catholic  qupen,  is  correctly 
rendered  into  Engli»h  by  that  of  Elizabeth. 


and  love  of  admiration  which  age  could  not  chill ; 
a  levity  most  careless,  if  not  criminal ;  and  a  fond- 
ness for  dress  and  tawdry  magnificence  of  orna- 
ment, which  was  ridiculous,  or  disgusting,  accord- 
ing to  the  different  periods  of  life  in  which  it  was 
indulged.  Isabella,  on  the  other  hand,  distin- 
guished through  life  for  decorum  of  manners  and 
purity  beyond  the  breath  of  calumny,  was  content 
with  the  legitimate  affection  which  she  couM  in- 
spire within  the  range  of  her  domestic  circle.  Far 
from  a  fiivolous  afiectation  of  ornament  or  dress, 
she  was  most  simple  in  her  own  attire,  and  seemed 
to  set  no  value  on  her  jewels,  but  as  they  could 
serve  the  necessities  of  the  state ;  when  they  could 
be  no  longer  useful  in  this  way,  she  gave  tbcm 
away  to  her  friends. 

Both  were  uncommonly  sagacious  in  the  selec- 
tion of  their  ministers;  though  Elizabeth  was 
drawn  into  some  errors  in  this  particular  by  her 
levity,  as  was  Isabella  by  religious  feeling.  It 
was  this«  combined  with  her  excessive  humility, 
which  led  to  the  only  grave  errors  in  the  adminis> 
traUou  of  the  latter.  Her  rival  fell  into  no  such 
errors;  and  she  was  a  stranger  to  the  amiable 
qualities  which  led  to  them.  Her  conduct  was 
certainly  not  controlled  by  religious  principle ;  and, 
though  the  bulwark  of  the  Protestant  faith#it  might 
be  difficult  to  say  whether  she  were  at  heart  most 
a  Protestant  or  a  Catholic.  She  viewed  religion 
in  its  connection  with  the  state,  in  other  words, 
with  herself;  and  she  took  measures  for  enforcing 
conformity  to  her  own  views,  not  a  whit  less  des- 
potic, and  scarcely  less  sanguinary,  than  those 
countenanced  for  conscience'  sake  by  her  more 
bigoted  rival. 

This  feature  of  bigotry,  which  has  thrown  a 
shade  over  Isabella's  otherwise  beautiful  character, 
might  lead  to  a  disparagement  of  her  intellectual 
power  compared  with  that  of  the  English  queen. 
To  estimate  this  aright,  we  must  contemplate  the 
results  of  their  respective  reigns.  Elizabeth  found 
all  the  materials  of  prosperity  at  hand,  and  a^-ailed 
herself  of  them  most  ably  to  build  up  a  solid  fabric 
of  national  grandeur.  Isabella  created  these  ma- 
terials. She  saw  the  faculties  of  her  people  locked 
up  in  a  deathlike  lethargy,  and  she  breathed  into 
them  the  breath  of  life  for  those  great  and  heroic 
enterprises  which  terminated  in  such  glorious  con- 
sequences to  the  monarchy.  It  is  when  viewrd 
from  the  deprea>ed  position  of  her  early  days,  that 
the  achievements  of  her  reign  seem  scarcely  less 
than  miraculous.  The  masculine  genius  of  the 
English  queen  stands  out  relieved  beyond  its  ni- 
tural  dimensions  by  its  separation  from  the  softer 
qualities  of  her  sex.  While  her  rival's,  like  some 
vast,  but  symmetrical  edifice,  loses  in  appearance 
somewhat  of  its  actual  grandeur  from  like  perfect 
harmony  gf  its  proportions. 

The  circumstances  of  their  deaths,  which  were 
somewhat  similar,  displayed  the  great  dissimilarity 
of  their  characters.  Both  pined  amidst  their  royil 
state,  a  prey  to  incurable  despondency  rather  than 
any  marked  bodily  distemper.  In  Elizabeth  it 
sprung  from  wounded  vani^,  a  sullen  conviction 
that  she  had  outlived  the  admiration  on  which  shs 
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had  00  long  fed, — and  e^en  the  solace  of  friendship 
and  the  attachment  of  her  subjects.  Nor  did  she 
seek  consolation,  where  alone  it  was  to  be  found, 
in  that  sad  hour.  Isabella,  on  the  other  hand, 
sunk  under  a  too  acute  sensibility  to  the  sufferings 
of  others.  But,  amidst  the  gloom  which  gathered 
around  her,  she  looked  with  the  eye  of  faith  to  the 
brighter  prospects  which  unfolded  of  the  future ; 
and  when  she  resigned  her  last  breath,  it  was 
amidst  the  tears  and  universal  lamentations  of  her 
people. 


THE  KING  OF  TEZCUCO. 

raOM  TUK  COMQUSBT  OF  MSXICO. 


Nezahualcototl  divided  the  burden  of  go- 
vernment among  a  number  of  departments,  as  the 
council  of  war,  the  council  of  finance,  the  council 
of  justice.  This  last  was  a  court  of  supreme  au- 
thority,  both  in  civil  and  criminal  matters,  receiv- 
ing appeals  from  the  lower  tribunals  of  the  pro- 
vinces, which  were  obliged  to  make  a  full  report, 
every  four  months,  or  eighty  days,  of  their  own 
proceedings  to  this  higher  judicature.  In  all  these 
bodies,  a  certain  number  of  citizens  were  allowed 
to  have  i^ats  with  the  nobles  and  professional  dig- 
nitaries. There  was,  however,  another  body,  a 
council  of  state,  for  aiding  the  king  in  the  despatch 
of  busine&s,  and  advising  him  in  matters  of  import- 
ance, which  was  drawn  altogether  from  the  highest 
order  of  chiefs.  It  consisted  of  fourteen  members; 
and  they  had  seats  provided  for  them  at  the  roval 
Uhlc. 

Lastly,  there  was  an  extraordinary  tribunal, 
called  the  council  of  music,  but  which,  differing 
from  the  import  of  its  name,  was  devoted  to  the 
encouragement  of  science  and  art  Works  on 
astronomy,  chronology,  history,  or  any  other  sci- 
ence, were  required  to  be  submitted  to  its  judg- 
ment before  they  could  be  made  public This 

bcly,  which  was  drawn  from  the  best  instructed 
persons  in  the  kingdom,  with  little  regard  to  rank, 
had  supervision  of  all  the  productions  of  art,  and 
of  the  nicer  fabrics.  It  decided  on  the  qualifica- 
tions of  the  professors  in  the  various  branches  of 
science,  on  the  fidelity  of  their  instructions  to  their 
pupils,  the  deficiency  of^hich  was  severely  pun- 
ished, and  it  instituted  examinations  of  these  latter. 
In  short,  it  was  a  general  board  of  education  for 
the  country.  On  stated  days,  historical  composi- 
tionii,  and  poems  treating  of  moral  or  traditional 
topics,  were  recited  before  it  by  their  authors. 
Seats  were  provided  for  the  three  crowned  heads 
of  the  empire,  who  deliberated  with  the  other 
members  on  the  respective  merits  of  the  pieces, 
and  distributed  prizes  of  value  to  the  successful 
competitors. 

Such  are  the  marvellous  accounts  transmitted 
to  us  of  this  institution;  an  institution  certainly 
Dot  to  have  been  expected  among  the  Aborigines 
of  America.  It  is  calculated  to  give  us  a  higher 
idea  of  the  refinement  of  the  people  than  even  the 
noble  architectural  remains  which  still  cover  some 
parts  of  tho  continent    Architecture  is,  to  a  cer- 


tain extent,  a  sensual  gratification.  It  addresses 
itself  to  the  eye,  and  affords  the  best  scope  for  the 
parade  of  barbaric  pomp  and  splendour.  It  is  the 
form  in  which  the  revenues  of  a  semi-civilized 
people  are  most  likely  to  be  lavished.  The  most 
gaudy  and  ostentatious  specimens  of  it,  and  some- 
times tho  most  stupendous,  have  been  reared  by 
such  hands.  It  is  one  of  the  first  steps  in  the 
great  march  of  civilization.  But  the  institution  in 
question  was  evidence  of  still  higher  refinement 
It  was  a  literary  luxury;  and  argued  the  existence 
of  a  taste  in  the  nation,  which  relied  for  its  grati- 
fication on  pleasures  of  a  purely  intellectual  cha- 
racter. 

The  influence  of  this  academy  must  have  been 
most  propitious  to  the  capital,  which  became  the 
nursery,  not  only  of  such  sciencea  as  could  be 
compassed  by  the  scholarship  of  the  period,  but  of 
various  useful  and  ornamental  arts.  Its  historians, 
orators,  and  poets  were  celebrated  throughout  the 
country.  Its  archives,  for  which  accommodations 
were  provided  in  the  royal  palace,  were  stored 
with  the  records  of  primitive  ages.  Its  idiom, 
more  poUshed  than  the  Mexican,  was  indeed  the 
purest  of  all  the  Nahuatlac  dialects ;  and  continued, 
long  af^er  the  Conquest,  to  be  that  in  which  the 
liest  productions  of  the  native  races  were  composed. 
Tezcuco  claimed  the  glory  of  being  the  Athens  of 
the  Western  World.  , 

Among  the  most  illustrious  of  her  bards  was  the 
emperor  himself, — for  the  Tezcucan  writers  claim 
this  title  for  their  chief,  as  head  of  the  imperial 
alliance.  He,  doubtless,  appeared  as  a  competitor 
before  that  very  academy  where  he  so  often  sat  as 
a  critic.  Many  of  his  odes  descended  to  a  late 
generation,  and  are  still  preserved,  perhaps,  in  some 
of  the  dusty  repositories  of  Mexico  or  Spain.  The 
historian,  Ixtlilxochitl,  has  lefl  a  translation,  in 
Castilian,  of  one  of  the  poems  of  his  royal  ancestor. 
It  is  not  easy  to  render  his  version  into  correspond- 
ing English  rhyme  without  the  perfume  of  the 
original  escaping  in  this  double  filtration.  They 
remind  one  of  the  rich  breathings  of  Spanish-Arab 
poetry,  in  which  an  ardent  imagination  is  tempered 
by  a  not  unpleasing  and  moral  melancholy.  But, 
though  sufficiently  florid  in  diction,  they  are  gene- 
rally free  from  the  meretricious  ornaments  and 
hyperbole  with  which  the  minstrelsy  of  the  East 
is  usually  tainted.  They  turn  on  the  vanities  and 
mutability  of  human  life  \  a  topic  very  natural  for  a 
monarch  who  had  himself  experienced  the  strangest 
mutations  of  fortune.  There  is  mingled  in  the  la- 
ment of  the  Tezcucan  bard,  however,  an  Epicurean 
philosophy,  which  seeks  relief  from  the  fears  of 
the  future  in  the  joys  of  the  present  <'  Banish 
care,*'  he  says ;  »<  if  there  are  bounds  to  pleasure, 
the  saddest  life  must  also  have  an  end.  Then 
weave  the  chaplet  of  flowers,  and  sing  thy  songs 
in  praise  of  the  all-powerful  God ;  for  the  glory  of 
this  world  soon  fadeth  away.  Rejoice  in  the  green 
freshness  of  thy  spring;  for  tho  day  will  come 
when  thou  shalt  sigh  for  these  joys  in  vain  ;  when 
the  sceptre  shall  pass  from  thy  hands,  thy  servants 
shall  wander  desolate  in  thy  courts,  thy  sons,  and 
the  sons  of  thy  nobles,  shall  drink  the  dregs  of 
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distress,  and  all  the  pomp  of  thy  yictories  and  tri- 
umphs shall  live  only  in  their  recollection.  Yet 
the  rememhrance  of  the  just  shall  not  pass  away 
from  the  nations,  and  the  good  thou  hast  done 
shall  ever  he  held  in  honour.  The  goods  of  this 
life,  its  glories  ai)d  its  riches,  are  hut  lent  to  us,  its 
substance  is  bift^Mfillusory  shadow,  and  the  things 
of  to-day 'shall  chtinge  on  the  coming  of  the  mor- 
row. Then  gather  the  fairest  flowers  from  thy 
gardens  to  bind  round  thy  brow,  and  seize  the 
joys  of  the  present  ere  they  perish." 

But  the  hours  of  the  Tezcucan  monarch  were 
not  all  passed  in  idle  dalliance  with  the  Muse,  nor 
in  the  sober  contemplations  of  philosophy,  as  at  a 
later  period.  In  the  freshness  of  youth  and  early 
manhood  he  led  the  allied  armies  in  their  annual 
expeditions,  which  were  certain  to  result  in  a  wider 
extent  of  territory  to  the  empire.  In  the  intervals 
of  peace  he  fostered  those  productive  arts  which 
are  the  surest  sources  of  public  prosperity.  He 
encouraged  agriculture  above  all ;  and  there  was 
scarcely  a  spot  so  rude,  or  a  steep  so  inaccessible, 
as  not  to  confess  the  power  of  cultivation.  The 
land  was  covered  with  a  busy  population,  and 
towns  and  cities  sprung  up  in  places  since  deserted, 
or  dwindled  into  miserable  villages. 

From  resources  thus  enlarged  by  conquest  and 
domestic  industry,  the  monarch  drew  the  means 
far  the  large  consumption  of  his  own  numerous 
household,  and  for  the  costly  works  which  he 
executed  for  the  convenience  and  embellishment 
of  the  capital.  He  filled  it  with  stately  edifices  for 
his  nobles,  whose  constant  attendance  he  was  anx- 
ious to  secure  at  his  court.  He  erected  a  magnifi- 
cent pile  of  buildings  which  might  serve  both  for 
a  royal  residence  and  for  the  public  offices.  It 
extended,  from  east  to  west,  twelve  hundred  and 
thirty-four  yards,  and  from  north  to  south  nine 
hundred  and  seventy-eight.  It  was  encompassed 
by  a  wall  of  unbumt  bricks  and  cement,  six  feet 
wide  and  nine  high,  for  one-half  of  the  circum- 
ference, and  fifteen  feet  high  for  the  other  half. 
Within  this  enclosure  were  two  courts.  The 
outer  one  was  used  as  the  great  market-place  of 
the  city ;  and  continued  to  be  so  until  long  afler 
the  Conquest, — if,  indeed,  it  is  not  now.  The  in- 
terior court  was  surrounded  by  the  council-cham- 
bers and  halls  of  justice.  There  were  also  accom- 
modations there  for  the  foreign  ambassadors ;  and 
a  spacious  saloon,  with  apartments  opening  into 
it  for  men  of  science  and  poets,  who  pursued  their 
studies  in  this  retreat,  or  met  together  to  hold  con- 
verse under  its  marble  porticoes.  In  this  quarter, 
also,  were  kept  the  public  archives ;  which  fared 
l>etter  under  the  Indian  dynasty  than  they  have 
since  under  their  European  successors. 

Adjoining  this  court  were  the  apartments  of  the 
king,  including  those  for  the  royal  harem,  as  libe- 
rally supplied  with  beauties  as  that  of  an  eastern 
sultan.  Their  walls  were  incnistcd  with  alabas- 
ters and  richly  tinted  stucco,  or  hung  with  gor- 
geous tapestries  of  variegated  feather-work.  They 
led  through  long  arcades,  and  through  intricate 
labyrinths  of  shrubbery,  into  gardens  where  baths 
and  sparkling  fountains  were  overshadowed  by  tall 


groves  of  cedar  and  cypress.  The  lm.sins  of  water 
were  well  stocked  "wi^  fish  of  various  k'mds,  and 
the  aviaries  with  birds  glowing  in  all  the  gaudy 
plumage  of  the  tropics.  Many  birds  and  animak, 
which  could  not  be  obtained  alive,  were  repre- 
sented in  gold  and  silver  so  skilfully,  as  to  have 
furnished  the  great  naturalist,  Hernandez,  with 
models  for  his  work. 

Accommodations  on  a  princely  scale  were  jwo- 
vided  for  the  sovereigns  of  Mexico  and  Tlacopan, 
when  they  visited  the  court.  The  whole  of  this 
lordly  pile  contained  three  hundred  apartments, 
some  of.  them  fif^  yards  square.  The  height  of 
the  building  is  not  mentioned.  It  was  prubaNy 
not  great;  but  supplied  the  requisite  room  by  tlw 
immense  extent  of  ground  which  it  covered.  The 
interior  was  doubtless  constructed  of  light  mate- 
rials, especially  of  the  rich  woods,  which,  in  that 
country,  are  remarkable,  when  polis^hed,  for  the 
brilliancy  and  variety  of  their  colours.  That  the 
more  solid  materials  of  stone  stucco  were  also 
liberally  employed  is  proved  by  the  remains  at 
the  present  day ;  remains  which  have  furni»bed 
an  inexhaustible  quarry  for  the  churches  and  other 
edifices  since  erected  by  the  Spaniards  on  tlie  ^te 
of  the  ancient  city. 

We  are  not  informed  of  the  time  occupied  io 
building  this  palace.  But  two  hundred  thousand 
workmen,  it  is  said,  were  employed  on  it !  How- 
ever this  may  be,  it  is  certaui  that  the  Tezcucan 
monarchs,  like  those  of  Asia  and  ancient  Egypt, 
had  the  control  of  immense  masses  of  mcDt  and 
would  sometimes  turn  the  whole  population  of  a 
conquered  city,  including  the  women,  into  the  puh> 
lie  works.  The  most  gigantic  monuments  of  archi- 
tecture which  the  world  has  witnessed  tvould  never 
have  been  reared  by  the  hands  of  freemen. 

Adjoining  the  palace  were  buildings  for  the  king^s 
children,  who  by  his  various  wives  amounted  to  no 
less  than  sixty  sons  and  fifty  daughters.  Here 
they  were  instructed  in  all  the  exercises  and  ac- 
complishments suited  to  their  station;  compre- 
hending, what  would  scarcely  find  a  place  in  a 
royal  education  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic, 
the  arts  of  working  in  metals,  jewelry,  and  feather- 
mosaic  Once  in  every  four  months,  the  whole 
household,  not  excepting  \{ie  youngest,  and  includ- 
ing all  the  officers  and  attendants  on  the  king's 
person,  assembled  in  a  grand  saloon  of  the  i»laoe 
to  listen  to  a  discourse  from  an  orator,  probably 
one  of  the  priesthood.  The  princes,  on  this  occa^ 
sion,  were  all  dressed  in  virytren,  the  cc^rsest  ma- 
nufacture of  the  country.  The  preaciier  began  by 
enlarging  on  the  obligations  of  morality,  and  of 
respect  for  the  gods,  especially  important  in  per- 
sons whose  rank  gave  such  additional  weight  to 
example.  He  occasionally  seasoned  his  homily 
with  a  pertinent  application  to  his  audience,  if  any 
member  of  it  had  been  guilty  of  a  notorious  delin- 
quency. From  this  wholesome  admonition  the 
monarch  himself  was  not  exempted,  and  the  orator 
boldly  reminded  him  of  his  paramount  duty  to 
show  respect  for  his  own  laws.  The  king,  so  far 
from  taking  umbrage,  received  the  lesson  with 
humility ;  and  the  audience,  we  are  assured,  w»e 
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often  melted  into  tears  by  the  eloqaence  of  the 
preacher.  This  curious  scene  may  remind  one  of 
similar  usages  in  the  Asiatic  and  Egyptian  despot- 
vsmSj  where  the  sovereign  occasionally  conde- 
scended to  stoop  from  his  pride  of  place,  and  allow 
his  memory  to  be  refreshed  with  the  conviction  of 
his  own  mortality.  It  soothed  the  feelings  of  the 
subject  to  find  himself  thus  placed,  though  but  for 
a  moment,  on  a  level  with  his  king ;  while  it  cost 
little  to  the  latter,  who  was  removed  too  far  from 
his  people  to  suffer  any  thing  by  this  short-lived 
familiarity.  It  is  probable  that  such  an  act  of 
public  humiliation  would  have  found  lessL  favour 
with  a  prince  less  absolute. 

Nczahualcoyotl's  fondness  for  magnificence  was 
shown  in  his  numerous  villas,  which  were  embel- 
lished with  all  that  could  make  a  rural  retreat  de- 
lightfuL  His  favourite  residence  was  at  Tezcot- 
zinco ;  a  conical  hill  about  two  leagues  from  the 
capital.  It  was  laid  out  in  terraces,  or  hanging 
gardens,  having  a  flight  of  steps  five  hundred  and 
twenty  in  number,  many  of  them  hewn  in  the  na- 
^  taral  porphyry.  In  the  garden  on  the  summit 
was  a  reservoir  of  water,  fed  by  an  aqueduct  that 
was  carried  over  hill  and  valley,  for  several  miles, 
on  huge  buttresses  of  masonry.  A  large  rock 
stood  in  the  midst  of  this  basin,  sculptured  with 
the  hieroglyphics  representing  the  years  of  Neza- 
hualcoyoti's  reign  and  his  principal  achievements 
in  each.  On  a  lower  level  were  three  other  reser- 
voirs, in  each  of  which  stood  a  marble  statue  of  a 
woman,  emblematic  of  the  three  states  of  the  em- 
pire. Another  tank  contained  a  winged  lion,(?) 
C4at  out  of  the  solid  rock,  bearing  in  his  mouth  the 
portrait  of  the  emperor.  His  likeness  had  been 
executed  in  gold,  wood,  feather-work,  and  stone, 
but  this  was  the  only  one  which  pleased  him. 

From  these  copious  basins  the  water  was  dis- 
tributed in  numerous  channels  through  tlie  gar- 
dens, or  was  made  to  tumble  over  the  rocks  in 
cascades,  shedding  refreshing  dews  on  the  flowers 
and  odoriferous  shrubs  below.  In  the  depths  of 
this  fragrant  wilderness,  marble  porticoes  and  pa- 
vilions were  erected,  and  baths  excavated  in  the 
solid  porphyry,  which  are  still  shown  by  the  igno- 
•  rant  natives  as  the  «  Baths  of  Montezuma !"  The 
visiter  descended  by  steps  cut  in  the  living  stone, 
and  polished  so  bright  as  to  reflect  like  mirrors. 
Toward  the  base  of  the  hill,  in  the  midst  of  cedar 
groves,  whose  gigantic  branches  threw  a  refreshing 
coolness  over  the  verdure  in  the  sultriest  seasons 
of  the  year,  rose  the  royal  villa  with  its  light  ar- 
cades and  airy  halls,  drinking  in  the  sweet  per- 
fumes of  the  gardens.  Here  the  monarch  often 
retired  to  throw  off  the  burden  of  state,  and  refresh 
his  wearied  spirits  in  the  society  of  his  favourite 
wives,  reposing  during  the  noontide  heats  in  the 
embowering  shades  of  his  paradise,  or  mingling, 
in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  in  their  festive  sports 
and  dances.  Here  he  entertained  his  imperial 
brothers  of  Mexico  and  Tlacopan,  and  followed  the 
hardier  pleasures  of  the  chase  in  the  noble  woods 
that  stretched  for  miles  around  his  villa,  flourishing 
in  an  their  primeval  majesty.  Here,  too,  he  oflen 
repaired  in  the  latter  days  of  his  life,  when  age 
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had  tempered  ambition  and  cooled  the  ardpur  of 
his  blood,  to  pursue  in  solitude  the  studies  of  phi- 
losophy and  gather  wisdom  from  meditation. 

The  extraordinary  accounta  of  the  Tezcucan 
architecture  arc  confirmed,'  in  the  main,  by  the 
relics  which  still  cover  the  hill,  of/fczcotzinco,  or 
are  half-buried  beneath  its  surflte.  *  They  attract 
little  a^ntion,  indeed,  in  the  coifittry,  where  their 
true  history  has  long  since  passed  into  oblivion ; 
while  the  traveller,  whose  curiosity  leads  him  to 
the  spot,  speculates  on  their  probable  origin,  and, 
as  he  stumbles  over  the  huge  fragments  df  sculp- 
tured porphyry  and  granite,  refers  them  to  the  pri- 
mitive races  who  spread  their  colossal  architecture 
over  the  country  long  before  the  coming  of  the 
Acolhuans  and  the  Aztecs. 

The  Tezcucan  princes  were  used  to  entertain  a 
great  number  of  concubines.  They  had  but  one 
lawful  wife,  to  whose  issue  the  crown  descended. 
Nezahualcoyotl  remained  unmarried  to  a  late  pe- 
riod. He  was  disappointed  in  an  early  attach- 
ment, as  the  princess,  who  had  been  educated  in 
privacy  to  be  the  partner  of  his  throne,  gave  her 
hand  to  another.  The  injured  monarch  submitted 
the  afllair  to  the  proper  tribunal.  The  parties, 
however,  were  proved  to  have  been  ignorant  of 
the  destination  of  the  lady ;  and  the  court,  with  an 
independence  which  reflects  equal  honour  on  the 
judges  who  could  give,  and  the  monarch  who  could 
receive  the  sentence,  acquitted  the  young  couple. 
This  story  is  sadly  contrasted  by  the  following. 

The  king  devoured  his  chagrin  in  the  solitude 
of  his  beautiful  villa  of  Tczcotzinco,  or  sought  to 
divert  it  by  travelling.  On  one  of  his  journeys  he 
was  hospitably  entertained  by  a  potent  vassal,  the 
old  lord  of  Tepechpan,  who,  to  do  his  sovereign 
more  honour,  caused  him  to  be  attended  at  the 
banquet  by  a  noble  maiden,  betrothed  to  himself, 
and  who,  after  the  fashion  of  the  country,  had  been 
educated  under  his  own  roof.  She  was  of  the 
blood  royal  of  Mexico,  and  nearly  related,  more- 
over, to  the  Tezcucan  monarch.  The  latter,  who 
had  all  the  amorous  temperament  of  the  South, 
was  captivated  by  the  grace  and  p)crsonal  charms 
of  the  youthful  Hebe,  and  conceived  a  violent 
passion  for  ^er.  He  did  not  disclose  it  to  any  one, 
however,  but,  on  his  return  home,  resolved  to  gra- 
tify it,  though  at  the  expense  of  his  own  honour, 
by  sweeping  away  the  only  obstacle  which  stood 
in  his  path. 

He  accordingly  sent  an  order  to  the  chief  of 
Tepechpan  to  take  command  of  an  expedition  set 
on  foot  against  the  Tlascalans.  At  the  same  time 
he  instructed  two  Tezcucan  chiefs  to  keep  near  the 
person  of  the  old  lord,  and  bring  him  into  the  thick- 
est of  the  fight,  where  he  might  lose  his  life.  He 
assured  them  this  had  been  forfeited  by  a  great 
crime,  but  that,  from  regard  for  his  vassal's  past 
services,  he  was  willing  to  cover  up  his  disgrace 
by  an  honourable  death. 

The  veteran,  who  had  long  lived  in  retirement 
on  his  estates,  saw  himself,  with  astonishment, 
called  so  suddenly  and  needlessly  into  action,  for 
which  so  many  younger  men  were  better  fitted. 
He  suspected  the  cause,  and,  in  the  farewell  enter- 
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^inment  to  bis  friends,  uttered  a  presentinieDt  of 
iia  satf  destiny.  His  predicUoits  were  too  soon 
verified ;  and  a  few  weeks  placed  the  hand  of  his 
rirgin  bride  at  her  own  disposaL 

Nezabualcoyotl  did  not  think  it  prudent  to  break 
iiB  passion  publicly  to  the  princess  so  soon  after 
the  death  of  his  victim.  He  opened  a  correspond- 
mce  with  her  through  a  female  relative,  and  ex- 
pressed his  deep  sympathy  for  her  loss.  At  the 
lame  time,  he  tendered  the  best  consolation  in  his 
f>ower,  by  an  offer  of  his  heart  and  hand.  Her 
former  Ipver  had  been  too  well  stricken  in  years 
for  the  maiden  to  remain  long  inconsolable.  She 
was  not  aware  of  the  perfidious  plot  against  his 
life ;  and,  after  a  decent  time,  she  was  ready  to 
^mply  with  her  duty,  by  placing  herself  at  the 
lisposal  of  her  royal  kinsman. 

It  was  arranged  by  the  king,  in  order  to  give  a 
more  natural  aspect  to  the  afl&ir,  and  prevent  all 
mspicion  of  the  unworthy  part  he  had  acted,  that 
the  princess  should  present  herself  in  his  grounds 
It  Tezcotzinco  to  witness  some  public  ceremony 
there.  Nezahua(coyotl  was  standing  in  a  balcony 
3f  the  palace  when  she  appeared,  and  inquired,  as 
if  struck  with  her  beauty  for  the  first  time,  "  who 
the  lovely  young  creature  was  in  his  gardens." 
When  his  courtiers  had  acquainted  him  with  her 
name  and  rank,  he  ordered  her  to  be  conducted  to 
the  palace,  that  she  might  receive  the  attention  due 
to  her  station.  The  interview  was  soon  followed 
\}y  a  public  declaration  of  his  passion;  and  the 
marriage  was  celebrated  not  long  after  with  great 
pomp,  in  the  presence  of  his  court,  and  of  his  bro* 
ther  monarchs  of  Mexico  and  Tlacopan. 

This  story,  which  furnishes  so  obvious  a  counter- 
part to  that  of  David  and  Uriah,  is  told  with  great 
circumstantiality,  both  by  the  king's  son  and  grand- 
son, from  whose  narratives  IxtliUochitl  derived  it. 
They  stigmatize  the  action  as  the  basest  in  their 
great  ancestor's  life.  It  is  indeed  too  base  not  to 
leave  an  indelible  stain  on  any  character,  however 
pure  in  other  respects,  and  exalted. 

The  king  was  strict  in  the  execution  of  his  laws, 
though  his  natural  disposition  led  him  to  temper 
justice  with  mercy.  Many  anecdotes  are  told  of 
the  benevolent  interest  he  took  ui  the  concerns  of 
his  subjects,  and  of  his  anxiety  To  detect  and  reward 
Doerit,  even  in  the  most  humble.  It  was  common 
for  him  to  ramble  among  them  in  disguise,  like  the 
:elebrated  caliph  in  the  «  Arabian  Nights,"  min- 
gling freely  in  conversation,  and  ascertaining  their 
ictual  condition  with  bis  own  eyes. 

On  one  such  occasion,  when  attended  only  by  a 
lingle  lord,  he  met  with  a  boy  who  was  gathering 
sticks  in  a  field  for  fuel.  He  inquired  of  him  "  why 
he  did  not  go  into  the  neighbouring  forest,  where 
ho  would  find  a  plenty  of  them."  To  which  the 
lad  answered, .« It  was  the  king's  wood,  and  he 
would  punish  him  with  death  if  he  trespassed 
there."  The  royal  forests  were  very  extensive  in 
Fezcuco,  and  were  guarded  by  laws  full  as  severe 
is  those  of  the  Norman  tyrants  in  England. 
^  What  kind  of  man  is  your  king  1"  asked  the 
monarch,  willing  to  learn  the  effect  of  these  pro- 
hibitions on  his  own  popularity.     **A  very  hard 


man,"  answered  the  boy,  **  who  denies  his  people 
what  God  has  given  them."  Nezabualcoyotl  ariged 
him  not  to  mind  such  arbitrary  laws,  but  to  glean 
his  sticks  in  the  forest,  as  there  was  no  one  present 
who  would  betray  him.  But  the  boy  sturdily  re- 
fused, bluntly  accusing  the  disguised  king,  at  the 
same  time,  of  being  a  traitor,  and  of  wishing  to 
bring  him  into  trouble. 

Nezabualcoyotl,  on  returning  to  the  palace,  or- 
dered the  child  and  his  parents  to  be  sumnooaed 
before  him.  They  received  the  orders  with  asto- 
nishment, but,  on  entering  the  presence,  the  boj 
at  once  recognised  the  person  with  whom  be  had 
discoursed  so  unceremoniously,  and  he  was  filled 
with  consternation.  The  good-naturod  monarch, 
however,  relieved  his  apprehensions  by  thanking 
him  for  the  lesson  he  had  given  him,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  commended  his  respect  for  the  laws, 
and  praised  his  parents  for  the  manner  in  which 
they  had  trained  their  son.  He  then  dismissed  the 
parties  with  a  liberal  largess;  and  afterward  mitigated 
the  severity  of  the  forest  laws  so  as  to  allow  persons 
to  gather  any  wood  they  might  find  on  the  groand,  if 
they  did  not  meddle  with  the  standing  timber. 

Another  adventure  is  told  of  him  with  a  poor 
woodman  and  his  wife,  who  had  brought  their  little 
load  of  billets  for  sale  to  the  market-place  of  Te>- 
cuco.  The  man  was  bitterly  lamenting  his  hard 
lot,  and  the  difficulty  with  which  he  earned  a 
wretched  subsistence,  while  the  master  of  tbc  pa- 
lace before  which  they  were  standing  lived  an  idle 
life,  without  toil,  and  with  all  the  luxuries  in  the 
world  at  his  command. 

He  was  going  on  in  lus  complaints,  when  the 
good  woman  stopped  him,  by  reminding  him  he 
might  be  overheard.  He  was  so,  by  Nezabual- 
coyotl himself,  who,  standing,  screened  from  <^ 
servation,  at  a  latticed  window  which  overlooked 
the  market,  was  amusing  himself,  as  he  was  wont, 
with  observing  the  common  people  chaffering  in 
the  square.  He  immediately  ordered  the  queru- 
lous couple  into  bis  presence.  They  appeared 
trembling  and  conscience-struck  before  him.  The 
king  gravely  inquired  what  they  had  said.  As 
they  answered  him  truly,  he  told  them  they  should 
reflect,  that,  if  he  had  g^at  treasures  at  his  com- 
mand, he  Jiad  still  greater  calls  for  them ;  that,  far 
from  leading  an  easy  life,  he  was  oppressed  with 
the  whole  burden  of  government;  and  concluded 
by  admonishing  them  <*to  be  more  cautious  in 
future,  as  walls  had  ears."  He  then  ordered  his 
officers  to  bring  a  quantity  of  cloth  and  a  generous 
supply  of  cacao,  (the  coin  of  the  country,)  and 
dismissed  them.  '*Go,"  said  he,  "with  the  little 
you  now  have,  you  will  be  rich ;  while,  with  all 
my  riches,  I  shall  still  be  poor." 

It  was  not  his  passion  to  hoard.  He  dispensed 
his  revenues  munificently,  seeking  out  poor,  Init 
meritorious  objects,  on  whom  to  bestow  them. 
He  was  particularly  mindful  of  disabled  soldiers, 
and  those  who  had  in  any  way  sustained  loss  in 
the  public  service ;  and,  in  case  of  their  death,  ex- 
tended assistance  to  their  surviving  finmilies.  Open 
mendicity  was  a  thing  he  would  never  tolerate, 
but  chastised  it  with  exemplary  rigour. 
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It  would  be  incredible  that  a  i:^an  of  the  enlarged 
mind  and  endowments  of  Nezahualcoyotl  should 
acquiesce  in  the  sordid  superstitions  of  hb  coun- 
trymen, and  still  more  in  the  sanguinary  rites  bor- 
rowed by  them  from  the  Aztecs.  In  truth,  his  hu- 
mane temper  shrunk  from  these  cruel  ceremonies, 
andi  he  strenuously  endeavoured  to  recall  his  people 
to  the  more  pure  and  ample  worship  of  the  ancient 
Toltocs.  A  circumstance  produced  a  temporary 
change  in  his  conduct 

He  had  been  married  some  years  to  the  wife  he 
had  so  unrighteously  obtained,  but  was  not  blessed 
with  issue.  The  priests  represented  that  it  was 
owing  to  his  neglect  of  the  gods  of  his  country,  and 
that  his  only  remedy  was  to  propitiate  them  by 
human  sacrifice.  The  king  reluctantly  consented, 
and  the  altars  once  more  smoked  widi  the  blood 
of  slaughtered  captives.  But  it  was  all  in  vain ; 
and  he  indignantly  exclaimed,  *<  These  idob  of 
wodd  and  stone  can  neither  hear  nor  feel ;  much 
less  could*  they  make  the  heavens,  and  the  earth, 
and  man  the  lord  of  it  These  must  be  the  work 
of  the  all-powerful,  unknown  God,  Creator  of  the 
universe,  on  whom  alone  I  must  rely  for  consola- 
tion and  support" 

He  then  withdrew  to  his  rural  palace  of  Tez- 
cotnnco,  where  he  remained  forty  days,  fasting  and 
praying  at  stated  hours,  and  ofiering  up  no  other 
sacrifice  than  the  sweet  incense  of  copal,  and  aro- 
matic herbs  and  gums.  At  the  expiration  of  thisk 
time,  he  is  said  to  have  been  comforted  by  a  vision 
aff nring  him  of  the  success  of  his  petition.  At  all 
events,  such  proved  to  be  the  foct ;  and  this  was 
followed  by  the  cheering  intelligence  of  the  triumph 
of  his  arms  in  a  quarter  where  he  had  lately  expe- 
rienced some  humiliating  reverses. 

Greatly  strengthened  in  his  former  religious  con- 
victions, he  now  openly  professed  his  faith,  and 
was  more  earnest  to  wean  his  subjects  from  their 
degrading  superstitions,  and  to  substitute  nobler  and 
more  spiritual  conceptions  of  the  Deity.  He  built 
a  temple  in  the  usual  pyramidal  form,  and  on  the 
summit  a  tower  nine  stories  high,  to  represent  the 
nine  heavens ;  a  tenth  was  surmounted  by  a  roof 
painted  black,  and  profusely  gilded  with  stars  on 
the  outside,  and  incrusted  with  metals  and  precious 
stones  wiUiin.  He  dedicated  this  to  <<  the  unknown 
Godf  the  Cause  of  causes"  It  seems  probable,  from 
the  emblem  on  the  tower,  as  well  as  from  the  com- 
plexion of  his  verses,  as  we  shall  see,  that  he  min- 
gled with  his  reverence  for  the  Supreme  the  astral 
worship  which  existed  among  the  Toltecs.  Vari- 
ous musical  instruments  were  placed  on  the  top  of 
the  tower,  and  the  sound  of  them,  accompanied  by 
the  ringing  of  a  sonorous  metal  struck  by  a  mallet, 
summoned  the  worshippers  to  prayers  at  regular 
seasons.  No  image  was  allow^  in  the  edifice  as 
nnsuited  to  the  *<  invisible  God ;"  and  the  people 
were  expressly  prohibited  from  profaning  the  altars 
with  blood,  or  any  other  sacrifices  than  that  of  the 
perfume  of  flowers  and  sweet-scented  gums. 

The  remainder  of  his  days  was  chiefly  spent  in 
his  delicions  solitudes  of  Tezcotzinco,  where  he 
devoted  himself  to  astronomical  and,  probably, 
tstrological  studies,  and  to  meditation  on  his  im- 


mortal destiny, — giving  utterance  to  his  feelings 
in  songs,  or  rather  hynms,  of  much  solemnity  aiid 
pathos.  An  extract  from  one  of  these  will  convey 
some  idea  of  his  religious  speculations.  The  pen- 
sive tenderness  of  the  verses  quoted  in  a  preceding 
page  is  deepened  here  into  a  mournful,  and  even 
gloomy  colouring ;  while  the  wounded  spirit,  in- 
stead of  seeking  relief  in  the  convivial  sallies  of  a 
young  and  buoyant  temperament,  turns  for  conso- 
lation to  the  world'  beyond  the  grave. 

**  All  things  on  earth  have  their  term,  and,  in  the 
most  joyous  career  of  thteir  vanity  and  splendour, 
their  strength  fails,  and  they  sink  into  the  dust 
All  the  round  world  is  but  a  sepulchre ;  and  there 
is  nothing,  which  lives  on  its  surface,  that  shall 
not  be  hidden  and  entombed  beneath  it  Rivers, 
torrents,  and  streams  move  onward  to  their  desti- 
nation. Not  one  flows  back  to  its  pleasant  source. 
They  rush  onward,  hastening  to  bury  themselves 
in  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean.  The  things  of 
yesterday  are  no  more  to-day ;  and  the  things  of 
to-day  shall  cease,  perhaps,  ou  Uie  morrow.  The 
cemetery  is  full  of  the  loathsome  dust  of  bodies 
once  quickened  by  living  souls,  who  occujMed 
thrones,  presided  over  assemblies,  marshalled  ar- 
mies, subdued  provinces,  arrogated  to  themselves 
worship,  were  pufled  up  with  vain-glorious  pomp, 
and  power,  and  empire. 

**  But  these  glories  have  all  passed  away,  like  the 
fearful  smoke  that  issues  from  the  throat  of  Popo- 
catepetl, with  no  other  memorial  of  their  existence 
than  the  record  on  the  page  of  the  chronicler. 

<*  The  great,  the  wise,  the  valiant,  the  beautiful, 
J — alas !  where  are  they  now  ?  They  are  all  min- 
gled with  the  clod;  and  that  which  has  befallen 
them  shall  happen  t»  us,  and  to  those  that  come 
afler  us.  Yet  let  us  take  courage,  illustrious  no- 
bles and  chieflains,  true  friends  and  loyal  subjects, 
— let  us  aspire  to  that  heaven^  where  all  is  eternal, 
and  corruption  cannot  come.  The  horrors  of  the 
tomb  are  but  the  cradle  of  the  Sun,  and  the  dark 
shadows  of  death  are  brilliant  lights  for  the  stars." 
The  mystic  import  of  the  last  sentence  seems  to 
point  to  that  superstition  respecting  the  mansions 
of  the  Sun,  which  forms  so  beautiful  a  contrast  to 
the  dark  features  of  the  Aztec  mythology. 

At  length,  about  the  year  1470,  Nezahualcoyotl, 
full  of  years  and  honours,  felt  himself  drawing  near 
his  end.  Almost  half  a  century  had  elapsed  since 
he  mounted  the  throne  of  Tezcuco.  He  had  found 
his  kingdom  dismembered  by  faction,  and  bowed 
to  the  dust  beneath  the  yoke  of  a  foreign  tyrant 
He  had  broken  that  yoke ;  had  breathed  new  life 
into  the  nation,  renewed  its  ancient  institutions, 
extended  wide  its  domain ;  had  seen  it  flourishing 
in  all  the  activity  of  trade  and  agriculture,  gather- 
ing strength  from  its  enlarged  resources,  and  daily 
advancing  higher  and  higher  in  the  g^at  march 
of  civilization.  All  this  he  had  seen,  and  might 
fairly  attribute  no  small  portion  of  it  to  his  own 
wise  and  beneficent  rule.  His  long  and  glorious 
day  was  now  drawing  to  its  close ;  and  he  con- 
templated the  event  with  the  same  serenity  which 
he  had  shown  under  the  clouds  of  its  morning  and 
in  its  meridian  splendour. 
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A  short  time  before  his  death,  he  gathered  around 
him  those  of  his  children  in  whom  he  most  con- 
fided, his  chief  counsellors,  the  amliassadors  of 
Mexico  and  Tlacopan,  and  his  little  son,  the  heir 
to  the  crown,  his  only  offspring  by  the  queen. 
He  was  then  not  eight  years  old ;  but  had  already 
giyen,  as  far  as  so  tender  a  blossom  might,  the  rich 
j)romiae  of  future  excellence. 

After  tenderly  embracing  the  child,  the  dying 
monarch  threw  over  him  the  robes  of  sovereignty. 
He  then  gave  audience  to  the  ambassadors,  and, 
when  they  had  retired,  made  the  boy  repeat  the 
substance  of  the  conversation.  He  followed  this 
by  such  counsels  as  were  suited  to  his  comprehen- 
sion, and  which,  when  remembered  through  the 
long  vista  of  after  years,  would  serve  as  lights  to 
guide  him  in  his  government  of  the  kingdom.  He 
besought  him  not  to  neglect  the  worship  of  « the 
unknown  God,"  regretting  that  he  himself  had  been 
unworthy  to  know  him,  and  intimating  his  convic- 
tion that  the  time  would  come  when  he  should  be 
known  and  worshipped  throughout  the  land. 

He  next  addressed  himself  to  that  one  of  his  sons 
in  whom  he  placed  the  greatest  trust,  and  whom  he 
had  selected  as  the  guardian  of  the  realm.  **  From 
this  hour,''  said  he  to  him,  **  you  will  fill  the  place 
that  I  have  filled,  of  father  to  this  child;  you  will 
teach  him  to  live  as  he  ought ;  and  by  your  coun- 
sels he  will  rule  over  the  empire.  Stand  in  his 
place,  and  be  his  guide  till  he  shall  be  of  age  to 
govern  for  himself."  Then,  turning  to  his  other 
children,  he  admonished  them  to  live  united  with 
another,  and  to  show  all  loyalty  to  their  prince, 
who,  though  a  child,  already  manifested  a  discre- 
tion far  above  his  years.  "  Be  true  to  him,"  he 
added,  *<  and  he  will  maintain  you  in  your  rights 
and  dignities." 

Feeling  his  end  approaching,  he  exclaimed, «  Do 
not  bewail  me  with  idle  lamentations.  But  sing 
the  song  of  gladness  and  show  a  courageous  spirit, 
that  the  nations  I  have  subdued  may  not  believe 
you  disheartened,  but  may  feel  that  each  one  of 
you  is  strong  enough  to  keep  them  in  obedience !" 
The  undaunted  spirit  of  the  monarch  shone  forth 
even  in  the  agonies  of  death.  That  stout  heart, 
however,  melted  as  he  took  leave  of  his  children 
and  friends,  weeping  tenderly  over  them,  while  he 
bade  each  a  last  adieu.  When  they  had  with- 
drawn, he  ordered  the  officers  of  the  palace  to  allow 
no  one  to  enter  it  again.  Soon  after,  he  expired,  in 
the  seventy-second  year  of  his  age,  and  the  forty- 
third  of  his  reign. 

Thus  died  the  greatest  monarch,  and,  if  one  foul 
blot  could  be  efiUced,  perhaps  the  best,  who  ever  sat 
upon  an  Indian  throne.  His  character  is  deline- 
ated with  tolerable  impartiality  by  his  kinsman,  the 
Tezcucan  chronicler.  "  He  was  wise,  valiant,  libe- 
ral; and,  when  we  consider  the  magnanimity  of  his 
soul,  the  grandeur  and  success  of  his  enterprises, 
his  deep  policy,  as  well  as  daring,  we  must  admit 
him  to  have  surpassed  every  other  prince  and  cap- 
tain of  this  New  World.  He  had  few  failings 
himself,  and  rigorously  punished  those  of  others. 
He  preferred  the  public  to  his  private  interest ;  was 
roost  charitable  in  his  nature,  often  buying  articles. 


at  double  their  worth,  of  poor  and  honest  persona, 
and  giving  them  away  again  to  the  sick  and  infirm. 
In  seasons  of  scarcity  he  was  paiticularly  bountiful, 
remitting  the  taxes  of  his  vassals,  and  supplying 
their  wants  from  the  royal  granaries.  He  put  no 
faith  in  the  idolatrous  worship  of  the  countr)'.  He 
was  well  instructed  in  moral  science,  and  sought, 
above  all  things,  to  obtain  light  for  knowing  the 
true  God.  He  believed  in  one  God  only,  the  Cre- 
ator of  heaven  and  earth,  by  whom  we  have  oar 
being,  who  never  revealed  himself  to  us  in  human 
form,  nor  in  any  other ;  with  whom  the  souls  of  the 
virtuous  are  to  dwell  after  death,  while  the  wicked 
will  suffer  pains  unspeakable.  He  invoked  the 
Most  High,  as  *  He  by  whom  wc  Uve,'  and  •  Who 
has  all  things  in  himself.'  He  recognised  the  Sun 
for  his  father,  and  the  Earth  for  his  mother.  He 
taught  his  children  not  to  confide  in  idols,  and  onlj 
to  conform  to  the  outward  worship  of  them  from 
deference  to  public  opinion.  If  he  could  not  en- 
tirely abolish  human  sacrifices,  de-rived  from  the 
Aztecs,  he,  at  least,  restricted  them  to  slaves  and 
captives." 


FIRST  SIGHT  OF  THE  VALLEY    OF 
MEXICO  BY  THE  SPANIARDS. 

ntOM  TUB  SAMX. 


•  The  troops, refreshed  by  a  night's  rest,  succeeded, 
early  on  the  following  day,  in  gaining  the  crest  of 
the  sierra  of  Ahualco,  which  stretches  like  a  curtain 
between  the  two  great  mountains  on  the  north  and 
south.  Their  progress  was  now  comparatively  easy, 
and  they  marched  forward  with  a  buoyant  step  as 
they  felt  they  were  treading  the  soil  of  Montezuma. 
They  had  not  advanced  &r,  when,  turning  an 
angle  of  the  sierra,  they  suddenly  came  on  a  view 
which  more  than  compensated  the  toils  of  the  |x^ 
ceding  day.  It  was  that  of  the  Valley  of  McxicOi, 
or  Tenochtitlan,  as  more  commonly  called  b>'  the 
natives ;  which,  with  its  picturesque  assemblage  of 
water,  woodland,  and  cultivated  plains,  its  shining 
cities  and  shadowy  hills,  was  spread  out  like  some 
gay  and  gorgeous  panorama  before  them.  In  the 
highly  rarefied  atmosphere  of  these  upper  regicHis, 
even  remote  objects  have  a  brilliancy  of  colouring 
and  a  distinctness  of  outline  which  seem  to  anni- 
hilate distance.  Stretching  far  away  at  their  feet 
were  seen  noble  forests  of  oak,  sycamore,  and  cellar, 
and  beyond,  yellow  fields  of  maize  and  the  tower- 
ing maguey,  intermingled  with  orchards  and  bloom- 
ing gardens;  for  flowers, in  such  demand  for  their  i 
religious  festivals,  were  even  more  abundant  in  this 
populous  valley  than  in  other  parts  of  Anahuac. 
In  the  centre  of  the  great  basin  were  beheld  the 
lakes,  occupying  then  a  much  larger  portion  of  its 
surface  than  at  present;  their  borders  thickly  stwl- 
ded  with  towns  and  hamlets,  and,  in  the  midst, — 
like  some  Indian  empress  with  her  coronal  of  pearls, 
— the  fair  city  of  Mexico,  with  her  white  towers 
and  pyramidal  temples,  reposing,  as  it  were,  on  the 
bosom  of  the  waters, — the  far-famed  *♦  Venice  of  the 
Aztecs."  High  over  all  rose  the  royal  hill  of  Cba- 
poltcpcc,  the  residence  of  the  Mexican  nio&archs. 
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crowned  with  the  same  grove  of  gigantic  cypresses, 
which  at  this  day  fling  their  broad  shadows  over 
the  land.  In  the  distance  beyond  the  blue  waters 
of  the  lake,  and  nearly  screened  by  intervening 
foliage,  was  seen  a  shining  speck,  the  rival  capital 
of  T*ezcuco,  andy.  still  further  on,  the  dark  belt  of 
porpbyry.  girdling  the  Valley  around  like  a  rich 
setting  which  Nature  had  devised  for  the  fairest  of 
her  jewels. 

Such  was  the  beautiful  vision  which  broke  on 
the  eyes  of  the  Conquerors.  And  even  now,  when 
so  sad  a  change  has  come  over  the  scene ;  when 
the  stately  forests  have  been  laid  low,  and  the  soil, 
unsheltered  from  the  fierce  radiance  of  a  tropical 
sun,  is  in  many  places  abandoned  to  sterility ;  w^en 
the  ^^aters  have  retired,  leaving  a  broad  and  ghastly 
mar^n  w^hite  with  the  incrustation  of  salts,  while 
the  cities  and  hamlets  on  their  borders  have  mould- 
ered into  ruins; — even  now  that  desolation  broods 
over  the  landscape,  so  indestructible  are  the  lines 
of  beauty  which  Nature  has  traced  on  its  features, 
that  no  traveller,  however  cold,  can  gaze  on  them 
v^  ith  any  other  emotions  than  those  of  astonish- 
ir:ciit  and  rapture. 

What,  then,  must  have  been  the  emotions  of  the 
Spaniards,  when,  after  working  their  toilsome  way 
into  the  upper  air,  the  cloudy  tabernacle  parted 
before  their  eyes,  and  they  beheld  these  fair  scenes 
in  all  their  pristine  magnificence  and  beauty  !  It 
Wcis  like  the  spectacle  which  greeted  the  eyes  of 
Mo5M?s  from  the  summit  of  Pisgah,  and,  in  the 
warm  glow  of  their  feelings,  they  cried  out,  "  It  is 
the  promised  land !" 


THE  PROFESSION  OF  LITERATURE. 


FBOM  ▲   PA.PKR  ON  SCOn. 


It  is  not  very  easy  to  see  on  what  this  low  esti- 
mate of  literature  rested.     As  a  profession,  it  has 
too  little  in  common  with  more  active  ones  to  aflbrd 
much  ground  for  running  a  parallel.     The  soldier 
has  to  do  with  externals ;  and  his  contests  and  tri- 
umphs are  over  matter  in  its  various  forms,  whetlicr 
of  tnan  or  material  nature.     The  poet  deals  with  the 
bodiless  forms  of  air,  of  fancy  lighter  tlian  air.     His 
bu.sines8  is  contemplative,  the  other's  is  active,  and 
depends  for  its  success  on  strong  moral  energy  and 
presence  of  mind.     He  must,  indeed,  have  genius  of 
the  highest  order  to  effect  his  own  combinations,  an- 
ticipate the  movements  of  his  enemy,  and  dart  with 
eagle  eye  on  his  vulnerable  point.     But  who  shall 
0a  V  that  this  practical  genius,  if  we  may  so  term  it, 
is  to  rank  higher  in  the  scale  than  the  creative  power 
of  the  poet,  the  spark  from  the  mind  of  divinity  itself? 
The  orator  might  seem  to  afford  better  ground 
for  comparison,  since,  though  his  theatre  of  action 
is  abroad,  he  may  be  said  to  work  with  much  the 
same  tools  as  the  writer.     Yet  how  much  of  his  suc- 
cess depends  on  qualities  other  than  intellectual ! 
«*  Action,"  said  the  father  of  eloquence,  "  action, 
action  are  the  three  most  essential  things  to  an  ora- 
tor."    How  much  depends  on  the  look,  the  gesture, 
the  magical  tones  of  voice,  modulated  to  the  pas- 
sions he  has  stirred ;  and  how  much  on  the  conta- 
g^ious  sympathies  of  the  audience  itself  which  drown 


every  thing  like  criticism  in  the  overwhelming  tide 
of  emotion !  If  any  one  would  know  how  much, 
let  him,  after  patiently  standing 

'<  till  his  feet  throb. 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breath 
Of  patriota  bursting  with  heroic  rage," 

read  the  same  speech  in  the  columns  of  a  morning 
newspaper,  or  in  the  well-concocted  report  of  the' 
orator  himself.  The  productions  of  the  writer  are 
subjected  to  a  fiercer  ordeal.  He  has  no  excited 
sympathies  of  numbers  to  hurry  his  readers  along 
over  his  blunders.  He  is  scanned  in  the  calm  silence 
of  the  closet  Every  flower  of  fancy  seems  here  to 
wither  under  the  rude  breath  of  criticism ;  every  link 
in  the  chain  of  argument  is  subjected  to  the  touch  of 
prying  scrutiny,  and  if  there  be  the  least  flaw  in  it,  it 
is  sure  to  be  detected.  There  is  no  tribunal  so  stern 
as  the  secret  tribunal  of  a  man's  own  closet,  far  re- 
moved from  all  the  sympathetic  impulses  of  human- 
ity. Surely  there  is  no  form  in  which  intellert  can  be 
exhibited  to  the  world  so  completely  stripped  of  all 
adventitiovis  aids  as  the  form  of  written  composition. 
But,  says  the  practical  man,  let  us  estimate  things  by 
their  utility.  '*  You  talk  of  the  poems  of  Homer,"  said 
a  mathematician,"  but,  after  all,whatdo  ihey p^rove ?" 
A  question  which  involves  an  answer  somewhat  too 
voluminous  for  the  tail  of  an  article.  But  if  fhe  poems 
of  Homer  were,  as  Heeren  asserts,  the  principal  bond 
which  held  the  Grecian  states  together,  and  gave 
them  a  national  feeling,  they  "prove"  more  than  all 
the  arithmeticians  of  Greece — and  there  were  many 
cunning  ones  in  it — ever  proved.  The  results  of 
military  skill  are  indeed  obvious.  The  soldier,  by 
a  single  victory,  enlarges  the  limits  of  an  empire ; 
he  may  do  more — he>may  achieve  the  lilierties  of  a 
nation,  or  roll  back  the  tide  of  barbarism  ready  to 
overwhelm  them.  Wellington  was  placed  in  such 
a  position  and  nobly  did  he  do  his  work ;  or,  rather, 
he  was  placed  at  the  head  of  such  a  gigantic  moral 
and  physical  apparatus  as  enabled  him  to  do  it 
With  his  own  unassisted  strength,  of  course,  he 
could  have  done  nothing.  But  it  is  on  his  own  soli- 
tary resources  that  the  great  writer  is  to  rely.  And 
yet,  who  shall  say  that  the  triumphs  of  Wellington 
have  been  greater  than  those  of  Scott,  whose  works 
are  familiar  as  household  words  to  every  fireside  in 
his  own  land,  from  the  castle  to  the  cottage ;  have 
crossed  oceans  and  deserts,  and,  with  healing  on 
their  wings,  found  their  way  to  the  remotest  regions; 
have  helped  to  form  the  character,  until  his  own 
mind  may  be  said  to  be  incorporated  into  those  of 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  his  fellow-men  ?  Who 
is  there  that  has  not,  at  some  time  or  other,  felt  the 
heaviness  of  his  heart  lightened,  his  pains  mitigated, 
and  his  bright  moments  of  life  m^de  still  brighter  by 
the  magical  touches  of  his  genius  ?  And  shall  we 
speak  of  his  victories  as  less  real,  less  serviceable  to 
humanity,  less  truly  glorious  than  those  of  the  great- 
est captain  of  his  day  1  The  triumphs  of  the  war- 
rior are  bounded  by  the  narrow  theatre  of  his  own 
age ;  but  those  of  a  Scott  or  a  Shakspeare  will  be 
renewed  with  greater  and  greater  lustre  in  ages 
yet  unborn,  when  the  victorious  chieftain  shall  be 
forgotten,  or  shall  live  only  in  the  song  of  the 
minstrel  and  the  page  of  the  chronicler. 


EDWARD  ROBINSON. 


[Bom  about  1790.] 


This  eminent  scholar,  who  is  descended 
from  the  famous  John  Robinson  of  Leyden, 
is  a  native  of  Connecticut,  and  was  educated 
at  Hamilton  CoUegre,  in  New  York,  where 
he  gnraduated  in  1616. 

The  names  of  Edward  Robinson  and  Moses 
Stuart  stand  at  the  head  of  the  catalogue  of 
learned  men  who  have  cultivated  biblical  lite- 
rature in  America.  We  are  indebted  mainly 
for  our  advancement  in  this  gfreat  field  of  learn- 
ing to  the  theological  seminaries  o^  Andover 
and  Princeton.  From  both  these  institutions 
works  have  issued  within  a  few  years  which 
have  attained  the  highest  reputation,  not  only 
in  our  own  country  but  in  Europe :  which  em- 
brace more  that  is  valuable  and  profound  than 
in  the  same  period  has  been  produced  else- 
where in  the  world.  It  is  in  this  department 
that  our  authors  command  the  greatest  respect 
and  admiration :  an  auspicious  fact,  for  a  nation 
whose  scholars  begin  with  this  strong  sympa- 
thy with  the  highest  truth,  and  bring  so  suc- 
cessfully the  strength  of  their  intellects  to  its 
cultivation,  if  this  impulse  be  maintained,  will 
excel  in  every  other  field  of  investigation  and 
reflection. 

In  antiquities,  in  criticism,  in  exegesis,  in 
philology,  in  commentaries,  and  general  bibli- 
cal learning,  much  more  has  been  done  than 
can  here  be  stated  even  in  the  most  general 
manner.  "It  delights  me,"  said  Professor 
Lee  of  the  English  University  of  Cambridge, 
so  long  ago  as  1831,  "and  all  my  Cambridge 
and  other  friends,  to  find  that  our  American 
neighbours  are  really  outstripping  us  in  the 
cause  of  biblical  literature.''  This  was  said 
in  reference  particularly  to  the  Biblical  Repo- 
sitory, (commenced  by  Dr.  Robinson  in  that 
year,  and  edited  by  him  until  1838,)  and  to 
the  labours  of  Professor  Stuart  The  Biblical 
Repository  was  indeed  a  most  important  pub- 
lication, and  it  stands  among  the  earliest  and 
richest  contributions  made  in  this  country  to 
the  treasures  of  sacred  scholarship.  The  cele- 
brated Professor  Tholuck,  of  Halle,  said  to 
Dr.  Robinson,  "  Should  you  succeed  in  mak- 
ing the  contents  of  your  Repository  hereafter 


as  rich  and  valuable  as  they  have  been  hitherto, 
it  will  become  a  classical  book  for  the  studj 
of  theology  in  America,  and  will  be  the  com- 
mencement of  a  new  era.''    It  was  held  io 
the  highest  estimation  abroad,  and  with  other 
American  works  of  a  similar  character  'was 
particularly  valued  for  the  successful  combi- 
nation which  it  presented  of  the  spirit  of  piety 
with  profound  investigation  and  sound  judg- 
ment.    It  introduced  to  our  students  the  bc^t 
results  of  theological  erudition  in  Germany, 
and  had  a  most  important  effect  in  continuing 
the  impulse  in  sacred  learning  given  by  the 
earlier  works  of  the  editor  and  his  principal 
colaborateur.    These  were,  Stuart's  Hebrew 
Grammar,  first  published  in  1823 ;   Stuart's 
and  Robinson's  Greek  Grammar  of  the  New 
Testament,  in  1825 ;  Robinson's  Greek  and 
English  Lexicon,  from  the  Clavis  Philologica 
of  Wahl,  in  1826;  Stuart's  Hebrew  Chresto- 
mathy,  in  1829 ;  and  Stuart's  Course  of  He- 
brew Study,  in  1830. 

Professor  Stuart's  Commentary  on  the  Epis- 
tle to  the  Hebrews  had  appeared  in  18Q7,  and 
had  been  received  everywhere  as  an  accession 
to  the  body  of  permanent  tlieological  litera- 
ture.    It  was  spoken  of  in  England  as  "  the 
most  valuable  philological  aid"  that  bad  been 
published  "  for  the  critical  study  of  that  im- 
portant and  in  many  respects  difficult  book  ;^ 
and  Dr.  Pye  Smitli,  one  of  the  first  biblical, 
theological,  and  classical  scholars  in  Great 
Britain,  stated,  that  he  felt  it  to  be  his  duty 
to  describe  it  as  "  the  most  important  present 
to  the  cause  of  sound  biblical  interpretation 
that  had  ever  been  made  in  the  English  Ian- 
guage."     In  Germany  also  it  secured  for  Pro- 
fessor Stuart  the  highest  consideration ;  and 
it  continues  in  all  countries  to  be  regarded  as 
one  of  the  noblest  examples  of  philological 
theology  and  exegetical  criticism. 

In  1832  Professor  Stuart  gave  to  the  world 
another  great  work  of  a  similar  character:  his 
Commentary  on  the  Epistle  to  the  Romans. 
It  was  distinguished  for  a  profoundness  of 
research,  for  an  intensity  and  minuteness  of 
philological  labour,  and  a  singleness  of  pur- 


EDWARD   ROBINSON. 


383 


pose  to  arriye  at  the  meaning  of  the  apostle, 
without  regard  to  any  preconceived  or  parti- 
san opinions,  which  obtained  for  it  a  regard 
as  an  authority  equal  to  that  awarded  to  its 
predecessor.  In  1845  he  published  a  Com- 
mentary on  the  Apocalypse :  a  profoundly 
learned  and  critical  work,  in  which  the  inter- 
pretation of  this  difficult  book  varies  much 
from  that  which  has  been  most  generally  re- 
ceived. In  the  same  year  he  also  gave  to  the 
church  a  Critical  History  and  Defence  of  the 
Old  Testament  Canon. 

Dr.  Robinson^s  translation  of  the  improved 
edition  of  Ae  Hebrew  Lexicon  by  Gesenius 
appeared  in  1836,  and  again  in  1843.  For  this 
work  he  had  prepared  himself  by  a  residence  of 
several  years  in  Germany,  where  he  had  gone 
through  a  wide  range  of  study  in  the  Shemitish 
languages ;  and  the  general  and  hearty  applause 
of  the  best  scholars  was  evidence  of  his  success. 

He  soon  after  brought  out  a  new  edition  of 
his  Greek  and  English  Lexicon  of  the  New 
Testament,  with  all  the  improvements  which 
years  of  additional  labor  had  enabled  him  to 
give  to  it;  and  in  1845  his  Harmony  of  the 
Four  Gospels,  in  Greek,  newly  arranged,  and 
with  notes. 

But  the  great  work  of  Dr.  Robinson,  and  his 
most  valuable  addition  to  our  literature,  is  his 
Researches  in  Palestine,  published  in  Boston, 
in  1841 .  This  was  the  fruit  of  many  years  of 
study  and  investigation,  at  home  and  in  Europe, 
preparatory  to  and  consequent  upon  his  jour- 
neyings  and  examinations  in  the  Holy  Land. 
His  plans  were  partially  formed  in  1832,  while 
the  Reverend  Eli  Smith,  an  American  mis- 
sionary stationed  at  BeirOt,  was  on  a  visit  to 
the  United  States;  but  he  did  not  set  out  up- 
on his  travels  until  the  middle  of  July,  1837. 
The  summer  was  passed  in  England  and  on 
the  continent ;  in  November  he  met  Gesenius, 
Tholuck,  Roediger,  and  other  orientalists,  in 
Germany ;  and  passing  through  Italy,  he  em- 
barked at  Trieste  for  Alexandria.  The  first 
two  months  of  the  following  year  were  spent 
in  Egypt,  where  he  was  joined  by  Mr.  Smith, 
and  in  March  they  set  off  for  Jerusalem.  The 
topographical  investigations  were  completed 
in  December,  and  Dr.  Robinson  resided  in 
Berlin  the  two  following  years,  where  he 
had  access  to  the  best  public  and  private 
libraries  relating  to  the  east,  occupied  in  pre- 
paring his  manuscripts  for  the  press.  The 
Biblical  Researches  were  received  by  Scholars 


of  all  countries  with  demonstrations  of  the 
highest  approbation.  The  work  was  recog- 
nised as  one  of  the  most  learned  and  judicious 
produced  in  the  world  in  this  century.  For 
patient,  systematic,  and  sagacious  investiga- 
tion, it  was  ranked  with  Niebuhr^s  History. 
The  great  German  geographer.  Professor  Rit- 
ter,  who  has  himself  written  one  of  the  best 
books  on  Palestine,  says,  "  It  lays  open  un- 
questionably one  the  richest  discoveries,  one 
of  the  most  important  scientific  conquests  that 
has  been  made  in  the  field  of  geography  and 
biblical  archaeology What  noble  confirma- 
tion the  truth  of  the  Holy  Scriptures  receives 
from  so  many  passages  of  these  investigations, 
in  a  manner  altogether  unexpected,  and  oflen 
surprising,  even  in  particulars  seemingly  the 
most  trivial  and  unimportant  !....Now  first  be- 
gins, since  the  days  of  Reland,  the  second  great 
era  of  our  knowledge  of  the  Promised  Land." 

The  latest  productions  of  Dr.  Robinson  that 
have  been  given  to  the  public  are  embraced 
in  his  periodical,  entitled  Bibliotheca  Sacra, 
established  in  1843,  and  of  which  a  volume 
has  since  appeared  for  every  year. 

Our  contributions  to  biblical  literature,  with 
few  exceptions,  have  been  made  by  persons 
connected  with  the  colleges  and  theological 
seminaries.  Professor  Hodge,  of  Princeton, 
has  distinguished  himself  by  his  Commentary 
on  the  Epistle  to  the  Romans;  Dr.  Alexander, 
of  the  same  institution,  by  his  Commentary 
on  Isaiali ;  and .  Professor  Norton  of  the  Di- 
vinity School  at  Cambridge,  and  Professor 
Bush  of  the  University  of  New  York,  as  has 
been  stated  in  another  part  of  this  volume, 
have  laboured  diligently  and  successfully  in 
the  same  department.  The  most  remarkable 
exception  to  the  rule  is  presented  by  the  Re- 
verend Albert  Barnes  of  Philadelphia,  whose 
practical  Notes  on  the  Gospels  and  Epistles 
have  had  a  very  large  sale  in  this  country  and 
Great  Britain,  and  who  has  published  a  similar 
work  on  Job,  and  a  more  extended  and  labori- 
ous Commentary  on  Isaiah. 

In  the  fields  of  literature  and  learning  con- 
nected with  religion,  we  have  from  the  begin- 
ning had  representatives  whose  proper  station 
was  with  the  most  celebrated  of  older  nations. 
Those  who  are  mentioned  in  this  volume  are 
but  types  of  classes,  to  whom  more  promi- 
nence would  be  given  but  that  the  range  of 
these  notices  is  in  some  degree  limited  to 
works  of  taste. 


ELIZA  LESLIE. 


[Born  17— >] 


Miss  Leslie  is  a  native  of  Philadelphia. 
Her  great-grandfather  emigrated  from  Scot- 
land, about  the  year  1745,  and  settled  in  Cecil 
county,  Maryland.  Her  father  was  engaged  in 
business  in  Philadelphia,  and  being  a  very  in- 
genious man,  fond  of  mathematics  and  natural 
philosophy,  became  familiarly  acquainted  with 
Franklin,  Rittenhouse,  Jefferson,  and  others 
of  kindred  tastes  who  at  tliat  time  resided  here. 
He  was  among  the  first  to  perceive  the  merit 
of  the  great  invention  of  John  Fitch,  and  was 
a  steadfast  and  liberal  friend  of  that  eccentric 
and  unfortunate  man.  Miss  Leslie  was  the 
eldest  of  his  children,  and  while  she  was  quite 
young,  leaving  his  affairs  in  charge  of  a  part- 
ner, he  went  to  reside  in  London,  where  he  re- 
mained seven  years.  Two  of  his  children 
were  bom  here,  one  of  whom  was  Charles 
Robert  Leslie,*  now  one  of  the  most  eminent 
of  living  painters.  He  made  choice  of  his 
profession  at  an  early  age,  and  in  1813  went 
abroad  to  study  in  the  British  and  continental 
academies.  He  has  since  resided  in  England, 
except  during  the  short  period  in  which  he 
was  connected  with  the  United  States  Military 
Academy,  though  he  has  always  considered 
himself  an  American  citizen.  The  family  re- 
turned to  Philadelphia  in  1800,  and  Mr.  Leslie 
the  father  died  in  1804. 

The  education  of  women  was  managed  much 
better  than  now  in  that  period  which  our  fathers 
are  wont  to  describe  as  the  golden  age  of  Ame- 
rica. Among  the  institutions  that  flourished 
here  then  were  cooking-schools,  in  which  the 
most  important  of  sciences  was  taught  in  a 
manner  that  contributed  largely  to  the  comfort 
of  the  people.  Miss  Leslie  was  graduated  in 
the  famous  one  kept  in  Philadelphia  for  thirty 
years  by  Mrs.  Goodfellow ;  and  her  first  pub- 
lication, a  book  for  housekeepers,  entitled  Se- 
irenty-five  Receipts,  as  well  as  her  more  recent 

•  C.  R.  licslie,  R.  A.,  waa  bora  in  Ociober,  1794.    His 

most  celebrated  produciions  are  May  Day  in  the  Reign 

jf  l;:ii/nbcih,  Slender  Courting  Anne  Page,  Lady  Jane 

niray  prevailed  on  lo  accept  the  Crown,  Saiicho  relating 

tils  A<lvi'ntiire8  to  the  Duche««f  FalstafT  Dining  at  the 

rtonsf  of  I'ttg.'.  and  the  Coronation  of  Victoria.     All  the 

Leslie  fnmity  are  distinguished  for  their  skill  in  drawing. 
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and  elaborate  performances  of  the  same  kind, 
was  scarcely  less  popular  than  Monsieur  Ude^s 
or  Dr.  Kitchener's. 

The  Seventy-five  Receipts  were  followed 
by  a  series  of  volumes  for  juvenile  readers,  en- 
titled The  Mirror,  The  Young  Americans, 
Atlantic  Tales,  Stories  for  Emma,  Stories  for 
Adelaide,  and  The  American  Girl's  Book,  all 
of  which  were  found  very  profitable  to  the 
publishers  and  delightful  to  the  new  genera- 
tion :  they  are  scarcely  inferior  to  any  thing  of 
their  kind  that  has  yet  appeared. 

The  work  by  which  Miss  Leslie  first  be- 
came known  in  the  literary  world  was  Pencil 
Sketches,  or  Outlines  of  Character  and  Man- 
ners, published  in  1833.  Tliis  volunoe  con- 
tained Mrs.  Washington  Potts,  and  about  a 
dozen  other  pieces  of  similar  character  and 
merit  In  1835  she  gave  the  public  a  second, 
and  in  1837  a  third  scries;  and  in  1841  the 
longest  of  her  stories,  under  the  title  of  Althea 
Vernon.  Since  then  she  has  written  enough 
tales  and  sketches  for  the  magazines  and  an- 
nuals to  fill  four  or  five  additional  volumes. 

Miss  Leslie  has  much  individuality,  and  in 
all  her  writings  has  exhibited  decided  talenL 
Her  style  is  natural  and  spirited,  her  fable 
sufilciently  simple  and  probable,  her  charac- 
ters boldly  and  clearly  and  perhaps  in  all  cases 
accurately  drawn,  and  her  description,  narra- 
tive, and  dialogue,  uniformly  well  managed. 
Her  sketches  are  more  or  less  entertaining, 
according  to  the  constitution  of  the  reader^t 
mind ;  but  many  of  them  are  satirical ;  the 
subjects  are  such  as  we  have  no  delight  io 
remembering,  and  they  are  executed  with  a  mi- 
nuteness and  distinctness  that  are  sometimes 
truly  painful.  It  must  be  confessed  however 
that  she  is  discriminating,  that  she  is  the 
satirist  of  the  vulgar  only,  and  presents  in 
happy  contrasts  to  their  pretension,  the  intel- 
ligence and  refinement  of  good  society. 

—  It  is  understood  that  Miss  Leslie  is  now 
engaged  upon  a  Life  of  John  Fitch,  for  which 
she  has  ample  and  original  materials.  Her 
work  will  probably  put  to  rest  the  questions 
connected  with  his  discovery. 
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THAT  GENTLEMAN. 

rXOM  PBXCIL  8KXTCUI8. 


0?r  the  third  day,  we  were  enabled  to  lay  oar 
coarse  Tvith  a  fair  wind  and  a  clear  sky :  the  coast 
of  CJornwall  looking  like  a  succession  of  low  white 
clouds  ranged  along  the  edge  of  the  northern  hori- 
zon. Towards  evening  we  passed  the  Lizard,  to 
flee  land  no  more  till  we  should  descry  it  on  tho 
other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  As  Mr. Fenton  and  my- 
self  leaned  over  the  tafTrail,  and  saw  the  last  point 
of  England  fade  dimly  from  our  view,  we  thought 
^Krith  regret  of  the  shore  we  were  leaving  behind  us, 
nvk^  of  much  that  we  had  seen,  and  known,  and  en- 
joyed in  that  country  of  which  all  that  remained  to 
our  lingering  gaze  was  a  d:trk  spot  so  distant  and 
so  snnall  as  to  be  scarcely  perceptible.  Soon  we 
could  ilir^em  it  no  longer :  and  nothing  of  Europe 
TTf&s  novir  l?'ft  to  us  but  the  indelible  recollections 
that  it  has  impressed  upon  our  minds.  We  turned 
tovrards  the  r«gion  of  the  descending  sun — 

'•To  vvh<^rc  hi»«  seitinj?  «pl(Midour8  burn 
U]>oii  the  wesiern  sea-maid's  urn," 

and  "we  vainly  endeavoured  to  direct  ail  our  thoughts 
and  fcflin^^  towards  our  home  beyond  the  ocean — 
our  beloved  American  home. 

On  Ihnt  ni'^ht,  as  on  many  others,  when  our  ship 
vras    careering  through  the  sen,  with  her  yards 
squared,  and  her  sails  all  trimmed  to  a  fresh  and  fa- 
vouring breeze,  while  we  sat  on  a  sofa  in  the  lesser 
cabin,  and  looked  up  through  the  open  skylight  at 
the    stars  that  seemed  flying  over  our  heads,  we 
talked  of  the  land  we  had  so  recently  quitted.    We 
talk.cd  of  her  people,  who,  though  differing  from 
our»  in  a  thousand  minute  particulars,  are  still  es- 
sentially the  same.     Our  laws,  our  institutions,  our 
manners,  and  our  customs  are  derived  from  theirs: 
we  are  benefited  by  the  same  arts,  we  are  enlightened 
by  ttie  same  sciences.     Their  noble  and  copious 
lanfTuagc  is  fortunately  ours — their  Shakspeare  also 
belong-)  to  u<i ;  and  we  rejoice  that  we  can  possess 
oan^elves  of  his  <«  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words 
that  burn''  in  all  their  original  freshness  and  splen- 
dour, unol)scured  by  the  mist  of  translation.  Though 
tke  ocean  divides  our  dwelling-places ;  though  the 
sxvord  and  tlie  cannon-shot  have  sundered  the  bonds 
that  once  united  us  to  her  dominion;  though  the 
mi^irepresentations  of  travelling  adventurers  have 
done  much  to  foster  mutual  prejudices,  and  to  em- 
bitter mutual  jealousies,  still  we  share  the  pride  of 
our  parent  in  the  glorious  beings  she  can  number 
among  the  children  of  her  island  home,  for 
*»  Yet  livrs  the  blood  of  England  in  our  veins." 
On  the  fourth  day  of  our  departure  from  the  Isle 
f^f  Wight,  we  found  ourselves  several  hundred  miles 
from  land,  and  consigned  to  the  solitudes  of  that 
I  ocean-desert,  "dark-heaving — boundless— endless 
—and  sublime" — whose  travellers  6nd  no  path  be- 
fore them,  and  leave  no  track  behind.   But  the  wind 
was  favourable,  the  sky  was  bright,  the  passengers 
had  recovered  their  health  and  spirits,  and  for  the 
first  time  were  all  able  to  present  themselves  at  the 
dinner-table  ;  and  there  was  really  what  might  be 
.  tenncd  **  a  goodly  company." 

It  is  no  longer  the  custom  in  American  packet 
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ships  for  ladies  to  persevere  in  what  is  called  a  m 
dress :  that  is,  a  sort  of  dishabille  prepared  cxprei 
ly  for  the  voyage.  Those  who  are  not  well  enou| 
to  devote  some  little  time  and  attention  to  their  pe 
sonal  appearance,  rarely  come  to  the  general  tabl 
but  take  their  meals  in  their  own  apartment  Tk 
gentlemen,  also,  pay  as  much  respect  to  their  toil 
as  when  on  shore 

Our  passengers  were  not  too  numerous.    Th 
lesser  cabin  was  appropriated  to  three  other  ladic 
and  myself.     It  formed  our  drawing-room;   th 
gentlemen  being  admitted  only  as  visiters.     On 
of  the  ladies  was  Mrs.  Calcott,  an  amiable  and  in 
telligent  woman,  who  was  returning  with  her  bus 
band  from  a  long  residence  in  England.    Anothe 
was  Miss  Harriet  Audley,  a  very  pretty  and  ver] 
lively  young  lady  from  Virginia,  who  had  been  vi 
siting  a  married  sister  in  London,  and  was  now  oi 
her  way  home  under  the  care  of  the  captain,  ex- 
pecting  to  meet  her  father  in  New  Yort.     W< 
were  much  amused  during  the  voyage,  with  the 
coquetry  of  our  fair  Virginian  as  she  aimed  her  ar* 
rows  at  nearly  all  the  single  gentlemen  in  turn ;  and 
with  her  frankness  in  oi)enly  talking  of  her  designs 
and  animadverting  on  their  good  or  ill  success. 
The  gentlemen,  with  the  usual  vanity  of  their  sex, 
always  believed  Miss  Audley's  attacks  on  their 
hearts  to  be  made  in  earnest,  and  that  she  was 
deeply  smitten  with  ea(;h  of  them  in  succession ; 
notwithstanding  that  the  smile  in  her  eye  was  far 
more  frequent  than  the  blush  on  her  cheek ;  and 
notwithstanding  that  rumour  had  asserted  the  ex- 
istence of  a  certain  cavalier  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Richmond,  whose  coubtancy  it  was  supposed  she 
would  eventually  reward  with  her  hand,  as  he  might 
be  considered,  in  every  sense  of  the  term,  an  excel- 
lent match. 

Our  fourth  female  passenger  was  Mrs.  Cum- 
mings,  a  plump,  rosy-faced  old  lady  of  remarkably 
limited  ideas,  who  had  literally  passed  her  whole 
life  in  the  city  of  London.  Having  been  recently 
left  a  widow,  she  had  broken  up  housekeeping,  and 
was  now  on  her  way  to  join  a  son  established  in 
New  'York,  who  had  very  kindly  sent  for  her  to 
come  over  and  live  with  him.  The  rest  of  the 
world  was  almost  a  sealed  book  to  her,  but  she 
talked  a  great  deal  of  the  Minories,  the  Poultry, 
the  Old  Jewr}%  Cheapsidc,  Long  Acre,  Bishopsgate 
Within  and  Bisiiopsgato  Without,  and  other  streets 
and  places  with  appellations  equally  expressive. 

The  majority  of  the  male  passengers  were  plea- 
sant and  companionable — and  we  thought  we  had 
seen  them  all  in  the  course  of  the  first  three  days— 
but  on  the  fourth,  we  heard  the  captain  say  to  one 
of  the  waiters,  «  Juba,  ask  that  gentleman  if  I  shall 
have  the  pleasure  of  taking  wine  with  him."  My 
eyes  now  involuntarily  followed  the  direction  of 
Juba's  movements,  feeling  some  curiosity  to  know 
who  <*that  gentleman"  was,  as  I  now  recollected 
having  frequently  heard  the  epithet  within  the  last 
few  days.  For  instance,  when  almost  every  one 
was  confined  by  sea-sickness  to  their  state-rooms,  I 
had  seen  the  captain  despatch  a  servant  to  inquire 
of  that  gentleman  if  he  would  have  any  thing  sent 
to  him  from  the  table.     Also,  I  had  heard  Hamilton, 
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10  steward,  call  out — "  There,  boys,  don*t  you 
ear  that  gentleman  ring  his  bell — ^why  don*t  you 
on  spontaneously — jump,  one  of  you,  to  number 
leventeen."  I  was  puzzled  for  a  moment  to  divine 
rhich  state-room  bore  the  designation  ofeleventeen, 
•at  concluded  it  to  be  one  of  the  many  unmeaning 
erms  that  characterize  the  phraseology  of  our  co- 
Dored  people.  Once  or  twice,  I  wondered  who  that 
lentleman  could  be ;  but  something  else  happened 
mmediately  to  divert  my  attention. 

Now  when  I  heard  Captain  Santlow  propose 
aking  wine  with  him,  I  concluded,  that,  of  course, 
hat  gentleman  must  be  visible  in  propria  persona, 
ind  casting  my  eyes  towards  the  lower  end  of  the 
Able,  I  perceived  a  genteel  looking  man  whom  I 
lad  not  seen  before.  He  was  apparently  of  no 
particular  age,  and  there  was  nothing  in  his  face 
that  could  lead  any  one  to  guess  at  his  country. 
He  mig^t  have  been  English,  Scotch,  Irish  or  Ame- 
rican ;  but  he  had  none  of  the  characteristic  marks 
of  either  nation.  He  filled  his  glass,  and  bowing 
his  head  to  Captain  Santlow,  who  congratulated 
him  on  his  recovery,  he  swallowed  his  wine  in  si- 
lence. There  was  an  animated  conversation  going 
on  near  the  head  of  the  table,  between  Miss  Aud- 
ley  and  two  of  her  beaux,  and  we  thought  no  more 
of  him. 

At  the  close  of  the  dessert,  we  happened  to  know 
that  he  had  quilted  the  table  and  gone  on  deck,  by 
one  of  the  waiters  coming  down,  and  requesting  Mr. 
Overslaugh  (who  was  sitting  atilt,  while  discussing 
his  walnuts,  with  his  chair  balanced  on  one  leg,  and 
his  head  leaning  against  the  wainscot)  to  let  him 
pass  for  a  moment,  while  he  went  into  No.  eleven- 
teen  for  that  gentleman^s  overcoat.  I  now  found 
that  the  servants  had  converted  No.  13  into  eleven- 
teen.  By-the-bye,  that  gentleman  had  a  state-room 
all  to  himself,  sometimes  occupying  the  upper  and 
sometimes  the  under  birth. 

"  Captain  Santlow,"  said  Mr.  Fcnton,  "  allow  me 
to  ask  you  the  name  of  that  gentleman." 

"  Oh !  I  don*t  know,"  replied  the  captain,  trying 
to  suppress  a  smile,  «  at  least  I  have  forgotten  it — 
some  English  name ;  for  he  is  an  Englishman — he 
came  on  board  at  Plymouth,  and  his  indisposition 
commenced  immediately.  Mrs.  Cummings,  shall  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  peeling  an  orange  for  you  V* 
I  now  recollected  a  little  incident  which  had  set 
me  laughing  soon  after  we  left  Plymouth,  and  when 
we  were  beating  down  the  coast  of  Devonshire.  I 
had  been  trying  to  write  at  the  table  in  the  ladies' 
cabin,  but  it  was  one  of  those  days  when 

'•Our  paper,  pnn  oiid  ink.  and  we 
Roll  up  and  down  our  ships  ai  s(;a  " 

And  all  I  could  do  was  to  take  refuge  in  my  berth, 
and  endeavour  to  read,  leaving  the  door  open  for 
light  and  air.  My  attention,  however,  was  con- 
tmually  withdrawn  from  my  book  by  the  sound  of 
something  that  was  dislodged  from  its  place,  slid- 
ing or  falling,  and  frequently  suffering  destruction; 
though  sometimes  miraculously  escaping  unhurt. 
While  I  was  watching  the  progress  of  two  pit- 
chers that  had  been  tossed  out  of  the  washing-stand, 
and  after  deluging  the  floor  with  water,  had  met  in 
the  ladies'  cabin,  and  were  rolling  amicably  side  by 


side,  without  happening  to  break  each  other,  I  saw 
a  barrel  of  flour  start  from  the  steward's  pantij, 
and  running  across  the  dining-room,  stop  at  a  gen- 
tleman that  lay  extended  in  a  lower  berth  with  his 
room  door  open,  and  pour  out  its  contents  upon 
him,  completely  enveloping  him  in  a  fog  of  meaL 
I  heard  the  steward,  who  was  busily  engaged  io 
mopping  up  the  water  that  had  flowed  iram  the 
pitchers,  call  out,  *<  Run,  boys,  run,  that  gentle- 
man's smothering  up  in  flour — go  take  the  bantl 
oflfhim — jump,  I  tell  you." 

How  that  gentleman  acted  while  hidden  io  the 
cloud  of  flour,  I  could  not  perceive,  and  immediately 
the  closing  of  the  folding  doors  shut  out  the  scene. 

For  a  few  days  after  he  appeared  among  us,  theie 
was  some  speculation  with  regard  to  this  namelrw 
stranger,  whose  taciturnity  seemed  his  chief  cht* 
racteristic.  One  morning  while  we  were  looking 
at  the  gambols  of  a  shoal  of  porpoises  that  wen 
tumbling  through  the  waves  and  sometimes  leap* 
ing  out  of  them,  my  husband  made  some  remark  on 
the  clumsy  antics  of  this  unsightly  fish,  addresoag 
himself,  for  the  first  time,  to  the  unknown  Eoglidi- 
man,  who  happened  to  be  standing  near  him.  That 
gentleman  smiled  afiably.  but  made  no  reply.  Mr. 
Fenton  pursued  the  subject — and  that  gentlemin 
smiled  still  more  afiably,  and  walked  away. 

Nevertheless,  he  was  neither  deaf  nor  dumb,  nor 
melancholy,  but  had  only  "  a  great  talent  fix  a> 
knee,"  and  as  is  usually  the  case  with  persons  whose 
genius  lies  that  way,  he  was  soon  left  entirehr  to 
himself,  no  one  thinking  it  worth  while  to  take  the 
trouble  of  extracting  words  from  him.  In  truth, 
he  was  so  impracticable,  and  at  the  same  time  m 
evidently  insignificant,  and  so  totally  uninteresting 
that  his  fellow-passengers  tacitly  conveyed  him  t) 
Coventry;  and  in  Coventry  he  seemed  peiierthr 
satisfied  to  dwell.  Once  or  twice  (yaptain  Sant- 
low was  asked  again  if  he  recollected  the  name  o^ 
that  gentleman ;  but  he  always  replied  with  a  toit 
of  smile,  « I  cannot  say  I  do— not  exactly,  at  i»(| 
— but  rU  look  at  my  manifest  and  s^''^-aDd  be 
never  failed  to  turn  the  conversation  to  somethiof  | 
else. 

The  only  person  that  persisted  in  occastonaSjl 
talking  to  that  gentleman,  was  old  Mrs.  Cummii^; 
and  she  confided  to  him  her  perpetual  akroi  at 
«♦  the  perils  of  the  sea,"  considering  himagocd| 
hearer,  os  he  never  made  afiy  reply,  and  was  al- 
ways disengsgcd,  and  sitting  and  standing  sbost. 
apparently  at  leisure,  while  the  other  gentkoA 
were  occupied  in  reading,  writing,  playing 
walking  the  deck,  &.c. 

Whenever  the  ship  was  struck  by  a  heatj 
and  after  quivering  with  the  shock,  remained 
tionlcss  for  a  moment  before  she  recovf:red  he 
and  rolled  the  other  way,  poor  Mrs.  Cummings ssp*! 
posed  that  wc  had  run  against  a  rock,  and  cooU 
not  be  convinced  that  rocks  were  not  dispcneil 
everywhere  about  the  open  ocean.     Andsst^l 
gentleman  never  attempted  to  undeceive  ha  oa 
this  or  any  other  subject,  but  merely  lifteonl  wild 
a  placid  smile,  she  believed  that  he  always  tho6|M 
precisely  as  she  did.     She  not  unfrcque^  ^ 
cussed  to  him,  in  an  under  tone,  the  obstimct  o^ 
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inciTlIitj  of  the  captain,  who,  she  averred,  with 
truth,  had  never  in  any  one  instance  had  the  po- 
litenes  to  stop  the  ship,  often  as  she  had  requested, 
nay, implored  him  to  do  so  even  when  she  was  suf- 
fering with  sea-sickness,  and  actually  tossed  out  of 
her  berth  by  the  violence  of  the  storm,  though  she 
was  holding  on  with  both  hands. 

In  less  than  a  fortnight  after  we  left  the  English 
Channel  we  were  oft*  the  banks  of  Newfoundland ; 
uidy  as  is  frequently  the  case  in  their  vicinity,  we 
met  with  cold  foggy  weather.  It  cleared  a  little 
aboat  seven  in  the  morning,  and  we  then  disco- 
vered no  less  than  three  icebergs  to  leeward.  One 
of  them,  whose  distance  from  us  was  perhaps  a  mile, 
appeared  higher  than  the  main-mast  head,  and  as 
the  top  shot  up  into  a  tall  column,  it  looked  like  a 
vast  rock  with  a  light-house  on  its  pinnacle.  As 
the  cold  and  watery  sunbeams  gleamed  fitfully  upon 
it,  it  exhibited  in  some  places  the  rainbow  tints  of  a 
prism — other  parts  wore  of  a  dazzling  white,  while 
its  sharp  angular  projections  seemed  like  masses  of 
diamonds  flittering  upon  snow. 

The  fog  soon  became  so  dense  that  in  looking 
over  the  side  of  the  ship  we  could  not  discern  the 
sea.  Fortunately,  it  was  so  calm  that  we  scarcely 
moved,  or  the  danger  of  driving  on  the  icebergs 
would  have  been  terrific  We  had  now  no  other 
means  of  ascertaining  our  distance  from  theJtn,  but 
by  trying  the  temperature  of  the  water  with  a  ther- 
mometer. 

In  the  afternoon  the  fog  gathered  still  more  thick- 
ly round  us,  and  dripped  from  the  rigging,  so  that 
the  sailors  were  continually  swabbing  the  deck.  I 
had  gone  with  Mr.  Fenton  to  the  round-house,  and 
looked  a  while  from  its  windows  on  the  comfortless 
scene  without.  The  only  persons  then  on  the 
main-deck  were  the  captain  and  the  first  mate. 
They  were  wrapped  in  their  watch-coats,  their  hair 
and  whiskers  dripping  with  the  fog  dew.  Most  of 
the  passengers  went  to  bed  at  an  early  hour,  and 
soon  all  was  awfully  still ;  Mrs.  Gumming  being 
really  too  much  frightened  to  talk,  only  that  she 
sometimes  wished  herself  in  Shoreditch,  and  some- 
times in  Houndsditch.  It  was  a  night  of  real  dan- 
ger. The  captain  remained  on  deck  till  morning, 
and  several  of  the  gentlemen  bore  him  company, 
being  too  anxious  to  stay  below. 

About  day-break,  a  heavy  shower  of  rain  dis- 
persed the  fog — '« The  conscious  vessel  waked  as 
from  a  trance" — A  breeze  sprung  up  Uiat  carried 
us  out  of  danger  from  the  icebergs,  which  were 
soon  diminished  to  three  specks  on  the  horizon,  and 
the  sun  rose  bright  and  chcerflilly. 

Towards  noon,  the  ladies  recollected  that  none  of 
them  had  seen  that  gentleman  during  the  last  twen- 
ty-four hours,  and  some  apprehension  was  expressed 
lest  he  should  have  walked  overboard  in  the  fog. 
No  one  could  give  any  account  of  him,  or  remember 
his  last  appearance;  and  Mi<is  Audley  professed 
much  regret  that  now  in  all  probability  we  should 
never  be  able  to  ascertain  his  name,  as,  most  likely, 
he  bad  «  died  and  made  no  sign."  To  our  shames 
be  it  spoken,  not  one  of  us  could  cry  a  tear  at  his 
possible  fate.  The  captain  had  turned  into  his 
berth,  and  was  reposing  himself  af\er  the  fatigue  of 


last  night ;  so  we  could  make  no  inquiry  of  him  on 
the  subject  of  our  missing  fellow-passenger. 

Mrs.  Cummings  called  the  Stewart,  and  asked  him 
how  long  it  was  since  he  had  seen  any  thing  of  that 
gentleman.  **  I  really  can't  tell,  madam" — replied 
Hamilton — "  I  can't  pretend  to  charge  iny  memory 
with  such  things.  But  I  conclude  he  must  have 
been  seen  yesterday — at  least  I  rather  expect  he 
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was. 

The  waiter  Juba  was  now  appealed  to.  « I  be- 
lieve, madam,*'  said  Juba — "  I  remember  something 
of  handing  that  gentleman  the  bread-basket  yester- 
day at  dinner — but  I  would  not  be  qualified  as  to 
whether  the  thing  took  place  or  not,  my  mind  be- 
ing a  good  deal  engaged  at  the  time." 

Solomon,  the  third  water,  disclaimed  all  positive 
knowledge  of  this  or  any  other  fact,  but  sagely  re- 
marked, *<  that  it  was  very  likely  that  gentleman 
had  been  about  all  yesterday  as  usual ;  yet  still  it 
was  just  as  likely  he  might  not;  and  th^  was  only 
one  thing  certain,  which  was,  that  if  he  was  not  no- 
where, he  must,  of  course,  be  somewhere." 

**  I  have  a  misgiving,"  said  Mrs.  Cummings, « that 
he  will  never  be  found  again." 

«  ni  tell  you  what  I  can  do,  madam,"  exclaimed 
the  steward,  looking  as  if  suddenly  struck  with  a 
bright  thought — <«  I  can  examine  into  No.  eleven- 
teen,  and  see  if  I  can  perceive  him  there."  And 
softly  opening  the  door  of  the  state-room  in  ques- 
tion, he  8te(>ped  back  and  said  with  a  triumphant 
flourish  of  his  hand — <<7'here  he  is,  ladies,  there  he 
is,  in  the  upper  berth,  fast  asleep  in  his  double  cash- 
mere dressing  gown.  I  opinionate  that  he  was  one 
of  the  gentlemen  that  stayed  on  deck  all  night,  be- 
cause they  were  afraid  to  go  to  sleep  on  account 
of  the  icebergers — of  course  nobody  noticed  him — 
but  there  he  is  now,  safe  enough." 

Instantly  we  proceeded  en  masse  towards  No.  ele- 
venteen,  to  convince  ourselves :  and  there  indeed 
we  saw  that  gentleman  lying  sleep  in  his  double 
cashmere  dressing  gown.  He  opened  his  eyes,  and 
seemed  surprised,  as  well  he  might,  at  seeing  all 
the  ladies  and  all  the  servants  ranged  before  the 
door  of  bis  room,  and  gazing  in  at  him :  and  then 
we  all  stole  off,  looking  foolish  enough. 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Cummings,  "  he  is  not  dead, 
however, — so,  we  have  yet  a  chance  of  knowing 
his  name  from  himself,  if  we  choose  to  ask  him. 
But  I'm  determined  Til  make  the  captain  tell  it  me, 
as  soon  as  be  gets  up.  It's  all  nonsense,  this  mak- 
ing a  secret  of  a  man's  name." 

Among  the  numerous  steerage  passengers  was  a 
young  man  whose  profession  was  that  of  a  metho- 
dist  preacher.  Having  succeeded  in  making  some 
religious  impressions  on  the  majority  of  his  com- 
panions, he  one  Sunday  obtained  their  consent  to 
his  performing  divine  service  that  evening  in  the 
steerage :  and  respectfully  intimated  that  he  would 
be  highly  gratified  by  the  attendance  of  any  of  the 
cabin  passengers  that  would  condescend  to  honour 
him  so  far.  Accordingly,  after  tea,  we  all  de- 
scended to  the  steerage  at  early  candle-light,  and 
found  every  thing  prepared  for  the  occasion.  A 
barrel,  its  head  covered  with  a  piece  of  sailcloth, 
served  as  a  desk,  lighted  by  two  yellowish  dip- 
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candles  placed  in  dmpty  porter  bottles.  But  as 
there  was  considerable  motion,  it  was  found  that  the 
bottles  would  not  rest  in  their  stations ;  therefore 
they  were  held  by  two  boys.  The  chests  and  boxes 
nearest  to  the  desk  were  the  seats  allotted  to  the  la- 
dies and  gentlemen :  and  the  steerage  people  ranged 
themselves  behind. 

A  hymn  was  sung  to  a  popular  tune.  The  prayer 
and  sermon  were  delivered  in  simple  but  impressive 
language ;  for  the  preacher,  though  a  poor  and  illi- 
terate man,  was  not  deficient  either  in  sense  or  feel- 
ing, and  was  evidently  imbued  with  the  sincerest 
piety.  There  was  something  solemn  and  affecting 
in  the  aspect  of  the  whole  scene,  with  all  its  rude 
arrangement;  and  also  in  the  idea  of  the  lonely  and 
insulated  situation  of  our  little  community  with 
**  one  wide  water  all  around  us."  And  when  the 
preacher,  in  his  homely  but  fervent  language,  re- 
turned thanks  for  our  hitherto  prosperous  voyage, 
and  prayed  for  our  speedy  and  safe  arrival  at  our 
destined  port,  tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  many  of 
his  auditors.  I  thought,  when  it  was  over,  how 
frequently  such  scenes  must  have  occurred  between 
the  decks  of  the  May-flower,  during  the  long  and  tem- 
pestuous passatj^e  of  that  pilgrim  band  who  finally 

''moored  iheir  bork 
On  the  wild  New  England  shore," 

and  bow  often 

Amid  the  storm  they  sung. 
And  the  siard  heard,  and  the  sea— 

when  the  wise  and  pious  Brewster"  lifted  his  voice 
in  exhortation  and  prayer,  and  the  virtuous  Carver, 
and  the  gallant  Standish,  bowed  their  heads  in  de- 
votion before  him 

After  crossing  the  Banks  we  seemed  to  feel  our- 
selves on  American  ground,  or  rather  on  American 
sea.  As  our  interest  increased  on  approaching  the 
land  of  our  destination,  that  gentleman  was  propor- 
tionally overlooked  and  forgotten.  He  "  kept  the 
even  tenor  of  his  way,"  and  we  had  become  scarcely 
conscious  that  he  was  still  among  us :  till  one  day 
when  there  was  rather  a  hard  gale,  and  the  waves 
were  running  high,  we  were  startled,  as  we  sur- 
rounded the  luncheon  table,  by  a  tremendous  noise 
on  the  cabin  staircase,  and  the  sudden  bursting  open 
of  the  door  at  its  foot.  We  all  looked  up,  and  saw 
that  gentleman  falling  down-stairs,  with  both  arms 
extended,  as  he  held  in  one  hand  a  tall  cane  stool, 
and  in  the  other  the  captain's  barometer,  which  had 
hung  just  within  the  upper  door;  he  having  invo- 
luntarily caught  hold  of  both  these  articles,  with  a 
view  of  saving  himself.  «  While  his  head,  as  he 
tumbled,  went  nickctty  nock,"  his  countenance,  for 
once,  assumed  a  new  expression,  and  the  change 
from  its  usual  unvarying  sameness  was  so  striking, 
that,  combined  with  his  ludicrous  attitude,  it  set  us 
all  to  laughing.  The  waiters  ran  forward  and  as- 
sisted him  to  rise ;  and  it  was  then  found  that  the 
stool  and  the  barometer  had  been  the  greatest  suf- 
ferers ;  one  having  lost  a  leg,  and  the  other  being 
so  shattered  that  the  stair-carpet  was  covered  with 
globules  of  quicksilver.  However,  he  retired  to  his 
state-room,  and  whether  or  not  he  was  seen  again 
before  next  morning,  I  cannot  positively  undertake 
to  say.  t 


On  the  edge  of  the  Gulf  Stream  we  iiad  m  da j  of 
entire  calm,  when  « there  was  not  a  breath  tlie  bloc 
wave  to  curl."  A  thin  veil  of  haziness  somewhat 
softened  the  firefe  of  the  American  sun,  (as  it  wai 
now  called  by  the  European  passengers,)  and  we 
passed  the  whole  day  on  deck,  in  a  delightful  state 
of  idle  enjoyment ;  gazing  on  the  inhatntants  of  the 
deep,  that  Hke  ourselves  seemed  to  be  taking  a  holy- 
day.  Dolphins,  horse-mackerel,  and  porpoises  were 
sporting  round  the  vessel,  and  ihe  flying-fistL<*  with 
brine  still  dropping  from  its  wings,"  was  darting 
up  into  the  sun-light ;  while  flocks  of  petrels,  their 
black  plumage  tinged  with  flame-colour,  seemed  to 
rest  on  the  surface  of  the  water ;  and  the  naQtilos, 
*«  the  native  pilot  of  his  little  bark,"  glided  gaily 
along  the  dimpling  mirror  that  reflected  his  tinj 
oars  and  gauzy  sail.  We  fished  up  large  dustera 
of  sea-weed,  among  whi(  h  were  some  beautiful 
specimens  of  a  delicate  purple  colour,  whi*  h,  when 
viewed  through  a  microscope,  glittered  like  silver, 
and  were  covered  with  little  shell-fish  so  minute  u 
to  be  invisible  to  the  naked  eye. 

It  was  a  lovely  day.  The  lieutenant  and  his  fa- 
mily were  all  on  deck,  and  looked  happy.  That 
gentleman  looked  as  usual.  Towards  evening;,  a 
breeze  sprung  up  directly  fair,  and  filled  the  sails, 
which  all  day  had  been  clinging  idly  to  the  masts; 
and  before  midnight  we  were  wafted  along  at  the 
rate  of  nine  knots  an  hour,  "  while  round  the  waves 
phosphoric  brightness  broke,"  the  ship  seeming, » 
she  cleaved  the  foam,  to  draw  after  her  in  her  wake 
a  long  train  of  stars. 

Next  day  we  continued  to  proceed  rapidly,  with 
a  fair  wind,  which  we  knew  would  soon  bring  ns 
to  the  end  of  our  voyage.  The  ladies'  cabin  waj 
now  littered  with  trunks  and  boxes,  brought  from 
the  baggage  room  that  we  might  select  from  them 
such  articles  as  we  thought  we  should  require  when 
we  went  on  shore. 

But  we  were  soon  attracted  to  the  deck,  to  mc 
the  always  interesting  experiment  of  sounding  with 
the  deep-sea  lead.  To  our  great  joy  it  came  up 
(though  from  almast  immeasurable  depth)  with  a 
little  sand  adhering  to  the  cake  of  tallow  at  the 
bottom  of  the  plummet  The  breeze  was  increas- 
ing, and  Mr.  Overslaugh,  whose  pretensions  to  nau- 
tical knowledge  were  considered  very  shallow  bf 
his  fellow  amateurs,  remarked  to  my  husband,  <•  If 
this  wind  holds,  I  should  not  wonder  if  we  are 
aground  in  less  than  two  hours." 

We  remained  on  deck  the  whole  evening,  be- 
lieving it  proba!*ly  the  last  we  should  spend  to<e- 
ther ;  and  the  close  companionship  of  four  weeks 
in  the  very  circumscrilied  limits  of  a  ship  had  nvde 
us  seem  like  one  family.  We  talked  of  the  morrow, 
and  I  forgot  that  that  gentleman  was  arnon^  us,  till  I 
saw  him  leave  the  deck  to  retire  for  the  night  The 
thought  then  struck  me,  that  another  day,  and  we 
should  cease  perhaps  to  remember  his  existenfc. 

I  laid  my  head  on  my  pillow  with  the  nDde^ 
standing  that  land  would  be  discovered  before 
morning,  and  I  found  it  impossible  to  sleep.  Mr. 
Fenton  went  on  deck  alwut  midnight,  and  re- 
mained there  till  dawn 

Near  one  o*clock  I  heard  a  voice  announdi^  tht 
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light  on  the  island  of  Nevernnk,  and  in  a  short 
tinie  all  the  gentlemen  were  on  deck.  At  day- 
break Mr.  Fenton  came  to  ask  me  if  I  would  rise 
and  see  the  morning  dawn  upon  our  own  country. 
We  had  taken  a  pilot  on  board  at  two  o*c!ock,  haid 
a  fine  fair  breeze  to  carry  ui  into  the  bay  of  New 
York,  and  there  was  every  probability  of  our  being 
mi  shore  in  a  few  hours. 

Soon  after  sunrise  we  were  visited  by  a  news- 
boat,  when  there  was  an  exchange  of  papers,  and 
much  to  inquire  and  much  to  tell. 

We  were  going  rapidly  through  the  Narrows, 
when  the  bell  rung  for  breakfast,  which  Captain 
Santlow  had  ordered  at  an  early  hour,  as  we  had 
all  been  up  before  daylight  Chancing  to  look 
towards  his  accustomed  seat,  I  missed  that  gen- 
tleman, and  inquired  after  him  of  the  captain. 
«  Oh !"  he  replied,  « that  gentleman  went  on  shore 
in  the  ncws^boat;  did  you  not  see  him  depart? 
He  bowed  all  round  before  he  went  down  the  side." 

«  No,"  was  the  general  reply,  **  we  did  not  see 
him  go."  In  truth  we  had  all  been  too  much  in- 
terested in  hearing,  reading,  and  talking  of  the  news 
brought  by  the  boat 

"Then  he  is  gone  for  ever,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Cummings — "  and  we  shall  never  know  his  name." 

**  Come,  Captain  Santlow,"  said  Mr.  Fenton, 
« try  to  recollect  it-r-*  Let  it  not,*  as  Grumio  says, 
'  die  in  oblivion,  while  we  return  to  our  graves  in- 
experienced in  it* " 

Captain  Santlow  smiled,  and  remained  silent. 
«  Now,  captain,"  said  Mias  Audley,  «  I  will  not 
quit  the  ship  till  you  tell  me  that  gentleman's  name. 
— I  cannot  hold  out  a  greater  threat  to  you,  as  I 
know  you  have  had  a  weary  time  of  it  since  I  have 
been  under  your  charge.  Come,  I  set  not  my  foot 
on  shore  till  I  know  the  name  of  that  gentleman, 
and  also  why  you  cannot  refrain  from  smiling  when- 
ever you  are  asked  about  It" 

**  Well,  then,"  replied  Captain  Santlow, "  though 
his  name  is  a  very  pretty  one  when  you  get  it  said, 
there  is  a  little  awkwardness  in  speaking  it  So  I 
thought  I  would  save  myself  and  my  passengers  the 
trouble.  And  partly  for  that  reason,  and  partly  to 
teaze  you  all,  I  have  withheld  it  from  your  know- 
ledge during  the  voyage.  But  I  can  assure  you 
he  is  a  baronet" 

"  A  baronet,**  cried  Miss  Audley — "  I  wish  I  had 
known  that  before,  I  should  certainly  have  made  a 
dead  set  at  him.  A  baronet  would  have  been  far 
better  worth  the  trouble  of  a  flirtation,  than  you  Mr. 
Williams,  or  you  Mr.  Sutton,  or  you  Mr.  Belfield, 
or  any  of  the  other  gentlemen  that  I  have  been 
amusing  myself  with  during  the  voyage.** 

*<  A  baronet!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Cumming8,*<  well, 
really — and  have  I  been  four  weeks  in  the  same 
ship  with  a  baronet — and  sitting  at  the  same  table 
with  him, — and  oflen  talking  to  him  face  to  face. — 
I  wonder  what  Mrs.  Thimbleby  of  Threadneedle 
street  would  say  if  she  knew  that  I  am  now  ac- 
quainted with  a  baronet  ?" 

"But  what  is  his  name,  captain V* — said  Mr. 
Fenton ;  "  still  you  do  not  tell  us.** 

"  His  name,*'  answered  the  Captain, "  is  Sir  St 
John  St  Ledger.** 


"  Sir  St  John  St  Ledger !"  was  repeated  by  each 
of  the  company. 

"Yes,**  resumed  Captain  Santlow — *«and  you 
see  how  difficult  it  is  to  say  it  smoothly.  There  is 
more  sibilation  in  it  than  in  any  name  I  know^— 
Was  I  not  right  in  keeping  it  from  you  till  the  voy- 
age was  over,  and  thus  sparing  you  the  trouble  of 
articulating  it,  and  myself  the  annoyance  of  hear- 
ing it     See,  here  it  is  in  writing.** 

The  captain  theh  took  his  nianifest  out  of  his 
pocket-book,  and  showed  us  the  words,  "  Sir  St 
John  St  Ledger,  of  Sevenoaks,  Kent'* 

"  Pho  !**  said  Mrs.  Cummings.  «  Where's  the 
trouble  in  speaking  that  name,  if  you  only  knew 
the  right  way — I  have  heard  it  a  hundred  times — 
and  even  seen  it  in  the  newspapers.  This  must 
be  the  very  gentleman  that  my  cousin  Geoige*s 
wifa  is  always  talking  about  She  has  a  brother 
that  lives  near  his  estate,  a  topping  apothecary. 
Why,  *ti8  easy  enough  to  say  his  name,  if  you  say 
it  as  we  do  in  England." 

"  And  how  is  that?'*  asked  the  captain;  "what 
can  you  make  of  Sir  St  John  St  Ledger?" 

«  Why,  Sir  Singeon  Sillinger,  to  be  sure,"  replied 
Mrs.  Cummings — "  I  am  confident  he  would  have 
answered  to  that  name.  Sir  Singeon  Sillinger  of 
Sunnock — cousin  George*s  wife's  brother  lives  close 
by  Sunnock  in  a  yellow  house  with  a  red  door." 

"  And  have  I,**  said  the  captain  laughing,, "  so 
carefully  kept  his  name  to  myself,  during  the  vvhole 
passage,  for  fear  we  should  have  had  to  call  him 
Sir  St.  John  St.  Ledger,  when  all  the  while  we 
might  have  said  Sir  Singeon  Sillinger." 

"  To  be  sure  you  might,**  replied  Mrs.  Cummings, 
looking  proud  of  the  opportunity  of  displaying  her 
superior  knowledge  of  something.  "  With  all  your 
striving  after  sense  you  Americans  are  very  igno- 
rant people,  particularly  of  the  right  way  of  speak- 
ing English.  Since  I  have  been  on  board,  I  have 
heard  you  all  say  the  oddest  things — though  I 
thought  there  would  be  no  use  in  trying  to  set  you 
right  The  other  day  there  was  Mr.  Williams 
talking  of  the  church  of  St  Mary  le  bon — ^instead 
of  saying  Marrow  bone.  Then  Mr.  Belfield  says, 
Lord  Cholmondeley,  instead  of  Lord  Chumlcy, 
and  Col.  Sinclair  instead  of  Col.  Sinkler;  and  Mr. 
Sutton  says  Lady  Beauchamp,  instead  of  Lady 
Bcachum;  and  you  all  say  Birmingham  instead 
of  Brummagem.  The  truth  is,  you  know  nothing 
about  English  names.  Now  that  name,  Trollope, 
that  you  all  sneer  at  so  much,  and  think  so  very 
low,  why  Trollope  is  quite  genteel  in  England, 
and  so  is  Hussey.  The  TroUopes  and  Husseys 
belong  to  great  families.  But  I  have  no  doubt  of 
finding  many  things  that  are  very  elegant  in  Eng- 
land, counted  quite  vulgar  in  America,  owing  to 
the  ignorance  of  your  people.  For  my  part,  I 
was  particularly  brought  up  to  despise  all  manner 
of  ignorance.** 

In  a  short  time  a  steamboat  came  alongside, 
into  which  we  removed  ourselves,  accompanied 
by  the  captain  and  the  letter  bags ;  and  we  pro- 
ceeded up  to  the  city,  where  Mr.  Fenton  and  my- 
self were  met  on  the  wharf,  I  need  not  tell  how, 

and  by  whom.  • 
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This « eminent  scholar  was  descended  from 
one  of  the  French  Hu^enots  who  settled  in 
South  Carolina  about  the  year  1695.  He  was 
bom  in  Charleston  on  the  second  of  January, 
1797,  and  in  the  eleventh  year  of  his  age  was 
placed  in  the  Charleston  College,  then  under 
the  presidency  of  the  learned  and  accomplished 
Mr.  Mitchell  King,  whose  judicious  instruc- 
tion and  counsel  doubtless  had  a  large  influ- 
ence in  the  formation  of  his  tastes  and  charac- 
ter. Ekirly  in  his  fifteenth  year  he  entered  the 
^  South  Carolina  College  at  Columbia,  where 
his  previous  attainments,  the  astonishing  fa- 
cility with  which  he  added  to  them,  and  the 
eager  industry  with  which  he  devoted  himself 
to  his  studies,  gave  him  at  once  a  lead,  which, 
Mr.  Preston  says,  **  he  maintained  throughout 
his  course,  until  he  had  graduated,  not  only 
with  the  highest  honours  of  the  college,  but 
with  a  reputation  throughout  the  state.'*  The 
end  which  he  proposed  to  himself,  and  which 
he  never  for  a  moment  lost  sight  of,  was  a 
thorough  understanding  of  the  philosophy  of 
legislation  and  the  constitution  of  society,  in- 
cluding all  the  influences,  political,  judicial, 
and  moral,  that  effect  the  destinies  of  the  hu- 
man family,  and  how  to  turn  that  knowledge 
to  account  in  the  actual  service  of  the  state. 
Acquiringatan  early  period  the  Italian,  French 
and  German  languages,  he  read  largely  in  their 
respective  authors,  but  continued  to  the  end  of 
his  life  to  regard  the  literature  of  England  as 
the  best  in  the  world  with  the  single  excep- 
tion of  the  Greek.  Of  Milton  and  Shakspeare, 
in  whom  he  delighted  from  his  youth,  he  says 
in  a  recently  published  letter,  that  the  man 
who  has  made  himself  a  complete  master  of 
them  **  possesses  a  treasure  of  thought,  know- 
ledge, and  sublime  poetry,  to  be  equaled  in  no 
other  language  ever  spoken  by  man.**  He 
subsequently  read  the  great  writers  of  the 
British  Commonwealth,  Whitelock,  Prynne, 
Harrington,  and  Sidney,  with  Hobbes,  Claren- 
don, and  others  of  the  Jure  Divino  side,  and 
those  of  a  later  day,  Locke,  and  Hoadly,  and 
indeed  all  the  sound  thinkers  who  have  writ- 
ten in  our  mother  tongue. 
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On  the  completion  of  his  academical  eoune 
at  Columbia  he  returned  to  Charleston,  and 
for  three  years  applied  himself  diligently  to 
the  study  of  the  law,  under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  King,  who  was  now  one  of  the  leading 
counsellors  and*advocates  of  the  state.  At 
twenty-one  I  believe  he  was  admitted  to  the 
bar,  but  he  had  no  idea  of  entering  at  that 
time  upon  the  practice  of  his  profession.  His 
scheme  of  preparation  embraced  years  of  study 
in  the  foreig^n  schools,  and  in  the. spring  of 
1818  he  went  to  Paris,  where  he  spent  the  sum- 
mer in  perfecting  himself  in  the  French  and 
Italian,  and  in  making  himself  acquainted  as 
much  as  his  leisure  permitted  with  the  world, 
which  is  seen  in  all  its  phases  in  that  motley 
city.  It  had  been  his  intention  before  leaving 
Charleston  to  go  to  Gottingen,  and  he  appears 
afterward  to  have  regretted  that  he  did  not  do 
so,  but  he  now  decided  upon  Edinburgh,  and 
leaving  Paris  about  the  close  of  September  he 
arrived  there  in  time  to  enter  for  the  winter 
term  the  classes  of  civil  law,  natural  philoso- 
phy and  mathematics.  His  chief  attention 
was  given  to  juridical  philosophy,  and  Mr. 
Preston,  who  was  here  as  in  Paris  his  fellow 
student,  assures  us  that  he  addressed  himself 
to  his  labours  *^  with  a  quiet  diligence,  some- 
times animated  into  aeort  of  intellectual  joj.*^ 
In  the  spring  of  1819  he  made  an  excursion 
through  Scotland  and  England,  and  afler  pass- 
ing some  time  in  London  crossed  over  once 
more  to  France,  and  occupied  the  autumn  in 
seeing  that  country,  Belgium,  Holland,  the 
Rhine  and  the  AlpA.  In  the  following  winter 
he  returned  to  Charleston,  by  way  of  New 
York  and  Washington. 

After  a  short  stay  in  the  city  he  retired  to 
the  estate  of  his  mother  on  John's  Island,  where 
he  spent  two  years  as  a  planter,  still  howeva 
devoting  his  leisure  to  the  pursuit  of  his  fii- 
vourite  studies.  In  the  fall  of  1820  he  was 
elected  from  his  parish  to  the  state  legislature, 
in  which  he  continued  two  years.  At  the  end 
of  this  period  he  removed  with  his  fiunily  to 
Charleston,  and  entered  upon  the  practice  of 
his  profession,  with  a  very  high  reputation  an- 
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doabtedlj,  but  it  appears  with  something  less 
than  the  success  he  had  anticipated.  The  es- 
Umation  in  which  he  Was  held,  however,  se- 
cured his  election  to  the  legislature  as  one  of 
the  representatives  of  the  city,  in  1824,  and 
he  held  a  seat  in  that  body  and  tooiJL  a  leading 
part  in  its  deliberations  until  he  was  made 
AttoMey  General  of  the  state,  in  1830. 

In  t827  The  Southern  Quarterly  Review 
was  esablished  at  Charleston,  partly  for  the 
exposition  and  defence  of  southern  opinions 
and  measjres  in  politics,  but  chiefly  as  a  journal 
of  literattre;  and  in  this  work,  which  owed  its 
reputation  nainly  to  his  contributions,  he  com- 
menced hi^areer  of  authorship.  His  most  im- 
portant artiUes  are  those  on  Classical  Learn- 
ing, Roman  Literature,  Cicero  de  Republica, 
the  Public  Economy  of  Athens,  the  Life  and 
Works  of  D^guesseau,  Jeremy  Bentham  and 
the  Utilitarians,  Codification,  Kent's  Com- 
mentanes,  Eary  Spanish  Ballads,  the  Miscel- 
laneous Writings  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  Lord 
Byron's  Characer  and  Poems,  Byron's  Let- 
ters and  JournaU  Hall's  Travels  in  America, 
the  Travels  of  th«  Duke  of  Saxe  Weimer,  the 
Disowned  and  Taes  of  the  Great  St.  Bernard, 
and  the  Miscellanps  of  William  CrafU;  but 
he  wrote  many  others,  of  less  importance.  It 
is  not  too  much  to  ^y  of  some  of  these  essays 
that  they  will  bear  a  favourable  comparison 
with  the  best  produtions  of  their  kind ;  yet 
they  are  certainly  infrior  to  the  more  carefully 
j»repared  papers  whici  he  gave  to  the  world  at 
a  subset) uent  period.. 

His  appointment  t  the  office  of  Attorney 
General  of  South  Caolina  was  regarded  as 
eminently  honourable  ^  him,  inasmuch  as  it 
was  conferred  by  alegslature  in  which  his 
political  opponents  had  a  powerful  ascenden- 
cy. The  applause  whih  crowned  his  first 
appearance  before  the  supeme  bench  at  Wash- 
ington vindicated  to  his  riends  their  support 
of  him,  and  to  himself  thelevotion  of  so  many 
years  to  the  noble  studio  by  which  he  had 
been  fitted  for  the  office.  Br.  Livingston,  who 
was  then  Secretary  of  Stsuk,  impressed  by  his 
eloquence,  the  compdss  eid  solidity  of  his 
learning,  and  his  ambition  to  infuse  into  the 
common  law  the  enarged  ind  liberal  princi- 
ples and  just  morality  of  thecivilians,  tendered 
him  the  place  of  Chirge  d'iLffaires  at  the  court 
of  Brussels,  with  :  view  t)  the  advantages  it 
would  give  him  ina  furtherprosecution  which 
he  desired  to  mak«in  his  studies,  and  he  sailed 


for  this  post  in  the  spring  of  1833.  The  pre- 
sence of  much  good  society  in  Brussels  rendered 
his  stay  there  very  agreeable  to  him,  but  did  not 
prevent  the  devotion  of  a  larg^e  portion  of  his 
time  to  jurisprudence,  political  economy,  and 
the  general  reading  of  good  authors.  He  re- 
turned home  in  1836,  and  was  immediately 
chosen  a  member  of  Congress  from  the  Charles- 
ton district.  He  came  into  the  House  of  Re- 
presentatives at  the  commencement  of  Mr. 
Van  Buren's  administration,  but  his  conserva- 
tive principles,  especially  his  opposition  to  the 
Sub-Treasury,  which  was  the  favourite  scheme 
of  the  democratic  party,  prevented  his  reelec- 
tion in  1838,  and  he  again  entered  upon  the 
practice  of  his  profession. 

It  was  in  this  period  that  he  wrote  the  master- 
ly articles  which  contributed  so  largely  to  his 
reputation  as  a  scholar  and  a  man  of  letters  in 
the  New  York  Review,  under  the  titles  of  Thcr 
Constitutional  History  of  Greece;  Demos- 
thenes, the  Man,  the  Orator,  and  the  States- 
man ;  and  The  Origin,  History  and  Influence 
of  Roman  Legislation. 

He  was  eminently  successful  at  the  bar,  and 
in  the  great  canvass  which  preceded  the  elec- 
tion of  General  Harrison  to  the  presidency  he 
took  an  active  part,  and  increased  his  popularity 
by  some  of  the  most  powerful  speeches  made 
at  New  York,  Richmond,  and  other  cities, 
against  the  policy  of  the  incumbent  executive. 
On  the  resignation  of  the  whig  cabinet  after  the 
death  of  General  Harrison,  Mr.  Tyler  bestowed 
on  Mr.  Legare  the  office  of  Attorney  General 
of  the  United  States.  This  was  the  office 
for  which  he  was  most  ambitious,  and  '*  there 
was  a  universal  acquiescence  in  the  propriety 
of  the  appointment."*  There  are  abundant 
testimonies  of  the  ability  with  which  he  per- 
formed his  duties  in  this  department.  Of  his 
diligence  we  have  his  own  declaration  that  he 
was  so  much  occupied  with  business  as  to  be 
obliged  to  study  twelve  hours  a  day.  When 
Mr.  Webster  withdrew  from  the  cabinet,  Mr. 
Tyler  selected  Mr.  Legare  to  be  Secretary  of 
State  cut  interim,  and  he  exhibited  extraordi- 
nary energies  and  resources  in  the  discharge 
of  the  double  duties  which  now  devolved  upon 
him,  rendered  more  oppressive  by  the  presence 
in  his  family  of  death,  which  within  a  few 
months  deprived  him  of  a  sister  and  his  mother, 
to  whom  he  was  bound  by  the  tenderest  affec- 

*Mr.  Preston's  Eulogy. 
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tion.  His  own  end  approached,  and  perhaps 
was  accelerated  by  this  weight  of  blended 
public  and  private  cares.  In  the  summer  of 
1843  he  attended  the  President  on  a  visit 
to  Boston,  to  assist  in  thne  celebration  of  the 
completion  of  tlie  monument  on  Bunker  Hill. 
He  arrived  in  that  city  on  the  sixteenth  of 
June,  was  seized  with  a  painful  and  danger- 
ous illness  the  same  evening,  and  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  twentieth  breathed  his  last,  at  the 
house  of  his  old  classmate  and  steadfast  friend, 
Mr.  George  Ticknor.  • 

In  1846  a  collection  of  the  writings  of  Mr. 
Lpgare  was  published  in  two  large  and  closely 
printed  octavo  volumes,  in  Charleston.  It 
consists  of  a  Diary  kept  at  Brussels,  a  Jour- 
nal on  the  Rhine,  Extracts  from  his  Private 
and  Diplomatic  Correspondence,  Orations  and 
Speeches,  and  Contributions  to  the  New  York 
and  Southern  Reviews,  prefaced  by  a  memoir 
of  his  life.  The  collection  of  his  previously 
published  writings  is  incomplete,  but  the  se- 
lection in  the  main  is  judicious.  The  private 
letters  which  are  here  given  us  are  generally 
interesting,  but  they  are  not  in  all  cases  such 
as  his  more  discreet  friends  cared  to  see  in 
print  The  diaries  which  he  kept  while  abroad 
were  evidently  designed  exclusively  for  the 
amusement  of  himself  and  his  intimate  asso- 
ciates, and  nothing  can  justify  their  publica- 
tion, at  least  during  the  lives  of  many  of  the 
persons  mentioned  in  them.  In  the  **  Diary 
of  Brussels"  he  himself  remarks  of  some- 
thing of  the  same  sort,  that  *^  these  attacks  on 
ladies,  and  trespasses  on  the  sanctity  of  pri- 
vate life,  appeared  to"  him  "  quite  shocking." 
This  sentence  should  have  been  a  warning  to 
his  literary  executors. 

The  impression  left  by  his  collected  writ- 
ings is,  that  his  mind  was  of  the  first  order, 
but  that  it  did  not  hold  in  that  order  a  very 
prominent  place.  He  had  that  rectitude  of 
judgment,  that  pervading  good  sense,  that  con- 
stant natural  sympathy  with  truth,  which  is  a 
characteristic  of  the  best  class  of  intellects, 
but  he  was  wanting  in  richness,  fervour,  and 
creative  vigour.  He  possessed  the  forms  of 
fine  understanding,  but  the  force  of  intellectu- 
al passion,  or  the  fire  of  genius,  are  not  found. 
His  perception  of  truth  was  superior  to  his 
power  of  illustrating  it.  We  follow  the  dif- 
ficult and  somewhat  languid  processes  of  his 
thoughts,  and,  surprised  at  last  at  finding  him 
in  possession  of  such  admirable  opinions  on 


all  subjects,  we  imagine  that  he  mo^t  have 
discovered  his  conclusions  by  difierent  facul- 
ties from  those  which  he  uses  to  demonstial} 
them.  That  splendid  fusion  of  reason,  im^ 
gination,  and  feeling,  which  constitutes  tie 
inspiration  of  the  gpreat,  is  not  visible :  the  Jis- 
play  is  meagre,  laborious,  and  painful.  He 
fills  the  measure  of  his  subject,  but  it  is  bj 
the  utmost  stretch  of  his  abilities :  wedo  not 
observe  the  abounding  power,  the  eyiberant 
resources,  the  superfluous  energy,  wlich  mark 
the  foremost  of  the  first. 

In  his  own  profession  Mr.  Legarehad,  with 
many,  discredited  his  reputation  h^  the  devo- 
tion which  he  avowed  to  the  civil  law.    It  is 
understood  that  no  one  who  hat  been  able 
thoroughly  to  master  and  corapreJend  the  com- 
mon law,  is  disposed  to  give  Aurh  time  to 
the  civilians.     I  am  inclined  to  lelieve  that  no 
man  ever  yet  took  up  the  Code,  'ecause  having 
sounded  the  common  law  thro<gh  its  depths, 
he  had  found  it  wanting :  n$ny  have  cheap- 
ly sought  the  praise  of  having  gone  through 
the  common  law,  by  appeariig  to  have  attained 
to  something  beyond  it,  uon  the  principle 
that  if  you  "quote  Lycoph^n,  they  will  take 
it  for  g^nted  that  you  hj^e  read   Homer." 
In  Mr.  Legare's  case,  suchsuspicions  are  pro- 
bably without  justice.     I*  was  attracted  to 
the  "  first  collection  of  witten  reason"  chiefly 
by  the  interest  which  th^scholar  feels  in  that 
majestic  philosophy  of  norals  which  is  the 
"imperium   sine   fine"  of  Rome.      His  re- 
marks in  a  review  of  ftnt's  Commentaries, 
show  that  he  understood  what  ad  van  tiges  the 
common  law  had  attaiud  over  the  civil  law, 
as  a  practical  system,  »y  its  constant  regsrd 
for  certainty,  convenioce,  and  policy.     As  s 
common  lawyer  Mr.  Jegare  was  respectable; 
and  in  great  cases,  hi  elaborate  style  of  pre- 
paration made  him  abrmidable  opponent. 

As  a  statesman  I  tink  the  finest  monument 
of  his  powers  is  his  peech  in  Congress  on  the 
Sub-Treasury.  It  ^  formal,  elementary,  and 
scholastic,  but  abl,  and  at  times  brilliant 
His  politics,  as  dismayed  in  various  essays  and 
reviews,  were  prot)und  and  intelligent;  but 
it  always  seemed  a  if  he  had  settled  his  views 
of  the  present  tines  upon  opinioi^s  derived 
from  history,  and  ipt  that,]ike  Machiavelli,  he 
had  informed  his  jadgmeit  on  occurrences  in 
history  by  suggesdons  drwn  from  his  own 
observation.  Still,  by  anj^  n^ethod  to  have 
formed  sound  priaciples  ongovernment  and 
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society,  in  the  unfavourable  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed,  was  an  indication  of 
extraordinary  powers.  He  triumphed  over 
disadvantages  of  position,  connections,  and 
party ;  and  was  among  the  wisest  men  of  the 
south.  Yet  he  appears,  like  Mr.  Hamilton, 
and  Mr.  Ames,  to  have  been  of  a  too  despond  • 
ing  temperament,  to  have  magnified  dangers 
that  threatened  our  young  energies,  and  to 
have  lacked  faith  in  our  system,  afler  it  had 
passed  some  of  the  strongest  trials  to  which 
it  was  reasonable  to  suppose  it  would  ever  be 
subjected. 

As  a  classical  scholar  Mr.  Legare  made 
great  pretension,  but  there  is  nothing  in  his 
works  to  prove  that  he  was  here  superior  or 
even  equal  to  several  of  his  countrymen.  His 
proficiency  partook  of  the  dryness  and  seve- 
rity of  his  character.  He  studied  rather  as  a 
grammarian  than  as  a  man  of  taste.  He  may 
have  been  accurate,  but  he  was  not  elegant. 


He  writes  oflen  about  the  Greeks  and  I^atins, 
but  he  had  never  caught  the  spirit  and  senti- 
ment of  classical  entliusiasm.  We  miss  the 
fine  felicity  of  illustration,  the  apt  quotation, 
the  brilliant  allusion,  which  are  so  attractive 
in  the  writings  of  one  whose  heart  and  fancy 
have  dwelt  familiarly  in  the  clime  of  antiqui- 
ty. He  is  not  betrayed  as  a  visitor  to  the  halls 
of  the  past  by  the  smell  of  aloes  and  cassia 
hanging  about  his  garments,  caug^ht  from  the 
ivory  palaces  whereby  they  have  made  him 
glad.  We  know  the  fact  by  his  constantly 
informing  us  of  it,  and  because  he  describes 
the  localities  with  the  precision  of  one  who 
must  have  observed,  chiefly  for  the  purpose  of 
making  a  report.  The  most  striking  passage 
in  his  writings  on  a  classical  subject  is  that 
relating  to  Catullus,  in  his  criticism  of  Dun- 
lap's  History  of  Ancient  Literature.  The  re- 
marks on  that  poet  are  original,  beautiful,  and 
undoubtedly  just 
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LIBERTY  AND  GREATNESS. 

ntOX  CHABACTEKISTIC8  OF  THE  AMEIUCAM  KSVOLOnOIT. 


The  name  of  Republic  is  inscribed  upon  the 
most  imperishable  monuments  of  the  species,  and 
it  is  probable  that  it  will  continue  to  be  associated, 
as  it  has  been  in  all  past  ages,  with  whatever  is  he- 
roic in  character,  and  sublime  in  genius,  and  ele- 
gant and  brilliant  in  the  cultivation  of  arts'and  leU 
ters.  It  would  not  have  been  difficult  to  prove  that 
the  base  hirelings  who,  in  this  age  of  legitimacy 
and  downfall,  have  so  industriously  inculcated  a 
contrary  doctrine,  have'  been  comi>elled  to  fiilsify 
history  and  abuse  reason.  I  might  have  *<  called 
up  antiquity  from  the  old  schools  of  Greece"  to 
•how  that  Uiese  apostles  of  despotism  would  have 
passed  at  Athens  for  barbarians  and  slaves.  I 
might  have  asked  triumphantly,  what  land  had 
even  been  visited  with  the  influences  of  liberty, 
that  did  not  flourish  like  the  spring  1  What  peo- 
ple had  ever  worshipped  at  her  altars,  without 
kindling  with  a  loftier  spirit  and  putting  forth  more 
noble  ener^es  1  Where  she  had  ever  acted,  that 
her  deeds  had  not  been  heroic  1  Where  she  had 
ever  spoken,  that  her  eloquence  had  not  been  tri- 
umphant and  sublime  1  It  might  have  been  de- 
monstrated that  a  state  of  society  in  which  nothing 
is  obtained  by  patronage — nothing  is  yielded  to  the 
accidents  of  birth  and  fortune — where  those  who 
are  already  distingubhed,  must  exert  themselves 
lest  they  bet  speedily  ecUpsed  by  their  inferiors,  and 
the^  inferiors  are,  by  every  motive,  stimulated  to  ex- 
ert themselves  that  they  may  become  distinguished 
— and  c  where,  the  lists  being  open  to  the  whole 
world,  without  aiiy  partiality  or  exclusion,  the 
cham[Hon  who  bears  oA'the  prize,  must  have  tasked 
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his  powers  to  the  very  uttermost,  and  proved  him- 
self the  first  of  a  thousand  competitors — is  nece»> 
sarily  more  favourable  to  a  bold,  vigorous  and 
manly  way  of  thinking  and  acting,  than  any  other. 
I  should  have  asked  with  Loiiginus — who  but  a 
Republican  could  have  spoken  the  philippics  of 
Demosthenes?  and  what  has  the  patronage  of  des- 
potism fever  done  to  be  compared  with  the  sponta- 
neous productions  of  the  Attic,  the  Roman,  and  the 
Tuscan  muse? 

With  respect  to  ourselves,  who  have  been  so 
systematically  vilified  by  British  critics — if  any  an- 
swer were  expected  to  he  given  to  their  shallow 
and  vulgar  sophistry,  and  there  was  not  a  sufiicient 
practical  refutation  of  it,  in  the  undoubted  success 
of  some  of  the  artists  and  writers  that  are  spring- 
ing up  in  our  own  times — we  should  be  perfectly 
safe,  in  resting,  upon  the  operation  of  general 
causes  and  the  whole  analogy  of  history,  our  anti- 
cipation of  the  proudest  success,  in  all  the  pursuits 
of  a  high  and  honourable  ambition.  That  living, 
as  we  do,  in  the  midst  of  a  forest,  we  have  been 
principally  engaged  in  felling  and  improving  it; 
and  that  those  arts,  which  suppose  wcaUh  and  lei- 
sure and  a  crowded  population,  are  not  yet  so  flou- 
rishing amongst  us  as  they  will  be  in  the  course  of 
a  century  or  two,  is  so  much  a  matter  of  course, 
that  instead  of  exciting  wonder  and  disgust,  one 
is  only  surprised  how  it  should  even  have  attracted 
notice ;  but  the  question,  whether  we  are  destitute 
of  genius  and  sensibility  and  loftiness  of  character, 
and  all  the  aspirings  that  prompt  to  illustrious 
achievements,  and  all  the  elements  of  national 
greatness  and  glory,  is  quite  a  distinct  thing,  and 
we  may  appeal,  with  confidence,  to  what  we  have 
done  and  to  what  we  are,  to  the  Revolution  we  are 
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this  day  celebrating,  to  the  career  we  have  since 
run,  to  our  recent  exploits  upon  the  flood  and  in 
the  field,  to  the  skill  of  our  diplomacy,  to  the  com- 
prehensive views  and  undoubted  abilities  of  our 
statesmen,  to  the  virtues  and  prosperity  of  our  peo- 
ple, to  the  exhibition  on  every  occasion  of  all  the 
talents  called  for  by  its  exigencies  and  admitted  by 
its  nature ;  nay,  to  the  very  hatred — the  vehement 
and  irrepressible  hatred,  with  which  these  revilers 
themselves  have  so  abundantly  honoured  us — to 
show  that  nothing  can  be  more  preposterous  than 
the  contempt  with  which  they  have  sometimes 
affected  to  speak  of  us. 

And,  were  there  no  other  argument,  as  there  are 
many,  to  prove  that  the  character  of  the  nation  is  al- 
together worthy  of  its  high  destinies,  would  it  not 
be  enough  to  say  that  we  live  under  a  form  of 
government  and  in  a  state  of  society  to  which  the 
world  has  never  yet  exhibited  a  parallel  1  Is  it 
then  fiothing  to  be  free  ?  How  many  nations,  in 
the  whole  annals  of  human  kind,  have  proved 
thcmselvp.s  worthy  of  being  so  ?  Is  it  nothing  that 
we  are  Republicans  t  Were  all  men  as  enlight- 
ened, as  brave,  as  proud  as  they  ought  to  be,  would 
they  suffer  themselves  to  be  insulted  with  any  other 
title  1  Is  it  nothing,  that  so  many  independent 
sovereignties  should  be  held  together  in  such  a  con- 
federacy as  ours  ?  What  does  history  teach  us  of 
the  ditficulty  of  institutiMg  and  maintaining  such 
a  polity,  and  of  the  glory  that,  of  consequence, 
ought  to  be  given  to  those  who  enjoy  its  advan- 
tages in  so  much  perfection  and  on  so  grand  a 
scale  ?  For,  can  any  thing  be  more  striking  and 
sublime,  than  the  idea  of  an  xmpsbial  bbpublic, 
spreading  over  an  extent  of  territory,  more  im- 
mense than  the  empire  of  the  Ciesars,  in  the  accu- 
mulated conquests  of  a  thousand  years-^nKrithout 
pnefects  or  proconsuls  or  publicans — founded  in 
the  maxims  of  common  sense— employing  within 
itself  no  arms,  but  those  of  reason — and  known  to 
its  subjects  only  by  the  blessings  it  bestows  or  perpe- 
tuates, yet  capable  of  directing,  against  a  foreign  foe, 
all  the  energies  of  a  military  despotism — a  Repub- 
lic, in  which  men  are  completely  insignificant,  and 
principles  and  laws  exercise,  throughout  its  vast  do- 
minion, a  peaceful  and  irresistible  sway,  blending 
in  one  divine  harmony  such  various  habits  and 
conflicting  opinions,  and  mingling  in  our  institu- 
tions the  light  of  philosophy  with  all  that  is  daz- 
zling in  the  associations  of  heroic  achievement  and 
extended  domination,  and  deep-seated  and  formida- 
ble power ! 


ENGLAND    AMERICA,  AND  THE  CRE- 
DIT  SYSTEM. 

TSLOU  THK  SPIBir  OV  TBS  8UB-TXXASUBT. 


Lbt  us  look  at  the  experience  of  the  two  other 
countries  in  which  the  system  exists,  as  we  are  told, 
in  its  most  vicious  state— England  and  the  United 
States.  Look  at  the  result  I  have  no  fiedth  at 
all  in  speculative  politics.  A  theorist  in  govern- 
ment la  as  dangerous  as  a  theorist  in  medicine,  or 
in  agriculture,  and  for  precisely  the  same 


I  the  subjectB  are  too  complicated  and  too  obscure 
for  simple  and  decisive  experiments.  I  golbr  un- 
disputed results  in  the  long  run.  Now  surely  t 
philosophic  inquirer  into  the  history  of  the  cooi- 
merce  and  public  economy  of  nations,  if  he  ssw  i 
people  preeminently  distinguished  in  those  psrti- 
culars  above  ail  others,  would  be  inclined  to  si* 
cribe  their  superiority  to  what  was  peculiar  in  their 
institutions ;  at  least,  whatever  might  be  his  idesi 
a  priori  on  such  subjects,  he  would  be  very  slow  to 
deny  to  any  remarkable  peculiarity  in  those  ioiti> 
tutions  its  full  importance  as  one  of  the  probable 
causes  of  the  success  which  he  witnessed,  anIeM 
he  could  clearly  show  the  contrary.  Then,  sir,  by 
what  example  are  we  to  be  guided  in  such  matten 
if  not  by  that  of  England — by  hi  the  most  m»g- 
nificent  manifestation,  that  the  world,  in  any  tge 
of  it,  has  ever  beheld,  of  the  might  and  the  gru>> 
deur  of  civilized  life  1  Sir,  I  have  weighed  ev^  9j\- 
lable  that  I  utter — I  express  a  deliberate  conviction, 
founded  upon  a  patient  inquiry  and  a  coropariioo 
as  complete  as  my  limited  knowl^ge  has  enabled 
me  to  make  it,  between  the  past  and  the  preicnt 
condition  of  hiankind,  and  between  the  great  i»> 
tion  of  which  I  am  speaking  and  those  which  iiu<> 
round  her.  Sir,  there  is  a  gulph  between  theoH- 
that  narrow  channel  separatee  worlds— it  is  in 
ocean  more  than  three  thousand  miles  wide.  I  ap* 
peal  to  any  one  who  has  been  abroad,  whether  going 
fi*om  England  to  any  part  of  the  continent — be  not 
descending  immensely  in  the  scale  of  civilization. 
I  know,  sir,  that  that  word  is  an  ambiguous  one. 
I  know  that,  in  some  of  the  graces  of  poliahed 
society,  in  some  of  the  arts  of  an  elegant  ima* 
gination,  that,  in  the  exact  sciences  and  in  mere 
learning  and  general  intellectual  cultivation,  some 
nations  have  excelled,  perhaps,  many  equalled, 
England.  But,  in  that  civilization,  which,  as  I 
have  said  before,  it  is  the  great  end  of  modern  po- 
litical economy  to  promote,  and  which  is  immedir 
ately  connected  with  the  subject  before  you — whkk 
at  once  springs  out  of,  and  leads  to,  the  aocomols- 
tion  of  capital  and  the  distribution  of  wealth  sod 
comfort  through  all  classes  of  a  community,  witk 
an  immense  aggregate  of  national  power  and  n- 
sources — that  civilization  which  enables  man  to 
**  wield  these  elements,  and  arm  him  with  the  force 
of  all  their  legions,*'  which  gives  him  dominjoa 
over  all  other  creatures,  and  makes  him  emphati> 
cally  the  Lord  of  the  Universe— that  civilizatiaB 
which  consists  not  in  music,  not  in  playing  oo  the 
flute,  as  the  Athenian  hero  said,  but  in  turning  • 
small  city  into  a  great  one ;  in  that  victorious,  toi- 
umphant,  irresistible  civilization,  there  is  nothiaf 
recorded  in  the  annals  of  mankind  that  does  aoi 
sink  into  the  shades  of  the  deepest  eclipse  by  the 
side  of  England.  I  say  nothing  of  her  recent 
achievements  on  the  land  and  the  sea ;  of  her  fleets 
her  armies,  her  subsidized  allies.  Look  at  tbe 
Thames  crowded  with  shipping ;  visit  her  arsonK 
her  docks,  her  canals,  her  railwaya,  her  frdodei. 
her  mines,  her  warehouses,  her  roads,  and  bridges; 
go  through  the  streets  of  that  wonderful  metropo- 
lis, the  bank,  the  emporium,  trnd  the  exchange  of 
the  whole  worid;  converse  with  those 
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who  oondact  and  control,  ai  fiu-  as  it  is  poanble  to 
eoDtrol,  the  commeroe  of  all  nations,  with  those 
manafacturere  who  fill  every  market  with  their  an- 
livalied  products ;  go  into  that  bank  which  is  the 
repository  of  the  precious  metals  for  all  Europe ; 
consider  its  notes  as  well  as  the  bills  of  private 
bankers,  at  a  {vemiam  everywhere,  more  valuable 
than  specie,  symbols  not  merely  of  gold,  but  of 
what  i»  &i  more  precious  than  gold,  yea,  than  fine 
gold,  of  perfect  good  £uth,  of  unblenushed  integ- 
rity, of  sagacious  enterprise,  of  steadfast,  persever- 
ing industry,  of  boundless  wealth,  of  business  co- 
extensive with  the  earth,  and  of  all  these  things 
possessed,  exerciwd,  enjoyed,  protected  under  a 
system  of  liberty  chastened  by  the  law  which  main- 
tains it,  and  of  law  softened  and  mitigated  by  the 
^irit  of  liberty  which  it  breathes  throughout  8ir, 
I  know,  as  well  as  any  one,  what  compensations 
there  are  for  all  this  opulence  and  power,  for  it  is 
the  condition  of  our  being  that  we  <«  buy  our  bless- 
ings at  a  price."  I  know  that  there  are  disturbing 
causes  which  have  hitherto  marred,  in  some  degree, 
theefiect  of  this  high  and  mighty  civilization ;  but  the 
hand  of  reform  has  been  already  applied  to  them, 
and  every  thing  promises  the  most  auspicious  re- 
iolts.  I  have  it  on  the  most  unquestionable  autho- 
rity, because,  from  an  unwilling  witness,  that  with- 
in the  memory  of  man,  never  were  the  labouring 
classes  of  England  so  universally  employed,  and 
so  comfortably  situated  as  at  the  beginning  of  the 
present  year. 

But  I  said  that  there  was  another  nation  that 
had  some  experience  in  banking  and  its  effects. 
Sir,  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  speak  of  my  coun- 
try with  the  rapture  which  I  habitually  feel  when 
I  contemplate  her  marvellous  history.     But  this  I 
will  say,  that  on  my  return  to  it,  after  an  absence 
of  only  four  years,  I  was  filled  with  wonder  at  all 
I  saw  and  all  I  heard.     What  upon  earth  is  to  be 
compared  with  it  ?     I  found  New  York  grown  up 
to  almost  double  its  former  size,  with  the  air  of  a 
great  capital,  instead  of  a  mere  flourishing  com- 
mercial town,  as  I  had  known  it    I  listened  to 
scooants  of  voyages  of  a  thousand  miles  in  mag- 
nificent steamboats  on  the  waters  of  those  great 
lakes,  which,  but  the  other  day,  I  left  sleeping  in 
the  primeval  silence  of  nature,  in  the  recesses  of  a 
vast  wilderness ;  and  I  felt  that  there  is  a  grandeur 
and  a  majesty  in  this  irresistible  onward  march  of 
a  race,  created,  as  I  believe,  and  elected  to  possess 
and  people  a  continent,  which  belong  to  few  other 
objects,  either  of  the  moral  or  material  world.     We 
may  become  so  much  accustomed  to  such  Uiings 
that  they  shall  make  as  little  impression  on  our 
minds  as  the  glories  of  the  Heavens  above  us ;  but, 
looking  on  them,  lately,  as  with  the  eye  of  the 
stranger,  I  felt,  what  a  recent  English  traveller  is 
said  to  have  remarked,  that,  far  from  being  without 
poetry,  as  some  have  vainly  alleged,  our  whole 
country  is  one  great  poem.    Sir,  it  is  so ;  and  if 
there  be  a  man  that  can  think  of  what  is  doing,  in 
all  parts  of  this  most  blessed  of  all  lands,  to  em- 
bellish and  advance  it,  who  can  contemplate  that 
living  mass  of  intelligence,  activity  and  improve- 
ment as  it  rolls  on,  in  its  sure  and  steady  progress. 


to  the  uttermost  extremities  of  the  west;  who  can 
see  scenes  of  savage  desolation  transformed,  almost 
jvith  the  suddenness  of  enchantment,  into  those  of 
fruitfulness  and  beauty ;  crowned  with  flourishing 
cities,  filled  with  the  noblest  of  all  populations ;  if 
there  be  a  man,  I  say,  that  can  witness  all  this' 
passing  under  his  very  eyes,  without  feeling  his 
heart  beat  high,  and  his  imagination  warmed  and 
transported  by  it,  be  sure,  sir,  that  the  raptures  of 
song  exist  not  for  him ;  he  would  listen  in  vain  to 
Tasso  or  Camoens,  telling  a  tale  of  the  wars  of 
knights  and  crusaders,  or  of  the  discovery  and  con- 
quest of  another  hemisphere. 

Sir,  thinking  as  I  do  of  these  things ;  not  doubting, 
for  a  moment,  the  infinite  superiority  of  our  race 
in  every  thing  that  relates  to  a  refined  and  well 
ordered  public  economy,  and  in  all  the  means  and 
instruments  of  a  high  social  improvement,  it  strikes 
me  as  of  all  paradoxes  the  most  singular,  to  hear 
foreign  examples  seriously  proposed  for  our  imita- 
tion in  the  very  matters  wherein  that  superiority 
has  ever  appeared  to  me  to  be  most  unquestion- 
able. The  reflection  has  occurred  to  me  a  thousand 
times  in  travelling  over  the  continent  of  Europe,  as 
I  passed  through  filthy  ill-paved  villages,  through 
towns  in  which  there  is  no  appearance  of  an  im- 
provement having  been  made  since  the  Reforma- 
tion, as  I  have  looked  at  the  wretched  hovel  of  the 
poor  peasant  or  artisan,  or  seen  him  at  his  labours 
with  his  clumsy  implements  and  coarse  gear — what 
a  change  would  take  place  in  the  whole  aspect  of 
the  country,  if  it  were  to  fall  in  the  hands  of  Ame- 
ricans for  a  single  generation  ! 

But  is  it  paper  money  and  the  credit  system 
alone  that  have  achieved  all  these  wonders  ?  I  do 
not  say  so,  sir ;  but  can  you  say,  can  any  one  presume 
to  say,  that  they  have  not  done  much  of  all  this  ? 
I  know  that  the  cardinal  spring  and  source  of  our 
success  is  freedom — freedom,  with  the  peculiar 
character  that  belongs  to  it  in  our  race— freedom 
of  thought,  freedom  of  speech,  freedom  of  action, 
freedom  of  commerce,  freedom  not  merely  from 
the  oppressions,  but  from  those  undue  restraints 
and  that  impertinent  interference  of  government  in 
the  interests  properly  belonging  to  individuals, 
which  stand  in  the  way  of  all  improvement  in  the 
nations  of  continental  Europe.  It  is  this  vital 
principle,  the  animating  element  of  social  equality, 
tempered  and  sobered  by  a  profound  respect  for  the 
authority  of  the  laws,  and  for  the  rights  of  others, 
and  acting  upon  that  other  prominent  characteri»- 
tic  of  the  Anglo-Norman  race,  the  strong  instinct 
of  property t  with  the  personal  independence  and 
personal  comfort  that  belong  to  it,  that  explains 
our  unrivalled  and  astonishing  progress.  But  of 
this  rational,  diflusive  liberty,  among  a  people  so 
intelligent  as  ours,  the  credit  system  is  the  natural 
fruit,  the  inseparable  companion,  the  necessary 
means  and  instrument  It  is  part  and  parcel  of 
our  existence.  Whoever  heard  of  creoit  in  a 
despotism,  or  an  anarchy  ?  It  implies  confidence — 
confidence  in  yourself  confidence  in  your  neigh- 
bour, confidence  in  your  government,  confidence  in 
the  administration  of  the  laws,  confidence  in  the 
sagacity,  the  integrity,  the  discretion  of  those  with 
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whom  you  have  to  deal ;  confidence,  in  a  word,  in 
your  ftstiny^and  your  fortune,  in  the  destinies  and 
the  fortune  of  the  country  to  which  you  belong  ; 
as,  for  instance,  in  the  case  of  a  great  national 

^debt  It  is  the  fruit,  I  say,  of  all  that  is  most  pre- 
cious in  civilized  life,  and  to  quarrel  with  it  is  to 
be  ungrateful  to  God  for  some  of  the  greatest  bless- 
ings he  has  vouchsafed  to  man.  Compare  Asia 
with  Europe;  hoarding  has  been  the  usage  of  the 
former  from  time  immemorial,  because  it  is  slavish, 

'  oppressed  and  barbarous;  and  it  is  curious  to  see 
the  effect  of  English  laws  in  breaking  up  (as  they 
are  doing)  that  system  in  Hindoostan.  Depend 
upon  it,  sir,  all  such  ideas  are  utterly  alien  to  our 
way  of  thinking — to  all  the  habitudes  of  our  people, 
and  all  the  interests  of  the  country.  My  friends 
from  beyond  the  mountains  are  familiar  with  the 
great  principle,  the  magical  eflcct  of  credit  in  a 
young  and  progressive  country.  They  know  that 
miracles  are  wrought  by  a  small  advance  of  money 
to  enable  enterprise  and  industry  to  bring  into  cul- 
tivation a  virgin  soil.  They  know  how  soon  the 
treasures  of  its  unworn  fertility  enable  Uiemtopay 
off  a  loan  of  that  sort  with  usurious  interest,  and 

'make  them  proprietors  of  estates  rising  in  value 
with  the  lafise  of  every  moment  Compare  the 
great  western  country  now,  with  what  it  was  twenty 
years  ago—sell  it  tub  hasta — and  compute,  if 
the  powers  of  arithmetic  will  enable  you  to  do  so, 
the  augmentation  of  its  riches.  Sir,  this  is  one  of 
the  phenomena  of  our  situation  to  which  attention 
has  hardly  ever  been  called — the  manner  in  which 
the  mere  increase  of  population  acts  upon  the  value 
of  property.  To  be  struck  with  the  prodigious  re- 
sults produced  in  this  simple  way,  you  have  only 
to  compare  the  estimated  taxable  property  in  Penn- 
sylvania and  New  York,  when  it  was  returned  for 
direct  taxation  in  '99,  with  the  returns  of  the  same 
property,  for  the  same  purpose,  in  1813,  after  an  in- 
terval of  fourteen  years — you  will  see  how  it  is  that 
our  people  have  been  enriched  by  debt,  and  *<  by 
owing,  owe  not" — how  with  a  balance  of  payments 
almost  continually  against  them  from  the  first  set- 
tlement of  the  country,  they  have  grown  in  riches 
beyond  all  precedent  or  parallel.  You  will  appre- 
ciate all  the  blessings  of  the  credit  system — and 
imagine,  perhaps,  how  this  wonderful  progress 
would  have  been  impeded  and  embarrassed  by  the 
diiSiculties  of  a  metallic  circulation. 


CATULLUS. 

TaOM   A.N  XSBAT   ON  ROMAN   LTTERATUKB. 

I*  reference  to  the  merits  of  any  merely  li'erary 
composition,  a  foreigner  must  ever  distrust  his  own 
opinions  when  they  do  not  entirely  coincide  with 
those  of  native  critics.  For  this  reason,  we  feel 
bound  to  admit  that  we  probably  overrate  Catullus 
and  Lucretius  in  considering  them  (for  we  profess 
to  have  always  considered  them) — as  in  point  of 
orig^al  genius,  the  two  first  poets  of  ancient  Rome. 
The  critics  of  their  own  country  say  nothing  that 
is  not  in  their  favour,  but  it  is  plain  that  they  do 
not  entertain  so  exalted  an  opinion  of  their  excel- 
lence as  we  have  ventured  to  express.  When  we 
speak  of  **the  poet,'*  says  Justinian,  in  the  begin- 


ning of  his  Institutes,  we  mean  Homer  amongtke 
Greeks,  and  Virgil  among  the  Romans ;  and  \htn 
are  others  besides  the  Mantuan  bard,  who  seem  in 
the  same  way  to  take  precedence  of  our  fitvourilB 
in  the  estimation  of  ancient  writers. 

Catullus  had,  among  the  poets  of  his  own  eoon- 
try,  the  title  of  doctu*^  or  learned ;  for  what  reason, 
is  not  quite  clear.  If  we  are  to  suppose,  however, 
with  some  of  the  commentators,  that  it  was  be- 
cause of  his  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  Greek 
language  and  literature,  we  must  do  him  the  justice 
to  say,  that  of , all  imitators  he  has  the  most  origi- 
nality— that  of  all  erudite  men  he  retains  the  gmt- 
est  share  of  the  playfulness,  the  buoyancy,  and  the 
vigour  of  natural  talent  There  is  no  constraint  vvhsW 
ever  in  his  movements — no  parade  or  pedantry  in 
his  style.  On  the  contrary,  there  never  was  a  poet^ 
we  do  not  even  except  Shakspearo-— who  seemed  to 
write  more  as  the  njood  happened  to  prompt,  and 
whose  verses  are  stamped  with  such  a  decided  cha- 
racter of  facility  and  of  spontaneity.  Tliis,  indeed,  is 
the  great,  and  among  the  Latin  poets,  the  pecoUar 
charm  of  Catullus.  Of  all  the  Romans,  he  i*  most 
of  a  Greek,  not  by  study  and  imitation,  but  by  na- 
ture. His  lively  wit,  his  voluptuous  character,  hit 
hearty  afiections,  his  powerful  imagination,  attm 
naturally  to  overflow  in  verse  and  <*  voluntary  wake 
harmonious  numbers."  Julius  Ciesar  8cabgef, 
who  finds  fault  with  every  thing,  disputed  diii 
poet's  pretensions  to  learning,  and  denounced  hii 
works  as  stuffed  with  nothing  but  vulgarity  sod 
ribaldry,  but  he  afterwards  sung  a  palinodia,  de- 
claring the  Galliambic  ode  a  most  noble  compoo- 
tion,  and  the  Epithalamium  of  Thetis  and  Pekas 
worthy  to  be  placed  by  the  side  of  the  EnHd. 
Other  writers  have  been  equally  lavi>th  of  their 
praise  for  other  excellencies ;  Martial,  for  instance, 
ascribes  to  him  an  unrivalled  superiority  in  the 
epigram.  It  is  impossible  to  imagine  any  two 
things  from  the  same  pen  more  entirely  unlike  each 
other,  than  the  ode  just  mentioned,  and  the  sweet 
and  delicate  effusion  upon  Lesbia*s  Sparrow,  nor 
any  falling  off  so  sudden  as  from  either  of  these 
to  the  vulgarity  and  nastiness  of  some  of  the  H^b- 
decasyllables.  His  amatory  poetry  is  less  tender 
than  that  of  Tibullus,  and  less  gay  and  gaiiami 
than  that  of  Ovid ;  but  it  is  more  simple,  more  cor- 
dial, more  voluptuous  than  either.  A  modern 
reader  would  be  very  much  disappointed  if  he  ex- 
pected! to  find  in  it  that  delicacy  of  sentiment ;  tbst 
ctUle  de$  femmes ;  that  distant,  mysterioi^  and 
adoring  love  which  inspired  the  muse  of  Daote 
and  Petrarch,  and  which  has  ever  since  character- 
ized the  amorous  ditties  of  our  sonnet  teers.  The 
passion  of  Catullus  had  not  a  particle  of  Platonic 
abstraction  in  it — it  was  as  far  as  possible  from  bring 
metaphysical.  It  is  deeply  tinged  with  smsoalitr. 
but  it  has  absolute  possession  of  his  whole  being ;  he 
seems  to  be  smitten  to  the  bottom  of  his  heart  wi& 
its  power — to  be  quite  intoxicated  with  its  delidoas 
raptures.  It  is  that "  drunkenness  of  soul,"  of  which 
Byron  speaks,  from  ao  imagination  excited  and  ex- 
alted by  visions  of  bliss  and  images  of  beauty — 
with  every  feeling  absorbed  in  one  devoted 
and  all  the  senses  dissolved  in  a  dream  of  love. 
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The  oensibility  of  Catullus,  however,  is  not  con- 
fined to  the  subjects  of  amatory  song.  There  are 
several  of  his  poems,  on  various  occasions,  which 
are  full  of  tenderness  and  deep  pathos.  Quando 
leggete,  says  Flaminio,  his  imitator  and  almost  his 
rival — M  non  vi  sentite  voi  liquefare  il  cuore  di  dol- 
cezza.*'  Nothinq^  can  be  more  true  to  nature  and 
more  touching  than  his  address  to  the  Peninsula 
of  Sirmio-^his  home,  and  perhaps  his  birth-place. 
The  Carmen  Nuptiale  has  been  often  imitated,  and 
is  committed  to  memory  by  every  scholar,  and  the 
Epithalamium  of  Julius  and  Manlius  may  be  re- 
garded as  perfect  in  its  kind.  But  the  noblest 
specimen,  beyond  comparison,  of  poetry  and  pathos 
which  the  works  of  Catullus  present — the  most 
powerful  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  the  human 
bosom  as  the  liveliest  picture  of  its  hidden  work- 
ings and  intensest  agonies,  is  that  Galliambic  ode 
to  which  we  have  already  alluded.  The  subject  is, 
to  be  sure,  a  very  affecting  one.  Under  the  influence 
of  a  frenzied  enthusiasm,  a  young  man  forsakes  his 
home  and  his  country,  for  the  purpose  of  dedicat- 
ing himself  to  the  service  of  the  Idsan  Goddess. 
The  vow  of  chastity  which  a  monk  may  break, 
was  rendered  inviolable  to  the  Gallse  (for  so  the 
priests  of  Cybele  were  called)  by  the  same  means 
which,  in  later  times,  a  father  of  the  church  adopted 
to  disarm  the  temptations  of  the  flesh.  Atys,  in 
the  frenzy  of  his  first  excitement,  is  regularly  ini- 
tiated. He  rushes  madly  forth  to  mingle  in  the 
revelry  of  the  Galls,  whom  he  arouses  by  the  trump 
and  the  timbrel,  and  wildly  exhorts  to  follow  him 
to  the  lofly  groves  of  the  goddess.  Their  frantic 
demeanor,  the  Bacchanalian  dances,  their  shrill  and 
piercing  howls  are  painted  with  a  force  of  colour- 
ing which  nothing  can  surpass.  The  imitative 
harmony  of  the  versification  is  perfect — it  is  ab- 
rupt, irregular,  disordered.  You  hear  it  in  the 
hurried  step,  the  clashing  cymbal,  the  resounding 
timbrel.  To  all  this  commotion  and  disorder,  a 
moment  of  repose — of  soft  but  fatal  repose — suc- 
ceeds. The  Msenades,  exhausted  by  their  furious 
excitement,  sink  down  at  the  threshold  of  the  tem- 
ple to  sleep.  A  beautiful  morning  rit^s  upon  them, 
atui  Atys  wakes — to  despair.  HU  lament  is  aO^ct- 
ing  beyond  the  power  of  language  to  describe.  It 
seems  wrung  from  a  broken  heart  and  is  fraught 
with  all  its  agony  and  desolation.  All  the  poetry 
of  all  ages  may  be  safely  challenged  to  pro<luce 
any  thing  more  painfully  interesting  and  pathetic. 


GREEK  LANGUAGE  AND  LITERATURE. 

FROM  AX   ESSAY  OX  CLASSICAL  LEARNIXO. 


It  is  impossible  to  contemplate  the  annals  of 
Greek  literature  and  art,  without  being  stnick  with 
them,  as  by  far  the  most  extraordinary  and  brilliant 
phenomena  in  the  history  of  the  human  mind. 
The  very  language — even  in  its  primitive  simpli- 
city, as  it  came  down  from  the  rhapsodists  who 
celebrated  the  exploits  of  IJercules  and  Theseus, 
Was  as  great  a  wonder  as  any  it  records.  All  the 
other  tongues  that  civilized  man  has  spoken  are 
poor  and  leeble,  and  barbarous,  in  comparison  with 


it     Its  compass  and  flexibility,  its  riches  and  ito 
powers,  are  altogether  unlimited.     It  not  o^  ex- 
presses with  precision  all  that  is  thought  or  known 
at  any  given  period,  but  it  enlarges  itself  naturally, 
with  the  progress  of  science,  and  alfords,  as  if  with- 
out an  effort,  a  new  phrase,  or  a  systematic  nomen- 
clature whenever  one  is  called  for.     It  is  equally 
adapted  to  every  variety  of  style  and  subject — to 
the  most  shadowy  subtlety  of  distinction,  and  the 
utmost  exactness  of  definition,  as  well  as  to  the 
energy  and  the  pathos  of  popular  eloquence — to 
the  majesty,  the  elevation,  the  variety  of  the  epic, 
and  the  boldest  license  of  the  diihyrambic,  no  Icj^s 
than  to  the  sweetness  of  the  elegy,  the  simplicity 
of  the  pastoral,  or  the  heedless  gaiety  and  delicate 
characterization   of  comedy.     Above  all,  what  is 
an  unspeakable  charm — a  sort  of  iiaivetd  is  pecu- 
liar to  it,  which  appears  in  all  those  various  styles, 
and  is  quite  as  becoming  and  agreeable  in  a  histo- 
rian or  a  philosopher — Xenophon  for  instance — as 
in  the  light  and  jocund  numbers  of  Anacreon. 
Indeed,  were  there  no  other  object   in  learning 
Greek  but  to  see  to  what  perfection  language  is 
capable  of  being  carried,  not  only  as  a  medium  of 
communication,  but  as  an  instrument  of  thought,^ 
wft  see  not  why  the  time  of  a  young  man  would 
not  be  just  as  well  bestowed  in  acquiring  a  know- 
ledge of  it — for  all  the  purposes,  at  least,  of  a  libe- 
ral or  elementary  education — as  in  learning  alge- 
bra, another  specimen  of  a  language  or  arrangement 
of  signs  perfect  in  its  kind.     But  this  wonderful 
idiom  happens  to  have  been  spoken,  as  was  hinted 
in  the  preceding  paragraph,  by  a  race  as  wonderful. 
The  very  first  monument  of  their  genius — the  most 
ancient  relic  of  letters  in  the  western  world — stands 
to  this  day  altogether  unrivalled  in  the  exalted  clars 
to  which  it  belongs.     What  was  the  history  of  this 
immortal  poem  and  of  its  great  fellow  7     Was  it  a 
single  individual,  and  who  was  he,  that  composed 
them  1     Had  he  any  master  or  model  I     What  had 
been  his  education,  and  what  was  the  state  of  so- 
ciety in  which  he  lived  ?     These  questions  are  full 
of  interest  to  a  philosophical  inquirer  into  the  in- 
tellectual history  of  the  species,  but  they  are  espe- 
cially important  with  a  view  to  the  subject  of  the 
present  discussion.     W^hatever  causes  account  for 
the  matchless  excellence  of  these  primilive  poems, 
and  for  that  of  the  language  in  wmch  they  are 
written,  will  go  fiir  to  explain  the  extraordinary  cir- 
cumstance, that  the   same   favoured   people   left 
nothing  unaltempted  in  philosophy,  in  letters  and 
in  arts,  and  attempted  nothing  without  signal,  and 
in  some  cases,    unrivalled    success.     Winkleman 
undertakes  to  assign  some  reasons  for  this  aston- 
ishing superiority  of  the  Greeks,  and  talks  very 
learnedly  about  a  fine  climate,  delicate  organs,  ex- 
quisite susceptibility,  the  full  development  of  the 
human  form  by  gymnastic  exercises,  &c.     For  our 
own  part,  we  are  content  to  expliin  the  phenome- 
non after  the  manner  of  the  Scottish  school  of  me- 
taphysicians, in  which  we  learned  the  little  that  we 
profess  to  know  of  that  department  of  philosophy,  by 
resolving  it  at  once  in  an  original  law  of  nature : 
in  other  words,  by  substantially,  but  decently,  con- 
fessing it  to  be  inexplicable. 


WILLIAM  WARE. 


[Boro  1797.] 


William  Wark  was  bom  at  Hingham  in 
Massachusetts  on  the  third  of  Au^st,  1797. 
He  is  a  dedcendant  in  the  fiflh  generation  from 
Robert  Ware,  one  of  the  earliest  settlers  of  the 
colony,  who  came  from  England  about  the 
year  1 644.  H  is  father  was  Henry  Ware,  D .  D . , 
many  years  honourably  distinguished  by  his 
connection  with  the  Divinity  School  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  the  lat?  Henry  Ware,  jr.,  D.  D., 
was  his  elder  brother.  His  only  living  brother 
is  Dr.  John  Ware,  who  also  shares  of  the  lite- 
rary tastiB  and  talents  oC  his  family,   x 

William  Ware  was  graduated  at  Harvard 
University  in  1816.  After  reading  theology 
the  usual  term  he  was  settled  over  the  Unita- 
rian society  of  Chambers  street.  New  York, 
where  he  remained  about  sixteen  years.  He 
gave  little  to  the  press  except  a  few  sermons, 
and  four  numbers  of  a  religibus  miscellany 
called  The  Unitarian,  until  near  the  close  of 
this  {period,  when  he  oommenced  the  publica- 
tion in  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine  of  those 
brilliant  papers  which  in  the  autumn  of  1836 
were  given  to  the  world  under  the  title  of  Ze- 
hobia  or  the  Fall  of  Palmyra,  an  Historical 
Romance.  Before  the  completion  of  this 
work  he  had  resigned  his  pastoral  office,  and 
removed  to  Brookline,  near  Boston. 

The  romance  of  Zenobia  is  in  the  form  of 
letters  to  Marcus  Curtius,  at  Rome,  from  Lu- 
cius Manlius  Piso,  a  senator,  wb«  is  supposed 
to  have  bedll  led  by  circumstances  of  a  private 
nature  to  visit  Palmyra  toward  the  close  of  the 
third  century,  to  have  become  €icquainted  with 
the  queen  and  her  court,  to  have  seen  the  City 
of  the  Desert  in  its  greatest  magnificence,  and 
to  have  witnessed  its  destruction  by  the  Em- 
peror Aurelian.  For  the  purposes  of  romantic 
fiction  the  subject  is  perliaps  the  finest  that  had 
not  been  appropriated  in  all  aifbient  history ; 
and  the  treatment  of  it,  which  is  highly  pictu- 
resque and  dramatic  throughout,  shows  that 
the  author  has  been  a  successful  student  of  the 
institutions,  manners  and  social  life  of  the  age 
he  has  attempted  to  illustrate. 

Mr.  Ware's  second  romance,  Probus,  or 
Rome  in  the  Third  Century,  was  published  in 
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the  summer  of  1838.  It  is  a  sort  of  sequel  to 
the  Zenobia,  and  is  composed  of  letters  pur- 
porting to  be  written  by  Piso  from  Rome  to 
Fausta,  the  daughter  of  Gracchus,  one  of  the 
old  Palmyrene  ministers.  In  the  first  work 
Piso  meets  with  Probus,  a  Christian  teacheri 
and  is  partially  convinced  of  the  truth  of  bis 
doctrine ;  he  is  now  a  disciple,  and  a  sharer  of 
the  persecutions  which  marked  the  last  Says  of 
the  reign  of  Aurelian.  The  characters  in  Pro- 
bus  are  skilfully  drawn  and  contrasted,  and 
with  a  deeper  moral  interest,  from  the  frequent 
discussions  cf  doctrine  which  it  contains,  the- 
romance  has  the  classical  style  and  spirit  which 
characterized  its  predecessor.  ' 

Mr.  Ware's^ third  work  is  entitled  Julian,  or 
Scenes  in  Judea,  and  was  published  in  1841. 
The  hero  is  a  Roman,  of  Hebrew  descent,  who 
visits  the  land  of  his  ancestors,  to  gratify  a 
'liberal  curiosity,  during  the  last  days  of  the 
Saviour.  Every  thing  connected  with  Pales- 
tine at  this  period  is  so  familiar  that  Uie  gnmnd 
might  seem  to  be  sacred  to  History  and  Re- 
ligion ;  but  it  has  often  been  invaded  by  the 
romancer,  and  perhaps  never  with  more  re- 
cess than  in  the  present  instance.  Although 
Julian  has  less  freshness  than  Zenobia,  it  bas 
an  air  of  truth  and  sincerity  that  renders  it 
scarcely  less  interesting. 

Mr.  Ware  was  seveyal  years  editor  of  the 
Christian  Examiner,  the  very  able  journal  of 
religion  and  letters  published  at  Boston,  and 
he  was  recently  minister  of  the  Unitarian  So- 
ciety at  West  Cambridge,  but  ill  health  has 
since  compelled  him  to  relinquish  all  Iqads  of 
occupation. 

The  writings  of  Mr.  Ware  betray  a  femiliar- 
ity  with  the  civilization  of  the  ancients,  and 
are  written  in  a  graceful,  pure  and  brilliant 
style.  In  our  literature  they  are  pe<*uliar,  and 
they  will  bear  a  favourable  comparison  with 
the  most  celebrated  historical  romances  relat- 
ing to  the  same  scenes  and  periods  which 
have  been  written  abroad.  They  have  passed 
through  many  editions  in  Great  Britain,  and 
have  been  translated  into  German  and  other 
languages  of  the  continent 
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THE  JOURNEY  TO  PALMYRA. 


I  WILL  not  detain  you  long  \vith  our  voyage,  but 
will  only  mark  out  its  course.  Leaving  the  Afri- 
can shore,  we  struck  across  to  Sicily,  and  coasting 
along  its  eastern  border,  beheld  with  pleastire  the 
towering  form  of  ^tna,  sending  up  into  the  hea- 
vens a  dull  and  sluggish  cloud  of  vapours.  We 
then  ran  between  the  Peloponnesus  and  Crete,  and 
so  held  our  course  till  the  Island  of  Cyprus  rose 
like  her  own  fair  goddess  from  the  ocean,  and^Ued 
our  eyes  with  a  beautiful  vision  of  hill  and  valley, 
wooded  promontory,  and  glittering  towns  and 
villas.  A  fair  wind  soon  withdrew  us  from  these 
charming  prospects,  and  after  drivirtg  us  swiftly 
and  roughly  over  the  remainder  of  our  way,  re- 
warded us  with  a  brighter  and  more  welcome  vision 
still — rhe  coast  of  Syria  and  our  destined  port, 
Berytus.  "^ 

As  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  both  toward  the 
north  and  the  south,  we  beheld  a  luxuriant  region, 
crowded  with*  villages,  and  giving  every  indication 
of  comfort  tfnd  wealth.  The  city  itself,  which  we 
rapidly  approache<I,  was  of  inferior  size,  but  pre- 
sented an  agreeable  prospect  of  warehouses,  public 
and  pnvate  edifices,  overtopped  her^  and  there  by 
the  lofty  palm,  and  other  trees  of  a  n^w  and  pecu- 
liar foliage.  Four  days  were  consumed  here  in  the 
puithase  of  slaves,  camels,  and  horses,  and  in  other 
preparations  for  the  journey  across  the  desert. 
Two  routeH  represented  themselves,  one  more,  the 
other  lc«s»direct;  the  last,  though  more  circuitous, 
appeared  to  me  the  more  desirable,  as  it  would  take 
me  within  sight  of  the  modern  glories  and  ancient 
remains  of  Hcliopolis.  This,  therefore,  was  de- 
termined upon  I  and  on  the  morning  of  the  fifth 
(lay  we  set  forward  upon  our  long  march.  Four 
slaves,  two  camels,  and  three  horses,  with  an  Arab 
conductor,  constituted  our  little  caravan ;  but  for 
greater  safety  wc  attached  ourselves  to  a  much  larger 
one  than  o6r  own,  in  which  we  were  swallowed 
up  and  lost,  consisting  of  travellers  and  traders  from 
all  parts  of  the  world,  and  who  were  also  on  their 
way  to  Palmyra,  as  a  point  •whence  to  separate  to 
various  parts  of  the  vast  cast.  It  would  delight 
me  to  lay  before  you,  with  the  distinctness  and  mi- 
nutencas  of  a  picture,  the  whole  of  this  novel  and 
to  mc  interesting  route ;  but  I  mus^  content  my- 
'  self  with  a  slight  sketch,  and  reserve  fuller  com- 
municat^jpis  to  the  time  when,  once,  more  seated 
with  you  upon  the  Coelian,  we  enjoy  the  freedom 
of  .social  converse. 

Our  way  through  the  valleys  of  Libjinus  was  like 
one  long  wandering  among  the  pleasure  grounds 
of  opulent  citizens.  The  land  was  everywhere 
richly  cultivated,  and  a  happier  peasantry,  as  far 
as  the  eye  of  the  traveller  could  judge,  nowhere 
exists.  The  most  luxuriant  valleys  of  our  own 
Italy  are  not  more  crowded  with  the  evidences  of 
plenty  and  contentment  Upon  drawing  near  to  the 
ancient  Baalbec,  I  found,  on  inquiry  of  our  guide, 
that  we  were  not  to  pass  through  it,  as  I  had  hoped, 
nor  even  very  near  it,  not  nearer  than  between 
two  and  three  miles.    So  that  in  this  I  bad  been 


clearly  deceived  by  those  of  whom  I  had  made  the 
most  exact  inquiries  at  Berytus.  l^e  event  proved, 
however,  that  it  was  not  for  nothing ;  for  soon  af- 
ter we  had  started  on  our  journey,  on  the  morning 
of  the  second  day,  turning  suddenly  around  the 
projecting  rock  of  a  mountain  ridge,  we  all  at  once 
beheld,  as  if  a  vail  had  been  lifted  up,  Hcliopolis 
and  its  suburbs  spread  out  before  us  in  all  their 
various  beauty.  The  city  lay  about  three  miles 
distant.  I  could  only  therefore  identify  its  prin- 
ciple structure,  the  Temple  of  the  Sun,  as  built  by 
the  first  Antonine.  This  towered  above  the  walls 
and  over  all  the  other  buildings,  and  gave  vast  ideas 
of  the  greatness  of  the  place,  leading  the  mind  to 
crowd  it  with  other  edifices  that  should  bear  some 
pro[A)rtion  to  this  noble  monument  of  imperial 
magnificence.  As  suddenly  as  the  view  of  this 
imposing  scene  had  been  reiealed,  so  suddenly 
was  it  again  eclipsed  by  another  short,  turn  in  the 
road,  which  took  us  once  more  into  the  mountain 
valley&  But  the  overhanging  and  impenetrable 
foliage  of^  n  Syrian  forest  shielding  mc  fi|pm  the 
fierce  rays  of  a  burning  sun,  ttoon  reconciled  me 
to  my  Idss — more  especially  as  I  knew  that  in  9 
short  time  we  were  to  enter  upon  the  sandy  desert 
which  stretches  from  the  Anti-Libanus  almost  to 
the  very  walls  of  Palmyra. 

Upon  this  boundless  desert  we  now  soon  en- 
tered. The  scene  which  it  presented  was  more 
dismal  than  I  can  descril^e.  A  red,  moving  sand 
— or  liard  and  baked  by  the  heat  of  a  atin  such  as 
Rome  never  knows — low,  gray  rocks  just  rising  here 
and  there  above  the  level  of  the  plain,  with  now 
and  then  the  dead  and  glittering  trunk  of  a  vast 
cedar,  whose  roots  seemed  as  if  they  had  outlasted 
centuries — the  bones  of  eamels  and  elephants,  scat- 
tered on  either  hand,  dazzling  the  sight  by  reason 
of  their  excessive  whiteness — at  a  distance  occa- 
sionally an  Arab  of  the  desert,  for  a  moment  sur- 
veying our  long  line,'  and  then  darting  off  to  his 
fastnesses — ^these  were  the  objects  which,  with 
scarce  any  variation,  .met  our  eyes  during  the  four 
wearisome  days  that  we  dragged  ourselves  over 
this  wild  and  inhospitable  region.  A  little  after  the 
noon  of  the  fourth  day,  as  we  started  on  our  way, 
having  refreshed  ourselves  and  our  exhausted  ani- 
mals, at  a  spring  which  here  pOured  out  its  warm 
but  still  grateful  waters  to  the  traveller,  my  ears 
received  the  agreeable  news  that  toward  the  east 
there  could  now  be  discerned  the  dark  line  which 
indicated  our  approach  to  the  verdant  tract  that 
encompasses  the  great  city.  Our  own  excited 
spirits  were  quickly  imparted  to  our  beasts,  and  a 
more  rapid  movement  soon  revealed  into  distinct- 
ness the  high  land  and  waving  groves  of  palm  trees 
which  mark  the  sit»of  Palmyra. 

It  was  several  miles  before  we  reached  the  city, 
that  we  suddenly  iound  ourselves — landing  as  it 
were  from  a  sea  upon  an  island  or  continent — in  a 
rich.and  thickly  peopled  country.  The  roads  indi- 
cated an  approach  to  a  great  cai)ital  in  the  increas- 
ing numbers  of  those  who  thronged  them,  meet- 
ing and  passing  us,  overtaking  us,  or  crosaing  our 
path.  Elephants,  camels,  and  the  dromedary, 
which  I  had  before  seen  only  in  the  amphitheatres. 
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I  here  beheld  as  the  native  inhabitants  of  the  soiL 
Frequent  villas  of  the  rich  and  luxurious  Palmy- 
renes  to  which  they  retreat  from  the  greater  heats 
of  the  city  now  threw  a  lovely  charm  over  the  scene. 
Nolliing  can  exceed  the  splendour  of  the  sumptu- 
ous palaces.     Italy  itself  has  nothing  which  sur- 
passes them.     The  new  and  brilliant  costumes  of 
the  persons  whom  we  met,  together  with  the  rich 
housin!;?8  of  the  animals  they  rode,  served  greatly 
to  add  to  all  this  lx>auty.     I  was  still  entranced,  as 
it  were,  by  the  objects  around  me,  and  buried  in 
reflection,  when  I  was  aroused  by  the  shout  of 
those  who  led  the  caravan,  and  who  had  attained 
the  summit  of  a  little  rising  ground,  saying,  "  Pal- 
myra !  Palmyra !"    I  urged  forward  my  steed,  atid 
in  a  moment  the  most  wonderful  prospect  I  ever 
beheld — no,  I  caimot  except  even  Rome — burst 
upon  my  sight.     Flanked  by  hills  of  considerable 
elevation  on  the  east,  the  city  filled  the  whole 
plain  below  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  both 
toward  the  north  and  toward  the  south.     This  im- 
mense plain  was  all  one  vast  and  boundless  city. 
It  soemi^  to  me  to  be  larger  than  Rome.     Yet  I 
knew  very  well  that  it  could  not  be,  that  it  was  not. 
And  it  was  some  time  before  I  understood  the  true 
character  of  the  scene  before  me,  so  as  to  separate 
the  city  from  the  country  and  the  country  from  the 
city,  which  here  wonderfully  interpenetrate  each 
other  and  so  confound  and  deceive  the  observer. 
For  the  city  proper  is  so  studded  with  groups  of 
lofiy  palm  trees,  shooting  up  among  its  temples  and 
palaces,  and  on  the  other  hand,  the  plain  in  its  im- 
mediate vicinity  is  so  thickly  adorned  with  magni- 
ficont  structures  of  the  purest  marble,  that  it  is  not 
easy,  nay  it  is  impoHr«iblc  at  the  distance  at  which 
I  contemplated  the  whole,  to  distinguish  the  line 
which  divided  the  one  from  the  other.     It  was  all 
city  and  all  country,  all  country  and  all  city.  Those 
which  lay  before  me  I  was  ready  to  believe  were 
the  Elysian  Fields.     I  imagined  that  I  saw  under 
my  feet  the  dwellin:^  of  purified  men  and  of  gods. 
Certainly  they  were  too  glorious  for  the  mere  earth- 
born.     There  was  a  central  point,  however,  which 
chiefly  fixed  my  attention,  where  the  vast  Temple 
of  the  Sun  stretched  upward  its  thousand  columns 
of  poli.shed  marble  to  the  heavens,  in  its  matchless 
beauty  casting  into  the  shade  every  other  work  of 
art  of  which  the  world  can  boast.     I  have  stood  be- 
fore the  Parthenon,  and  have  almost  worshipped 
that  divine  achievement  of  the  immortal  Phidias. 
But  it  is  a  toy  by  the  side  of  this  bright  crown  of 
the  eastern  capital.     I  have  been  at  Milan,  at  Ephe- 
8US,  at  Alexandria,  at  Antioch ;  but  in  neither  of 
these  renowned  cities  have  I  beheld  any  thing  that 
I  can  allow  to  approach  in  united  extent,  grandeur, 
and  most  consummate  beauty,  this  almost  more 
than  work  of  man.     On  each  side  of  this,  the  cen- 
tral point,  there  rose  upward  slender  pyramids — 
pointed  obelisks— domes  of  the  most  graceful  pro- 
portions, columns,  arches,  and  lofty  towers,  for  num- 
ber, and  for  form,  beyond  my  power  to  describe. 
Thew  builJinsfs,  as  well  as  the  walls  of  the  city, 
being  all  eitlier  of  white  marble  or  of  some  stone 
as  wliite,  and  Iwing  everywhere  in  their  whole  ex- 
tent interspersed,  as  I  have  ahcady  said,  with  mul- 


titudes of  overshadowing  palm  trees,  perfectly  fiDed 
and  satisfied  my  sense  of  beauty,  and  made  me  fieel 
for  the  moment,  as  if  in  such  a  scene  I  should  k>ve 
to  dwell  and  there  end  my  days.  Nor  was  I  alone 
in  these  transports  of  delight.  All  my  fellow -tn* 
vellers  seemed  equally  affected :  and  from  the  Dt- 
tive  Palmyrcnes,  of  whom  there  were  many  among 
us,  the  most  impassioned  and  boastful  excUmationi 
broke  forth.  **  What  is  Rome  to  this  V*  they  cried. 
"  Fortune  is  not  constant.  Why  miy  not  Palmy- 
ra  be  what  Rome  has  been — mistress  of  the  world! 
Who  more  fit  to  rule  than  the  great  Zenobia  ?  A 
few  years  may  see  great  changes.  Who  can  Icll 
what  shall  come  to  pass  V*  The^e,  and  many  such 
sayings,  were  uttered  by  those  around  me,  a(xoa> 
panied  by  many  significant  gestures  and  glancfs 
of  the  eye.  I  thought  of  them  afterward.  VTe 
now  descended  the  hill,  and  the  long  line  of  our 
caravan  moved  on  toward  the  city. 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  PALMYR.4. 


raOM  THK  SAME. 


ArrER  one  day  of  preparation  and  one  of  atsaolt 
the  city  has  fallen,  and  Aurelian  again  entered  in 
triumph  ;  this  time  in  the  spirit  of  revenge  and  re- 
taliation. It  is  evident,  as  we  look  on,  horror-struck, 
that  no  quarter  is  given,  but  that  a  general  niaisa- 
cre  has  been  ordered,  both  of  soldier  and  citizen. 
We  can  behold  whole  herds  of  the  dcfenccleia  jk)- 
pulace  escaping  from  the  gates  or  over  the  walls, 
only  to  be  pursued — hunted — and  slaughtered  by 
the  remorseless  soldiers.  And  thousands  apon 
thousands  have  we  seen  driven  over  the  walls,  or 
hurled  from  the  battlements  of  the  lofty  towers  to 
perish,  dashed  upon  the  rocks  below. 

No  sooner  had  the  evening  of  this  fatal  day  set 
in,  than  a  new  scene  of  terrific  subUmity  opened 
before  us,  as  we  beheld  flames  beginning  to  ascend 
from  every  part  of  the  city.  They  grew  and  spmd 
till  they  presently  appeared  to  wrap  all  objects  alike 
in  one  vast  sheet  of  fire.  Towers,  pinnacles  tsd 
domes,  after  glittering  awhile  in  the  fierce  Uue, 
one  after  another  fell  and  disappeared  in  the  general 
ruin.  The  Temple  of  the  Sun  stood  long  nn- 
touched,  shining  almost  with  the  brightness  of  the 
sun  itself,  its  polished  shafts  and  sides  reflecting 
the  surrounding  fires  with  an  intense  brilliancj. 
We  hoped  that  it  might  escape,  and  wen  certain 
that  it  would,  unless  fired  from  within — as  firom 
its  insulated  position  the  flames  from  the  neigh- 
bouring buildings  could  not  reach  it.  But  we 
watched  not  long  ere  from  its  western  extremity 
the  fire  broke  forth,  and  warned  us  that  that  peer- 
less monument  of  human  genius,  like  all  else,  wodd 
soon  crumble  to  the  ground.  To  our  aroaiement 
however  and  joy,  the  flames,  after  having  made 
great  progress,  were  suddenly  arrested,  and  hy 
some  cause  extinguished ;  and  the  vast  pile  rtood 
towering  in  the  centre  of  the  desolation,  of  donble 
size  as  it  seemed,  from  the  fall  and  disappearanos 

of  so  many  of  the  surrounding  structures. 

*  On  the  third  day  after  the  capture  of  the  dtj 
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and  the  massacre  of  the  inhabitants,  the  army  of 
the  **  conqueror  and  destroyer*'  withdrew  from  the 
scene  of  its  glory,  and  again  disappeared  beyond 
the  desert  I  sought  not  the  presence  of  Aureiian 
while  before  the  city,  for  I  cared  not  to  meet  him 
drenched  in  the  blood  of  women  and  children. 
But  as  soon  as  he  and  his  legions  were  departed, 
we  turned  toward  the  city,  as  children  to  visit  the 
dead  body  of  a  parent. 

No  language  which  I  can  use  can  give  you  any 
just  conception  of  the  horrors  which  met  our  view 
on  the  way  to  the  walls  and  in  the  city  itself.  For 
more  than  a  mile  before  we  reached  the  gates,  the 
roads  and  the  fields,  on  either  hand,  were  strewed 
with  the  bodies  of  those  who,  in  their  attempts  to 
escape,  hod  been  overtaken  by  the  enemy  and  slain. 
Many  a  group  of  bodies  did  we  notice,  evidently 
those  of  a  family,  the  parents  and  the  children, 
who,  hoping  to  reach  in  company  some  place  of 
security,  had  all — and  without  resistance  apparent- 
ly— fallen  a  sacrifice  to  the  relentless  fury  of  their 
pursuers.  Immediately  in  the  vicinity  of  the  walls 
and  under  them  the  earth  was  concealed  from  the 
eye  by  the  multitudes  of  the  slain,  and  all  objects 
were  stained  with  the  one  hue  of  blood.  Upon 
pas^ng  the  gates  and  entering  within  those  walls 
which  I  had  been  accustomed  to  regard  as  embrac- 
ing in  their  wide  and  graceful  sweep  the  most 
beautiful  city  of  the  world,  my  eye  met  naught  but 
black  and  smoking  ruins,  fallen  houses  and  tem- 
ples, the  streets  choked  with  piles  of  still  blazing 
timbers  and  the  half-burned  bodies  of  the  dead.  As 
I  penetrated  &rther  into  the  heart  of  the  city,  and 
to  its  better  built  and  more  spacious  quarters,  I 
found  the  destruction  to  be  less — that  the  principal 
streets  were  standing,  and  many  of  the  more  dis- 
tinguished structures.  But  everywhere — in  the 
streets — upon  the  porticoes  of  private  and  public 
dwellings — upon  the  steps  and  within  the  very 
walls  of  the  temples  of  every  faith — in  all  places, 
the  most  sacred  as  well  as  the  most  common,  lay 
the  mangled  carcasses  of  the  wretched  inhabitants. 
None  apparently  had  been  spared.  The  aged  were 
there,  with  their  bald  or  silvered  heads — little  chil- 
dren and  infants — women,  the  young,  the  beauti- 
ful, the  good — all  were  there,  slaughtered  in  every 
imaginable  way,  and  presenting  to  the  eye  specta- 
cles of  horror  and  of  grief  enough  to  break  the 
heart  and  craze  the  braui.  For  one  could  not  but 
go  back  to  the  day  and  the  hour  when  they  died, 
and  sufler  with  these  innocent  thousands  a  part  of 
what  they  suffered,  when  the  gates  of  the  city  giv- 
ing way,  the  infuriated  soldiery  poured  in,  and 
with  death  written  in  their  faces  and  clamouring  on 
their  tongues,  their  quiet  houses  were  invaded,  and 
resisting  or  unresisting,  they  ^l  fell  together  be- 
neath the  murderous  knives  of  the  savage  foe. 
What  shrieks  then  rent  and  filled  the  air — what 
prayers  of  agony  went  up  to  the  gods  for  life  to 
those  whose  ears  on  mercy's  side  were  adders' — 
what  piercing  supplications  that  life  might  be  taken 
and  honour  spared !  The  apartments  of  the  rich 
and  the  noble  presented  the  most  harrowing  spec- 
tacles, where  the  inmates,  delicately  nurtured,  and 
knowing  of  danger,  evil  and  wrong,  only  by  name 
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and  report,  had  first  endured  all  that  nature  most 
abhors,  and  then,  there  where  their  souls  had  died, 
were  slain  by  their  brutal  violators  with  every  cir- 
cumstance of  most  demoniac  cruelty.  Happy  for 
those  who,  like  Gracchus,  foresaw  the  tempest  and 
fied.  These  calamities  have  fallen  chiefly  upon 
the  adherents  of  Antiochus;  but  among  them, 
alas !  were  some  of  the  noblest  and  most  honoured 
families  of  the  capital.  Their  bodies  now  lie  black- 
ened and  bloated  upon   their  door-stones — their 

own  halls  have  become  their  tombs 

The  silence  of  death  and  of  ruin  rests  over  this 
once  and  but  so  lately  populous  city.  As  I  stood 
upon  a  high  point  which  overlooked  a  large  ex- 
tent of  it,  I  could  discern  no  signs  of  life,  except 
here  and  there  a  detachment  of  the  Roman  guard 
dragging  forth  the  bodies  of  the  slaughtered  citi- 
zens, and  bearing  them  to  be  burned  or  buried. 
This  whole  people  is  extinct  In  a  single  day 
these  hundred  thousands  have  found  a  common 
grave.  Not  one  remains  to  bewail  or  bury  the 
dead.  Where  are  the  anxious  crowds,  who,  when 
their  dwellings  have  been  burned,  eagerly  rush  in 
as  the  flames  have  spent  themselves  to  sorrow  over 
their  smoking  altars,  and  pry  with  busy  search 
among  the  hot  ashes,  if  perchance  they  may  yet 
rescue  some  lamented  treasure,  or  bear  away  at 
least  the  bones  of  a  parent  or  a  child,  buried  be- 
neath  the  ruins  ?  They  are  not  here.  It  is  broad 
day,  and  the  sun  shines  bright,  but  not  a  living 
form  is  seen  lingering  about  these  desolated  streets 
and  squares.  Birds  of  prey  are  already  hovering 
round,  and  alighting  without  apprehension  of 
disturbance  wherever  the  banquet  invites  them; 
and  soon  as  the  shadows  of  evening  shall  fall,  the 
hyena  of  the  desert  will  be  here  to  gorge  himself 
upon  what  they  have  left,  having  scented  afar  of)' 
upon  the  tainted  breeze  the  fumes  of  the  rich  feast 
here  spread  for  him.  These  Roman  grave-diggers 
from  thQ  legion  of  B^ssus,  are  alone  upon  the 
ground  to  contend  with  them  for  their  prize.  O, 
miserable  condition  of  humanity  !  Why  is  it  that 
to  man  have  been  given  passions  which  he  cannot 
tame,  and  which  sink  him  below  the  brute !  Why 
is  it  that  a  few  ambitious  are  permitted  by  the 
Great  Ruler,  in  the  selfish  pursuit  of  their  own 
aggrandizement,  to  scatter  in  ruin,  desolation,  and 
deaths  whole  kingdoms — making  misery  and  de- 
struction the  steps  by  which  tliey  mount  up  to 
their  seats  of  pride !  O,  gentle  doctrine  of  Christ! 
doctrine  of  love  and  of  peace,  when  shall  it  be  that 
I  and  all  mankind  shall  know  thy  truth,  and  the 
world  smile  with  a  new  happiness  under  thy  life- 
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DEDICATION  OF  THE  TEMPLE  OF  THE 

SUN. 

FBOM  PBOBUS. 


Vast  preparations  had  been  making  for  the  de- 
dication for  many  days  or  even  months  preceding, 
and  the  day  arose  upon  a  city  full  of  expectation 
of  the  shows,  ceremonies  and  gamrs  that  were  to 
reward  their  long  and  patient  waiting.     For  the 
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season  of  the  year  the  day  was  hot,  unnaturally  so; 
and  the  sky  filled  with  those  massive  clouds,  piled 
like  mountains  of  snow  one  upon  another,  which, 
while  they  both  please  the  eye  by  their  forms  and 
veil  the  fierce  splendours  of  the  sun  as  they  now 
and  then  sail  across  his  face,  at  the  same  time  por- 
tend wind  and  storm.  All  Rome  was  early  astir. 
It  was  ushered  in  by  the  criers  traversing  the  streets 
and  proclaiming  the  rites  and  spectacles  of  the  day, 
what  they  were  and  where  to  be  witnessed,  followed 
by  troops  of  boys  imitating  in  their  grotesque  way 
the  pompous  declarations  of  the  men  of  authority, 
not  unfrequently  drawing  down  upon  their  heads  the 
curses  and  the  batons  of  the  insulted  dignitaries 

At  the  appointed  hour  we  were  at  the  palace  of 
Aurelian  on  the  Palatine,  where  a  procession,  pomp- 
ous as  art  and  rank  and  numbers  could  make  it, 
was  formed,  to  move  thence  by  a  winding  and  dis- 
tant route  to  the  temple  near  the  foot  of  the  Quiri- 
nal.  Julia  repaired  with  Portia  to  a  place  of  ob- 
servation near  the  temple — I  to  the  palace  to  join 
the  company  of  the  emperor.  Of  the  gorgeous 
magnificence  of  the  procession  I  shall  tell  you  no- 
thing. It  was  in  extent  and  variety  of  pomp  and 
costliness  of  decoration,  a  copy  of  that  of  the  late 
triumph,  and  went  even  beyond  the  captivating 
splendour  of  the  example.  Roman  music — which 
is  not  that  of  Palmyra — lent  such  charms  as  it  could 
to  our  passage  through  the  streets  to  the  temple, 
from  a  thousand  performers. 

As  we  drew  near  to  the  lofty  fabric,  I  thought 
that  no  scene  of  such  various  beauty  and  magnifi- 
cence had  ever  met  my  eye.  The  temple  itself  is 
a  work  of  unrivalled  art  In  size  it  surpasses  any 
other  building  of  the  same  kind  in  Rome,  and  for 
the  excellence  in  workmanship  and  purity  of  de- 
sign, although  it  may  fall  below  the  standard  of 
Hadrian's  age,  yet  for  a  certain  air  of  grandeur  and 
luxuriance  of  invention  in  its  details,  and  lavish 
profusion  of  embellishment  in  gold  and  silver,  no 
temple  or  other  edifice  of  any  preceding  age  ever 
perhaps  reacmbled  it.  Its  order  is  the  Corinthian, 
of  the  Roman  form,  and  the  entire  building  is  sur- 
rounded by  its  slender  columns,  each  composed  of  a 
single  piece  of  marble.  Upon  the  front  is  wrought 
Apollo  surrounded  by  the  Hours.  The  western 
extremity  is  approached  by  a  flight  of  steps  of  the 
same  breadth  as  the  temple  it^lf.  At  the  eastern 
there  extends  beyond  the  walls  to  a  distance  equal 
to  the  length  of  the  building  a  marble  platform, 
upon  which  stands  the  altar  of  sacrifice,  and  which 
is  ascended  by  various  flights  of  steps,  some  little 
more  than  a  gently  rising  plain,  up  which  the  beasts 
are  led  that  are  destined  to  the  altar. 

When  this  vast  extent  of  wall  and  column  of  the 
most  dazzling  brightness  came  into  view,  ever}  where 
covered,  together  with  the  surrounding  temples,  pa- 
laces and  theatres,  with  a  dense  mass  of  human  be- 
ings, of  all  climes  and  regions,  dressed  out  in  their 
richest  attire — music  from  innumerable  instruments 
filling  the  heavens  with  harmony — shouts  of  the 
proud  and  excited  populace  every  few  moments  and 
from  different  points,  as  Aurelian  advanced,  shak- 
ing the  air  with  its  thrilling  din — the  neighing  of 
horses,  the  frequent  blasts  of  the  trumpet — the 


whole  made  more  solemnly  imposing  by  the  vaat 
masses  of  cloud  which  swept  over  the  sky,  now 
suddenly  unveiling  and  again  eclipsing  the  ran,  the 
great  god  of  this  idolatry,  and  from  which  few  oooid 
withdraw  their  gaze ; — when  at  once  this  all  broke 
upon  my  eye  and  ear,  I  was  like  a  child  who  befiore 
had  never  seen  aught  but  his  own  village  and  hit 
own  rural  temple,  in  the  cflect  wrought  up>on  me, 
and  the  passiveness  with  which  I  abandoned  mysdf 
to  the  sway  of  the  senses.  Not  one  there  was  oiore 
ravished  by  the  outward  circumstance  and  show. 
I  thought  of  Rome's  thousand  years,  of  her  power, 
her  greatness  and  universal  empire,  and  for  a  mo* 
ment  my  step  was  not  less  proud  than  that  of  Au- 
relian. But  after  that  moment — when  the  senses 
had  had  their  fill,  when  the  eye  had  seen  the  glory, 
and  the  ear  had  fed  upon  the  harmony  and  the 
praise,  then  I  thought  and  felt  very  diflferently ;  sor- 
row and  compassion  for  these  gay  multitudes  were 
at  my  heart ;  prophetic  forebodings  of  disaster,  dan- 
ger, and  ruin  to  those  to  whose  sacred  cause  I  had 
hnked  myself,  made  my  tongue  to  falter  in  its 
speech  and  my  limbs  to  tremble.  I  thought  that 
the  superstition  that  was  upheld  by  the  wealth  utd 
the  power,  whose  manifestations  were  before  me, 
had  its  roots  in  the  very  centre  of  the  earth — ^£&r 
too  deep  down  for  a  few  like  myself  ever  to  reach 
them.  I  was  like  one  whose  last  hope  of  li&  and 
escape  is  suddenly  struck  away. 

I  was  roused  from  these  m^itations  bv  oar  ar- 
rival  at  the  eastern  front  of  the  temple.  Between 
the  two  central  columns,  on  a  throne  of  gold  and 
ivory,  sat  the  emperor  of  the  world,  surrounded  by 
the  senate,  the  colleges  of  augurs  and  haruspices, 
and  by  the  priests  of  the  various  temples  of  the  ca- 
pital, all  in  their  peculiar  costume.  Then  Frcuito, 
the  priest  of  the  temple,  when  the  crier  had  pro- 
claimed that  the  hour  of  worship  and  sacrifice  had 
come,  and  had  commanded  silence  to  be  observed 
— standing  at  the  altar,  glittering  in  his  white  aod 
golden  robes  like  a  messenger  of  light — bared  bis 
head,  and  lifting  his  face  up  toward  Uie  sun,  ofieied 
in  clear  and  sounding  tones  the  prayers  of  dedica- 
tion. As  he  came  toward  the  close  of  his  prayer, 
he,  as  is  so  usual,  with  loud  and  almost  frantic 
cries  and  importunate  repetition,  called  upon  the 
god  to  hear  him,  and  then  with  appro|niate  namef 
and  praises  invoked  the  Father  of  gods  and  men  to 
bo  present  and  hear.  Just  as  he  had  thus  solemn- 
ly invoked  Jupiter  by  name,  and  was  about  to  call 
upon  the  other  gods  in  the  same  manner,  the  clouds, 
which  had  been  deepening  and  darkening,  sudden- 
ly obscured  the  sun  ;  a  distant  peal  of  thunder  roll- 
ed along  the  heavens,  and  at  the  some  moment  fivm 
the  dark  recesses  of  the  temple  a  voice  of  preter- 
natural power  came  forth,  proclaiming  so  that  the 
whole  multitude  heard  the  words — "God  is  bat 
one ;  the  king  eternal,  immortal,  invisible.*'  It  is 
impossible  to  describe  the  horror  that  seized  those 
multitudes.  Many  cried  out  with  fear,  and  each 
seemed  to  shrink  behind  the  otiier.  Paleness  sst 
upon  every  face.  The  priest  paused  as  if  strudL 
by  a  power  from  above.  Even  the  brazen  Pronto 
was  appalled.  Aurehan  leaped  from  his  seat,  and 
by  his  countenance,  white  and  awe-struck,  showed 
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that  to  him  it  came  as  a  voice  from  the  gods.  He 
spoke  not,  bat  stood  gazing  at  the  dark  entrance 
into  the  temple  from  which  the  sound  had  come. 
Fronto  hastily  approached  him,  and  whispering  but 
one  word  as  it  were  into  his  ear,  the  emperor 
started ;  the  spell  that  bound  him  was  dissolved ; 
and  recovenng  himself— making  indeed  as  though 
a  very  different  feehng  had  possessed  him — cried 
out  in  fierce  tones  to  his  guards: 

**  Search  the  temple ;  some  miscreant  hid  away 
among  the  columns  profanes  thus  the  worship  and 
the  place.  Sieze  him  and  drag  hun  forth  to  instant 
death." 

The  guards  of  the  emperor  and  the  servants  of 
the  temple  rushed  in  at  that  bidding  and  searched 
in  every  part  the  interior  of  the  building.  They 
soon  emerged,  saying  that  the  search  was  fruitless. 
The  temple  in  all  its  aisles  and  apartments  was 
empty. 

The  ceremonies,  quiet  being  again  restored,  then 
wcDl  on.  Twelve  bulls,  of  purest  white  and  of  per- 
fect forms,  their  horns  bound  about  with  fillets,  were 
now  led  by  the  servants  of  the  temple  up  the  mar- 
ble steps  to  the  front  of  the  altar,  where  stood 
the  cultrarii  and  haruspices,  ready  to  slay  them  and 
fxarajne  their  entrails.  The  omens  as  gathered 
by  the  eyes  of  all  from  the  fierce  strugglings  and 
bellowings  of  the  animals  as  they  were  led  toward 
the  place  of  sacrifice — some  even  escaping  from  the 
hands  of  those  who  had  the  management  of  them 
— and  from  the  violent  and  convulsive  throes  of 
others  as  the  blow  fell  upon  their  heads,  or  the 
knife  severed  their  throats,  were  of  the  darkest  cha- 
racter, anil  brought  a  deep  gloom  upon  the  brow 
of  the  emperor.  The  report  of  the  haruspices  upon 
examination  of  the  entrails  was  little  calculated  to 
remove  that  gloom.  It  was  for  the  most  part  un- 
favourable. Especially  appalling  was  the  sight  of 
a  hciirt  so  lean  and  withered  that  it  scarce  seemed 
possible  it  should  ever  have  formed  a  part  of  a  liv- 
ing animal.  But  more  harrowing  than  all  was  the 
voice  of  Fronto,  who  prying  with  the  haruspices 
into  the  smoking  carcass  of  one  of  the  slaughtered 
bulls,  suddenly  cried  out  with  horror  that  <«no 
heart  was  to  be  found." 

The  emperor,  hardly  to  be  restrained  by  those 
near  him  from  some  expression  of  anger,  ordered 
a  more  diligent  search  to  be  made. 

**  It  i«  not  in  nature  that  such  a  thinq:  should  be," 
he  said.  *«  Men  are,  in  truth,  sometimes  without 
hearts ;  but  brutes,  as  I  think,  never.*' 

The  report  was  however  confidently  confirmed. 
Fronto  himself  approached,  and  said  that  his  eye 
had  from  the  first  been  upon  the  beast,  and  the 
exact  truth  had  been  stated. 

The  carcasses,  such  parts  as  were  for  the  fiames, 
were  then  laid  upon  the  vast  altar,  and  the  fiames 
of  Che  sacrifice  ascended. 

The  heavens  were  again  obscured  by  thick  clouds, 
which,  accumulating  into  dark  masses,  began  now 
nearer  and  nearer  to  shoot  forth  lightning  and  roll 
their  thunders.     The  priest  commenced  the  last 


office,  prayer  to  the  god  to  whom  the  new  temple 
had  been  thus  solemnly  consecrated.  He  again 
bowed  his  head,  and  again  lifted  up  his  voice.  But 
no  sooner  had  he  invoked  the  god  of  the  temple 
and  besought  his  ear,  than  again  from  its  dark  in- 
terior the  same  awful  sounds  issued  forth,  this  time 
saying  *<  Thy  gods,  O  Rome,  are  false  and  lying 
gods.     God  is  but  one." 

Aurelian,  pale  as  it  seemed  to  roe  with  super* 
stitious  fear,  strove  to  shake  it  off,  giving  it  artfully 
and  with  violence  the  appearance  of  offended  dig- 
nity. His  voice  was  a  shriek  rather  than  a  human 
utterance,  as  he  cried  out, 

<*This  is  but  a  Christian  device;  search  the 
temple  till  the  accursed  Nazarene  be  found,  and 
hew  him  piecemeal — "  more  he  would  have  said, 
but  at  the  insUint  a  bolt  of  lightning  shot  from  the 
heavens,  and  lighting  upon  a  largo  sycamore  which 
shaded  a  part  of  the  temple  court,  clove  it  in  twain. 
The  swollen  cloud  at  the  same  moment  burst,  and 
a  deluge  of  rain  poured  upon  the  city,  the  temple, 
the  gazing  multitudes,  and  the  just  kindled  altars. 
The  sacred  fires  went  out  in  hissing  and  darkness; 
a  tempest  of  wind  whirled  the  limbs  of  the  slaugh- 
tered victims  into  the  air,  and  abroad  over  tlie 
neighbouring  streets.  All  was  confusion,  uproar, 
terror  and  dismay.  The  crowds  sought  safety  in 
the  houses  of  the  nearest  inhabitants,  and  the 
porches  of  the  palaces.  Aurelian  and  the  senators, 
and  those  nearest  him,  ficd  to  the  interior  of  the 
temple.  The  heavens  blazed  with  the  quick  flash- 
ing of  the  lightning,  and  the  temple  itself  seemed 
to  rock  beneath  the  voice  of  the  thunder.  I  never 
knew  in  Rome  so  terrific  a  tempest.  The  stoutest 
trembled,  for  life  hung  by  a  thread.  Great  num- 
bers, it  has  now  been  found,  in  every  part  of  the 
capitol,  fell*  a  prey  to  the  fiery  bolts.  The  capitol 
itself  was  struck,  and  the  brass  statue  of  Vespasian 
in  the  forum  thrown  down  and  partly  melted.  The 
Tiber  in  a  few  hours  overran  its  banks,  and  laid 
much  of  the  city  on  its  borders  under  water. 

But  ere  long  tlie  storm  was  over.  The  retreat- 
ing clouds,  but  still  sullenly  muttering  in  the  dis- 
tance as  they  rolled  away,  were  gaily  lighted  up  by 
the  sun,  which  again  shone  forth  in  his  splendour. 
The  scattered  limbs  of  the  victims  were  collected  and 
again  laid  upon  the  altar.  Dry  wood  being  brought, 
the  fiames  quickly  shot  upward  and  consumed  to 
the  last  joint  and  bone  the  sacred  offerings.  Fronto 
once  more  stood  before  the  altar,  and  now,  unin- 
terrupted, performed  tlie  last  office  of  the  ceremony. 
Then  around  the  tables  spread  within  the  temple 
to  the  horiuur  of  the  gods,  feasting  upon  the  luxu- 
ries contributed  by  every  quarter  of  the  earth,  and 
filling  high  with  wine,  the  adverse  omens  of  the 
day  were  by  most  forgotten.  But  not  by  Aure- 
lian. No  smile  was  seen  to  light  up  his  dark 
countenance.  The  jests  of  Varus  and  the  wisdom 
of  Porphyrins  alike  failed  to  reach  him.  Wrap- 
ped up  in  his  own  thoughts,  he  brooded  gloomily 
over  what  had  happened,  and  strove  to  read  the 
interpretation  of  portents  so  unusual  and  alarming. 
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Mb.  Bancroft  was  born  in  Worcester,  Mas- 
sachusetts, in  the  year  1800.  His  father,  the 
Reverend  Aaron  Bancroft,  D.  D.,  who  died  at 
an  advanced  age  in  1839,  after  having  been  for 
more  than  half  a  century  mioister  of  a  Con- 
gregational church  in  that  town,  was  a  theolo- 
gical and  historical  writer  of  some  reputation, 
and  was  eminently  distinguished  for  the  libe- 
rality of  his  views,  the  kindness  of  his  manners, 
and  the  spotless  purity  of  his  character.  His 
Life  of  Washington,  of  which  many  editions 
have  been  published,  appeared  originally  in 
1807,  and  his  devotion  to  American  history  at 
tliis  period  doubtless  had  «ome  influence  in 
kindling  that  intellectual  passion  in  his  son 
which  has  since  produced  such  honourable 
fruits. 

At  the  early  age  of  thirteen  Mr.  Bancroft 
entered  Harvard  College,  where  he  graduated 
in  1817,  with  the  first  honours  of  his  class. 
He  had  determined  to  study  theology,  and  his 
essay  on  this  occasion,  for  which  he  received 
from  the  corporation  one  of  the  Bowdoin  prizes, 
was  on  the  Use  and  Necessity  of  Revelation. 
In  the  following  year,  he  went  to  Germany, 
and  devoted  himself  two  years  to  the  study  of 
history  and  philologry,  under  Professor  Heo 
ren,  at  Gottingen,  where  he  received  the  de- 
gree of  Doctor  of  Philosophy.  He  then  went 
to  Berlin,  where  he  cultivated  the  society  of 
learned  men,  .(among  others  of  Varnhagen  von 
Ense,  one  of  the  roost  brilliant  of  contempora- 
ry German  authors,)  and  next  to  Heidelberg, 
where  he  became  acquainted  with  Schlosscr, 
the  first  of  German  historians,  who  awakened 
his  taste  for  history.  Before  his  return  he  also 
visited  Italy  and  France,  and  stayed  a  short 
time  in  London. 

He  had  not  entirely  abandoned  his  design 
of  entering  the  ministry.  Indeed  he  preached 
a  few  times,  in  a  manner  that  induced  predic- 
tions that  he  would  greatly  distinguish  him- 
self in  the  pulpit.  But  ho  was  disposed  to 
devote  himself  to  literature  and  learning,  and 
cherished  dreams  of  successful  authorship. 
His  first  book  was  a  small  collection  of  Poems, 
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chiefly  illustrative  of  his  experiences  and  ob- 
servations abroad,  which  appeared  in  1823.  la 
the  following  year  he  gave  the  public  his  trant- 
lation  of  the  Reflections  on  the  Politics  of  An- 
cient Greece,  by  Professor  Heeren,  with  whom, 
at  Gottingen,  he  had  been  accustomed  to  live 
on  terms  of  intimacy,  and  soon  after,  he  opeoed 
the  Round  Hill  School,  at  Northampton,  and 
devoted  himself  assiduously  to  teaching.  Here 
he  translated  several  books  on  the  study  of  the 
ancient  languages,  from  the  German,  and  in 
1828,  Heeren*s  histories  of  the  States  of  An- 
tiquity, and  of  the  Political  System  of  Eorcpe 
and  its  Colonies,  from  the  Discovery  of  Ame- 
rica to  the  Independence  of  the  American  Con- 
tinent. These  versions  demanded  and  evinced 
not  only  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  German 
language,  but  a  wide  range  of  classical  and  ge- 
neral learning. 

He  now  began  to  give  more  and  more  atten- 
tion to  politics.  At  first  he  was  a  whig,  but 
during  his  residence  at  Northampton  he  went 
over  to  the  Democracy,  and  in  an  article  in  the 
Boston  Quarterly  Review,  on  the  Progress  of 
Civilization,  attempted  to  show  that  the  na- 
tural association  of  men  of  letters  is  with  that 
party. 

In  1834  Mr.  Bancroft  published  the  first  vo- 
lume of  his  History  of  the  Colonization  of  the 
United  States,  which  was  everywhere  received 
with  the  liveliest  applause.  The  reputation 
which  he  acquired  by  this  and  other  litenuy 
labours,  and  the  ability  he  exhibited  as  a  po- 
litician, commended  him  to  the  notice  of  the 
dispensers  of  place  and  patronage  of  Wash- 
ington, and  he  was  appointed  to  the  lucrative 
post  of  Collector  of  the  Customs  at  Boston. 
His  ofiTicial  duties  did  not  divert  him  from  his 
studies,  and  in  1837  he  gave  to  the  press  the 
second  and  in  1840  the  third  volume  of  his 
History,  completing  the  first  part  of  it,  and 
introducing,  as  a  youthful  surveyor  in  the  8e^ 
vice  of  Virginia,  the  hero  of  the  second ,  which 
is  to  embrace  the  period  and  appear  under  the 
title  of  The  History  of  the  Revolution. 

On  the  election  of  General  Harrison  to  the 
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Presidency  Mr.  Bancroft  was  superseded  as 
Collector  of  Boston,  but  the  democrats  came 
into  power  again  in  1844,  and  he  was  then 
called  into  the  Cabinet,  as  Secretary  of  the 
Navy.  Here  he  was  a  bold  and  fearless  re- 
former, in  a  department  in  which  much  reform 
was  needed,  and  though  many  of  his  recom- 
mendations respecting  the  Navy  were  not 
adopted,  for  reasons  quite  independent  of  their 
inherent  character,  no  minister  has  exerted  a 
more  powerful  or  advantageous  influence  upon 
this  branch  of  the  public  service.*  He  re- 
signed his  place  in  the  cabinet  in  September, 
1846,  was  immediately  after  appointed  Minis- 
ter Plenipotentiary  to  Great  Britain,  and  in  the 
month  of  October  arrived  in  London,  where  he 
is  at  Uiis  time  residing. 

Mr.  Bancroft's  History  of  the  United  States 
is  one  of  the  great  works  of  the  present  age, 
stamped  more  plainly  with  its  essential  cha- 
racter than  any  other  of  a  similar  sort  that  has 
been  written.  The  subject  of  the  birth  and 
early  experiences  of  a  radically  new  and  tho- 
roughly independent  nation,  has  a  deep  philo- 
sophical interest,  which  to  the  historian  is  in 
stead  of  that  dramatic  attraction  of  which  the 
few  incidents  in  the  progress  of  many  small 
communities,  scattered  over  a  continent,  inde- 
pendent of  each  other,  and  all  dependent  on  a 
foreign  power,  are  necessarily  destitute.  This 
Mr.  Bancroft  perceives,  and  entering  deeply 
into  the  spirit  of  the  times,  he  becomes  insen- 
sibly the  advocate  of  the  cause  of  freedom, 
which  invalidates  his  testimony.  He  suffers 
too  much  **  his  passion  to  instruct  his  reason." 
He  is  more  mastered  by  his  subject  than  him- 
self master  of  it.  Liberty  with  him  is  not  the 
result  of  an  analytical  process,  but  the  basis 
of  his  work,  and  he  builds  upon  it  syntheti- 
cally. 

When  Mr.  Bancroft  commenced  his  labours, 
the  very  valuable  but  incomplete  history  by 
Judge  Marshall  was  the  only  work  on  the 
subject  by  a  native  author  that  was  deserving 
of  much  praise.  Grahame's  faithful  history 
of  the  Colonization,  and  the  brilliant  account 
of  the  Revolution  by  Botta,  were  acknow- 
ledged to  be  the  best  histories  of  the  country 
for  their  respective  periods.  This  fact  alone 
was  sufficient  to  guide  an  American  historian 

•Among  many  rhings  for  which  the  country  is  indebted 
to  .Mr.  i^&ncruii  ibe  n^ccreiary,  are  the  ISuuiicuI  School 
of  Alexttudr.a  and  the  AHtionouiical  Observatory  ol' 
VVashiiJiQ^ioa. 


in  the  choice  of  his  theme,  had  he  been  less 
deeply  imbued  than  Mr.  Bancroft  with  the 
principles  which  our  history  illustrates. — 
Whatever  may  be  the  merit  of  some  of  Mr. 
Bancroft's  opinions,  there  are  in  the  volumes 
he  has  published  no  signs  of  a  superficial  study 
of  events.  His  narrative  is  based  on  contem- 
porary documents,  and  he  has  shown  remark- 
able patience  in  collecting,  and  in  assorting, 
comparing  and  arranging  them.  In  this  respect 
his  work  is  singularly  faithful. 

In  regard  to  the  characters  and  adventures 
of  many  of  the  early  discoverers,  the  princi- 
ples and  policies  of  the  founders  of  several  of 
the  states,  and  the  peculiarities  and  influences 
of  the  various  classes  of  colonists,  the  details 
are  full  and  the  reflections  eminently  philoso- 
phical. The  languages,  religions,  and  rural 
and  warlike  customs  of  the  Indians,  are  also 
treated  in  a  manner  that  evinces  much  research 
and  ingenuity. 

Mr.  Baiicroft*s  style  is  elaborate,  scholarly, 
and  forcible,  though  sometimes  not  without  a 
visible  effort  at  eloquence,  and  there  is  occa- 
sionally a  dignity  of  phrase  that  is  not  in  keep- 
ing with  the  subject  matter.  It  lacks  the  de- 
lightful ease  and  uniform  proportion  which 
mark  the  diction  of  Prescott. 

He  is  evidently  sincere  in  the  principles  he 
advocates,  though  in  a  few  points  of  minor  im- 
portance he  has  evinced  some  unsteadiness  of 
conviction.  Altogether  his  work  is  equal  to  its 
great  reputation  in  general  ability,  research  and 
originality,  and  it  is  eminently  American,  in 
the  best  sense  of  that  word  as  used  in  regard 
to  literature. 

Mr.  Bancroft's  History  has  been  translated 
into  several  foreign  languages,  and  the  Ger- 
man version  recently  passed  to  a  fourth  edi- 
tion. It  has  heen  republished  in  its  original 
language  in  London  and  Paris. 

The  fourth  and  fifth  volumes  of  the  History 
of  the  United  States,  being  the  first  and  second 
volumes  of  the  History  of  the  Revolution,  I 
believe  are  now  stereotyped,  and  will  be  pub- 
lished as  soon  as  Mr.  Bancroft  is  relieved  from 
his  public  duties. 

Besides  the  works  of  Mr.  Bancroft  which  I 
have  mentioned,  he  has  published  an  abridge- 
ment of  his  History  of  the  Colonization  of 
the  United  States,  several  orations,  and  a  few 
articles  in  the  North  American  and  Boston 
Quarterly  Reviews. 
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FBOM  THX  HDTORT  OW  THS  mnTXD  WtXTMB. 


YiRoiNiA  had  long  been  the  home  of  its  inha- 
bitants. « Among  many  other  blessings/'  said 
their  statute-book,  **  God  Abnighty  hath  Touchsaf^ftd 
increase  of  children  to  this  colony ;  who  are  now 
multiplied  to  a  considerable  number  ,**  and  the  huts 
in  the  wilderness  were  as  full  as  the  birds-nests  of 
the  woods. 

The  genial  climate  and  transparent  atmosphere 
delighted  those  who  had  come  from  the  denser  air 
of  England.  Every  object  in  nature  was  new  and 
wonderful.  The  loud  and  frequent  thunder-storms 
were  phenomena  that  had  been  rarely  witnessed  in 
the  colder  summers  of  the  north ;  the  forests,  ma- 
jestic in  their  growth,  and  free  from  underwood, 
deserved  admiration  for  their  unrivalled  magnifi- 
cence ;  the  purling  streams  and  the  frequent  rivers, 
flowing  between  alluvial  banks,  quickened  the  ever- 
pregnant  soil  into  an  unwearied  fertility  ;  the  strang- 
est and  the  most  delicate  flowers  grew  familiarly  in 
the  fields ;  the  woods  were  replenished  with  sweet 
barks  and  odours ;  the  gardens  matured  the  fruits 
of  Europe,  of  which  the  growth  was  invigorated 
and  the  flavour  improved  by  the  activity  of  the  vir- 
gin mould.  Especially  the  birds,  with  their  gay 
plumage  and  varied  melodies,  inspired  delight; 
every  traveller  expressed  his  pleasure  in  listening 
to  the  mocking-bird,  which  carolled  a  thousand  se- 
veral tunes,  imitating  and  excelling  the  notes  of  all 
its  rivals.  The  humming-bird,  so  brilliant  in  its 
plumage  and  so  delicate  in  its  form,  quick  in  mo- 
tion yet  not  fearing  the  presence  of  man,  haunting 
about  the  flowers  like  the  bee  gathering  honey,  re- 
bounding from  the  blossoms  into  which  it  dips 
its  bill,  and  as  soon  returning  **  to  renew  its  many 
addresses  to  its  delightful  objects,"  was  ever  admired 
as  the  smallest  and  the  most  beautiful  of  the  fea- 
thered race.  The  rattle-snake,  with  the  terrors  of  its 
alarms  and  the  power  of  its  venom ;  the  opossum, 
soon  to  become  as  celebrated  for  the  care  of  its  ofi^ 
spring  as  the  fabled  pelican ;  the  noisy  frog,  boom- 
ing from  the  shallows  like  the  English  bittern ;  the 
flying-squirrel ;  the  myriads  of  pigeons,  darkening 
the  air  with  the  immensity  of  their  flocks,  and,  as 
men  believed, breaking  with  their  weight  the  boughs 
of  trees  on  which  they  alighted, — ^were  all  honoured 
with  frequent  commemoration  and  became  the  sub- 
jects of  the  strangest  tales.  The  concurrent  rela- 
tion of  all  the  Indians  justified  the  belief,  that, 
within  ten  days' journey  toward  the  setting  of  the 
sun,  there  was  a  country  where  gold  might  be 
washed  from  the  sand,  and  where  the  natives  them- 
selves had  learned  the  use  of  the  crucible ;  but  de- 
finite and  accurate  as  were  the  accounts,  inquiry 
was  always  baffled,  and  the  regions  of  gold  re- 
mained for  two  centuries  an  undiscovered  land. 

Various  were  the  employments  by  which  the 
calmness  of  life  was  relieved.  Greorge  Sandys,  an 
idle  man,  who  had  been  a  great  traveller,  and  who 
did  not  remain  in  America,  a  poet  whose  verse 
was  tolerated  by  Dryden  and  praised  by  Izaak 
Walton,  beguiled  the  ennui  of  his  seclusion  by 
translating  the  whole  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses.  To 


the  man  of  leisure,  the  chase  furnished  a  perptetaal 
resource.  It  was  not  long  before  the  horse  was 
multiplied  in  Virginia  ;  and  to  improve  that  noUe 
animal  was  early  an  object  of  pride,  soon  to  be  fa- 
voured by  legislation.  Speed  was  especially  valued ; 
and  **  the  planter's  pace"  became  a  proverb. 

Equally  proverbial  was  the  hospitality  of  the 
Virginians.  Labour  was  valuable ;  land  was  cheap ; 
competence  promptly  followed  industry.  T*hcre 
was  no  need  of  a  scramble ;  abundance  gushed 
from  the  earth  for  all.  The  morasses  were  alive 
with  water-fowl ;  the  creeks  abounded  with  oysters, 
heaped  together  in  inexhaustible  beds ;  the  rivers 
were  crowded  with  fi»h ;  the  forests  were  nimble  with 
game;  the  woods  rustled  with  covies  of  quails  af>d 
wild-turkies,  while  they  rung  with  the  merry  notes 
of  the  singing  birds ;  and  hogs,  swarming  like  ver- 
min, ran  at  large  in  troops.  It  was  **  the  best  poor 
man's  country  in  the  world."  « If  a  happy  peace 
be  settled  in  poor  England,"  it  had  been  said,  *<  then 
they  in  Virginia  shall  be  as  happy  a  people  as  any 
under  heaven."  But  plenty  encouraged  indolence. 
No  domestic  manufactures  were  established ;  every 
thing  was  imported  from  England.  The  chief 
branch  of  industry,  for  the  purpose  of  exchanges, 
was  tobacco-planting;  and  the  spirit  of  inventioD 
was  enfeebled  by  the  uniformity  of  pursuit. 


CONNECTICUT. 


niOM  THB  SAUK. 


CoxTCEcncuT,  from  the  first,  posseted  unmixcn] 
popular  liberty.     The  government  was  in  honest 
and  upright  hands ;  the  little  strifes  of  rivalry  never 
became  heated ;  the  magistrates  were  sometimes 
persons  of  no  ordinary  crhdowments ;  hut  though 
gifts  of  learning  and  genius  were  valued,  the  state 
was  content  with  virtue  and  single-mindedncss; 
and  the  public  welfare  never  sufliTcd  at  the  hands 
of  plain  men.     Roger  Williams  had  ever  liecn  a 
welcome  guest  at  Hartford ;  and  **  that  heavenly 
man,  John  Haynes,"  would  say  to  him,  "I  think, 
Mr.  Williams,  I  must  now  confess  to  you,  that  the 
most  wise  God  hath  provided  and  cut  out  this  part 
of  the  world  as  a  refuge  and  receptacle  for  all  eorU 
of  consciences."     There  never  existed  a  persecut- 
ing spirit  in  Connecticut ;  while  ^  it  had  a  scholar 
to  their  minister  in  every  town  or  village."     Edu- 
cation was  cherished ;  religious  knowledge  was  car- 
ried to  the  highest  degree  of  refinement,  alike  in 
its  application  to  moral  duties,  and  to  the  mysteri- 
ous questions  on  the  nature  of  God,  of  liberty,  and 
of  the  soul.     A  hardy  race  multiplied  along  the  al- 
luvion of  the  streams,  and  subdued  the  more  rocky 
and  less  inviting  fields;  its  population  for  a  centu- 
ry doubled  once  in  twenty  years,  in  spite  of  consi- 
derable emigration ;  and  if,  as  has  often  been  said, 
the  ratio  of  the  increase  of  population  is  the  sure-st 
criterion  of  public  happiness,  Connecticut  was  long 
the  happiest  state  in  the  worid.     Rehgion  united 
with  the  pursuits  of  agriculture,  to  gi\*e  to  the  land 
the  aspect  of  salubrity.     The  domestic  wars  were 
discussions  of  knotty  points  in  theology  ;  the  can- 
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cems  of  the  parish,  the  merits  of  the  minister,  were 
the  weightiest  affairs;  and  a  church  reproof  the 
heaviest  calamity.  The  strifes  of  the  parent  coun- 
try, thouj^h  they  sometimes  occasioned  a  levy  among 
the  sons  of  the  husbandmen,  yet  never  brought  an 
enemy  within  Uieir  borders ;  tranquillity  was  with- 
in their  gates,  and  the  peace  of  God  within  their 
hearts.  No  fears  of  midnight  ruffians  could  dis- 
turb the  sweetness  of  slumber ;  the  best  house  re- 
quired no  fiistening  but  a  latch,  lifted  by  a  string ; 
bolts  and  locks  were  unknown. 

There  was  nothing  morose  in  the  Connecticut 
character.  It  was  temperate  industry'  enjoying  the 
abundance  which  it  had  created.  No  great  in- 
equalities of  condition  excited  envy,  or  raised  poli- 
tical feuds;  wealth  could  display  itself  only  in  a 
larger  house  and  a  fuller  barn ;  and  covetousness 
was  satisfied  by  the  tranquil  succcsition  of  harvests. 
There  was  venison  from  the  hills ;  salmon,  in  their 
season,  not  Jess  than  shad,  from  the  rivers ;  ^d 
su^r  from  the  trees  of  the  forest.  For  a  foreign 
market  liule  was  produced  beside  cattle ;  and  in  re- 
turn for  them  but  few  foreign  luxuries  stole  in. 
Even  so  late  as  1713,  the  number  of  seamen  did 
Dot  exceed  one  hundred  and  twenty.  The  soil 
hsul  originally  been  justly  divided,  or  held  as  com- 
jxkoa  property  in  trust  for  the  public,  and  for  new 
coalers.  Forestalling  was  successfully  resisted; 
the  brood  of  speculators  in  land  inexorably  turned 
aside.  Happiness  was  enjoyed  unconsciously ;  be- 
neath the  rugired  exterior  humanity  wore  its  sweet- 
esil  smile.  There  was  for  a  long  time  hardly  a 
lawyer  in  the  land.  The  husbandman  who  held 
his  own  plough,  and  fed  his  own  cattle,  was  the 
great  man  of  the  age ;  no  one  was  superior  to  the 
matron,  who,  with  her  busy  daughters,  kept  the 
hum  of  the  wheel  incessantly  alive,  spinning  and 
weavinf?  every  article  of  their  dress.  Fashion  was 
confined  within  narrow  limits;  and  pride,  which 
aimed  at  no  grander  equipage  than  a  pillion,  could 
exult  only  in  the  common  splendor  of  the  blue  and 
white  linen  gown,  with  short  sleeves,  coming  down 
to  the  waist,  and  in  the  snow-white  flaxen  apron, 
whk-h,  primly  starched  and  ironed,  was  worn  on 
public  da^s  by  every  woman  in  the  land.  For 
there  was  no  revolution  except  from  the  time  of 
sowing  to  the  time  of  reaping;  from  the  plain  dress 
of  the  week  day  to  the  more  trim  attire  of  Sunday. 

l^  vi^ry  family  was  taught  to  look  upward  to  God, 
as  to  the  Fountain  of  all  good.  Yet  life  was  not 
sombre.  The  spirit  of  frolic  mingled  with  inno- 
cence :  religion  itself  sometimes  wore  the  garb  of 
gayefy  ;  and  the  annual  thanksgiving  to  God  was, 
from  primitive  times,  as  joyous  as  it  was  sincere. 
Nature  always  asserts  her  rights,  and  abounds  in 
means  of  gladness. 

The  frugiility  of  private  life  had  its  influence  on 
public  expenditure.  Half  a  century  after  the  con- 
cession of  the  charter,  the  annuil  expenses  of  the 
^vernment  did  not  exceed  eight  hundred  pounds, 
or  four  thousand  dollars;  and  the  wages  of  the 
chief  justice  were  ten  shillings  a  day  while  on  ser- 
vice. In  each  county  a  magistrate  acted  as  judge 
of  probate,  and  the  business  was  transacted  with 
small  expense  to  the  fetherless. 


Education  was  always  esteemed  a  concern  of 
deepest  interest,  and  there  were  common  schools 
from  the  first  Nor  was  it  long  before  a  small 
college,  such  as  the  day  of  small  things  permitted, 
began  to  be  established ;  and  Yale  owes  its  birth 
"  to  ten  worthy  fathers,  who,  in  1700,  assembled  at 
Branford,  and  each  one,  laying  a  few  volumes  on 
a  table,  said,  *  I  give  these  books  for  the  founding 
of  a  college  in  this  colony.* " 

But  the  political  education  of  the  people  is  due 
to  the  happy  organization  of  towns,  which  here,  as 
indeed  throughout  all  New  England,  constituted 
each  separate  settlement  a  little  democracy  of  itselfl 
It  was  the  natural  reproduction  of  the  system, 
which  the  instinct  of  humanity  had  imperfectly  re- 
vealed to  our  Anglo-Saxon  ancestors.  In  the  an- 
cient republics,  citizenship  had  been  an  hereditary 
privilege.  In  Connecticut,  citizenship  was  acquired 
by  inhabitancy,  was  lost  by  removal.  Each  town- 
meeting  was  a  little  legislature,  and  all  inhabitants, 
the  affluent  and  more  needy,  the  wise  and  the  fool- 
ish, were  members  with  equal  franchises.  There 
the  taxes  of  the  town  were  discussed  and  levied; 
there  the  village  oflicers  were  chosen ;  there  roads 
were  laid  out,  and  bridges  voted  ;  there  the  minister 
was  elected,  the  representatives  to  the  assembly 
were  instructed.  The  debate  was  open  to  all; 
wisdom  asked  no  favours ;  the  churl  abated  nothing 
of  his  pretensions.  Whoever  reads  the  records  of 
these  village  democracies,  will  be  perpetually  com- 
ing upon  some  little  document  of  political  wisdom, 
which  breathes  the  freshness  of  rural  legislation, 
and  wins  a  disproportioned  interest,  firom  the  jus- 
tice and  simplicity  of  the  times.  As  the  progress 
of  society  required  exertions  in  a  wider  field,  the 
public  mind  was  quickened  by  associations  that 
were  blended  with  early  history ;  and  when  Con- 
necticut emerged  fi'om  the  quiet  of  its  origin,  and 
made  its  way  into  scenes  where  a  new  political 
world  was  to  be  created,  the  sagacity  that  had  re- 
gulated the  aflTairs  of  the  village,  gained  admiration 
in  the  field  and  in  council. 


CHIVALRY  AND   PURITANISM. 


FROM  THR  SAMK. 


HisTORTAxs  have  loved  to  eulogize  the  manners 
and  virtues,  the  glory  and  the  benefits,  of  chivalry. 
Puritanism  accomplished  for  mankind  far  more. 
If  it  had  the  sectarian  crime  of  intolerance,  chi- 
valry had  the  vices  of  dissoluteness.  The  knights 
were  brave  from  gallantry  of  spirit;  the  Puritans 
from  the  fear  of  God.  The  knights  were  proud 
of  loyalty  ;  the  Puritans  of  liberty.  The  knights 
did  homage  to  monarchs,  in  whose  smile  they  be- 
held honour,  whose  rebuke  was  the  wound  of  dis- 
grace; the  Puritans,  disdaining  ceremony,  would 
not  bow  at  the  name  of  Jesus,  nor  bend  the  knee 
to  the  King  of  kings.  Chivalry  delighted  in  out* 
ward  show,  favoured  pleasure,  multiplied  amuse- 
ment, and  degraded  the  human  race  by  an  exclu- 
sive respect  for  the  privileged  classes ;  Puritanism 
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bridled  the  passions,  commanded  the  virtues  of  self- 
denial,  and  rescued  the  name  of  man  from  disho- 
nour. The  former  valued  courtesy ;  the  latter,  jus- 
tice. The  former  adorned  society  by  graceful  re- 
finements; the  latter  founded  national  grandeur  on 
universal  education.  The  institutions  of  chivalry 
were  subverted  by  the  gradually-increasing  weight, 
and  knowledge,  and  opulence  of  the  industrious 
classes ;  the  Puritans,  rallying  upon  those  classes, 
planted  in  their  hearts  the  undying  principles  of 
democratic  Uberty. 


THE  HUGUENOTS  IN  CAROLINA. 


FROM  THE  8AMB. 


What  need  of  describing  the  stripes,  the  roasts 
ings  by  slow  fires,  the  plunging  into  wells,  the 
gashes  from  knives,  the  wounds  from  red-hot  pin- 
cers, and  all  the  cruelties  employed  by  men  who 
were  only  forbidden  not  to  ravish  nor  to  kill  ?  The 
loss  of  lives  cannot  be  computed.  How  many 
tliousands  of  men,  how  many  thousands  of  chil- 
dren and  women,  perished  in  the  attempt  to  escape, 
who  can  tell  ?  An  historian  has  asserted  that  ten 
thousand  perished  at  the  stake,  or  on  the  gibbet 
and  the  wheel. 

But  the  efforts  of  tyranny  were  powerless. 
Truth  enjoys  serenely  her  own  immortality ;  and 
opinion,  which  always  yields  to  a  clearer  convic- 
tion, laughs  violence  to  scorn.  The  unparalleled 
pcrsocuiion  of  vast  masses  of  men  for  their  reli- 
gious creed,  occasioned  but  a  new  display  of  the 
power  of  humanity;  the  Calvinists  preserved  their 
faith  over  the  ashes  of  their  churches,  and  the  bodies 
of  their  murdered  ministers.  The  power  of  a  brutal 
soldieiy  was  defied  by  whole  companies  of  faith- 
ful men,  that  still  assembled  to  sing  their  psalms ; 
and  from  the  country  and  the  city,  from  the  com- 
fortable homes  of  wealthy  merchants,  from  the 
abodes  of  an  humbler  peasantry,  from  the  work- 
shops of  artisans,  hundreds  of  thousands  of  men 
rose  up,  as  with  one  heart,  to  bear  testimony  to  the 
indefeasible,  irresistible  right  to  freedom  of  mind. 

Every  wise  government  was  eager  to  offer  a  re- 
fuge to  the  upright  men  who  would  carry  to  other 
countries  the  arts,  the  skill  in  manufactures,  and 
the  wealth  of  France.  Emigrant  Huguenots  put  a 
new  aspect  on  the  north  of  Germany,  where  they 
filled  entire  towns  and  sections  of  cities,  introduc- 
ing manufactures  before  unknown.  A  suburb  of 
London  was  filled  with  French  mechanics;  the 
prince  of  Orange  gained  entire  regiments  of  sol- 
diers, as  brave  as  those  whom  Cromwell  led  to  vic- 
tory ;  a  colony  of  them  reached  even  the  Cape  of 
Good  Hope.  In  our  American  colonies  they  were 
welcome  everywhere.  The  religious  sympathies 
of  New  England  were  awakened ;  did  any  arrive 
in  poverty,  having  barely  escaped  with  life  ? — the 
towns  of  Massachusetts  contributed  liberally  to 
their  support,  and  provided  them  with  lands.  Others 
repaired  to  New  York ;  but  the  warmer  climate  was 
more  invitins;  to  the  exiles  of  Langtiedoc,  and  South 
Carolina  became  the  chief  resort  of  the  Huguenots. 
What  though  the  attempt  to  emigrate  was  by  the 


law  of  France  a  felony  t  In  apite  of  every  pi»> 
caution  of  the  police,  five  hundred  thousand  soali 
escaped  from  their  country.  The  unfortunate  were 
more  wakeful  to  fiy  than  the  ministers  of  ty^uiny 
to  restrain. . .  • 

Escaping  from  a  land  where  the  profession  of 
their  religion  was  a  felony,  where  their  estates  were 
liable  to  be  confiscated  in  favour  of  the  apostate, 
where  the  preaching  of  their  faith  was  a  crime  to 
be  expiated  on  the  wheel,   where  their  cbildreo 
might  be  torn  from  them,  to  be  subjected  to  the 
nearest  Catholic  relation — the  fugitives  fix>m  Lan- 
guedoc  on  the  Mediterranean,  from  Rochelle,  and 
Saintange,  and  Bordeaux,  the  provinces  on  the 
Bay  of  Biscay,  from  St.  Quentin,  Poictiers,  and 
the  beautiful  valley  of  Tour,  from  St  I«o  and 
Dieppe,  men  who  had  the  virtues  of  the  English 
Puritans,  without  their  bigotry,  came  to  the  land 
to  which  the  tolerant  benevolence  of  Shafresbory 
h^  invited  the  believer  of  every  creed.     From  a 
land  that  had  sufifered  its  king,  in  wanton  Ingotrr, 
to  drive  half  a  million  of  its  best  dtizcns  into  i^-xik, 
they  came  to  the  land  which  was  the  hospitable  re> 
fuge  of  the  oppressed ;  where  superstition  ainJ  fa- 
naticism, infidelity  and  faith,  cold  speculation  and 
animated  zeal,  were  alike  admitted  without  ques- 
tion, and  where  the  fires  of  religious  persecutioa 
were  never  to  be  kindled.     There  they  obtained  an 
assignment  of  lands,  and  soon  had  tenemeotf; 
there  they  might  safely  make  the  woods  the  scene 
of  their  devotions,  and  join  the  simple  incense  ot 
their  psalms  to  the  melodies  of  the  winds  amoog 
the  ancient  groves.     Their  church  was  in  Charl«»> 
ton ;  and  thither,  on  every  Lord's  day,  gathering: 
from  their  plantations  upon  the  hanks  of  the  Cooper, 
and  taking  advantage  of  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the 
tide,  they  might  all  regularly  be  seen,  the  parents 
with  their  children,  whom  no  bigot  could  turn 
wrest  from  them,  making  their  way  in  Ught  skifls 
along  the  river,  tlirough  scenes  so  tranquil,  that 
silence  was  broken  only  by  the  ripplioj^  of  can. 
and  the  hum  of  the  flourishing  village  that  geumied 
the  confluence  of  the  rivers. 


NEW  NETHERLANDS  AND  NEV/  YORK. 


ntoai  THS  sjLan. 


Soil  BRE  forests  shod  a  melancholy  grandeur  over 
the  useless  magnificence  of  nature,  and  hid  in  their 
deep  shades  the  rich  soil  which  the  sun  had  never 
warmed.  No  axe  had  levelled  the  giant  progeov 
of  the  crowded  groves,  in  whidi  the  fantaslic  fcumB 
of  withered  limbs,  that  had  been  blasted  and  livrn 
by  lightning,  contrasted  strangely  with  the  ver* 
dant  freshness  of  a  younger  growth  of  branrbc«. 
The  wanton  grape-vine,  seeming  by  its  own  power 
to  have  sprung  from  the  earth,  and  to  ba\^  lis- 
tened its  leafy  coiU  on  the  top  of  the  tallest  f> 
rest  tree,  swung  in  the  air  with  every  breeie,  like 
the  loosened  shrouds  of  a  ship.  Trees  might  every- 
where be  seen  breaking  from  their  root  in  the 
marshy  soil,  and  threatening  to  fall  with  the  first 
rude  gust ;  while  the  gproond  was  strown  with  the 
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ruins  of  former  forests,  of  er  which  a  profusion  of 
wild  flowers  wasted  their  freshness  in  mockery  of 
the  sloom.  Reptiles  sported  in  the  stagnant  pools, 
or  mwled  unharmed  over  piles  of  mouldering 
trees.  The  spotted  deer  coached  among  the  thick- 
ets;  hut  not  to  hide,  for  there  was  no  pursuer; 
and  there  were  none  but  wild  animals  to  crop  the 
uncut  herbage  of  the  productive  prairies.  Silence 
reigned,  broken,  it  may  have  been,  by  the  flight  of 
land-birds  or  the  flapping  of  water-fowl,  and  ren- 
dered more  dismal  by  the  howl  of  beasts  of  prey. 
The  streamy  not  yet  limited  to  a  channel,  spread 
over  sand-bars,  tujfted  with  copses  of  willow,  or 
waded  through  wastes  of  reeds ;  or  slowly  but  sure- 
ly  undermined  the  groups  of  sycamores  that  grew 
by  their  side.  The  smaller  brooks  spread  out  into 
sedgy  swaraj^,  that  were  overhung  by  clouds  of 
mosquitoes ;  masses  of  decaying  vegetation  fed  the 
exhalations  with  the  seeds  of  pestilence,  and  made 
the  balmy  air  of  the  summer *s  evening  as  deadly 
as  it  seemed  grateful.  Vegetable  life  and  death 
were  mingled  hideously  together.  The  horrors  of 
corruption  frowned  on  the  fruitless  fertility  of  un- 
cultivated nature. 

And  man,  the  occupant  of  the  soil,  was  wild  as 
the  savage  scene,  in  harmony  with  the  rude  nature 
by  which  he  was  surrounded ;  a  vagrant  over  the 
continent,  in  constant  warfare  with  his  fellow-man ; 
the  bark  of  the  birch  his  canoe ;  strings  of  shells 
hifl  ornaments,  his  record,  and  his  coin ;  the  roots 
of  the  forest  among  his  resources  for  food ;  his 
knowledge  in  architecture  surpassed  both  in  strength 
and  durability  by  the  skill  of  a  beaver;  bended 
saplings  the  beams  of  his  house ;  the  branches  and 
rind  of  trees  its  roof;  drifts  of  forest-leaves  his 
couch  ;  mats  of  bulrushes  his  protection  against  the 
winter's  cold ;  his  religion  the  adoration  of  nature ; 
hi^  morals  the  promptings  of  undisciplined  instinct ; 
disputing  with  the  wolves  and  bears  the  lordship  of 
the  soil,  and  dividing  with  the  squirrel  the  wild  fruits 
with  which  the  universal  woodlands  abounded. . . . 

And  how  changed  is  the  scene  from  that  on 
which  Hudson  gazed !  The  earth  glows  with  tlie 
colours  of  civilization ;  the  banks  of  the  streams 
are  enamelled  with  richest  grasRses ;  woodlands  and 
cultivated  fields  are  harmoniously  blended;  the 
birds  of  spring  find  their  delight  in  orchards  and 
trim  gardens,  variegated  with  choicest  plants  from 
every  temperate  zone ;  while  the  brilliant  flowers 
of  the  tropics  bloom  from  the  windows  of  the  green- 
house and  the  saloon.  The  yeoman,  living  like 
a  good  neighbour  near  the  fields  he  cultivates,  glo- 
ries in  the  firuitfulness  of  the  valleys,  and  counts 
with  honest  exultation  the  flocks  and  herds  that 
browse  in  safety  on  the  hills.  The  thorn  has  given 
way  to  the  rosebush ;  the  cultivated  vine  clambers 
over  rocks  where  the  brood  of  serpents  used  to  nea> 
tie;  while  industry  smiles  at  the  changes  she  has 
wrought,  and  inhales  the  bland  air  which  now  has 
health  on  its  wings. 

And  man  is  still  in  harmony  with  nature,  which 
he  has  subdued,  cultivated,  and  adorned.  For 
him  the  rivers  that  flow  to  remotest  climes  mingle 
their  waters;  for  him  the  lakes  gain  new  outlets  to 
the  ocean ;  for  him  the  arch  spans  the  flood,  and 
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science  spreads  iron  pathways  to  the  recent  wilder- 
ness ;  for  him  tlie  hills  yield  up  the  shining  marble 
and  the  enduring  granite;  for  him  the  forests  of 
the  interior  come  down  in  immense  rafts ;  for  him 
the  marts  of  the  city  gather  the  produce  of  every 
clime,  and  libraries  collect  the  works  of  genius  of 
every  language  and  every  age.  The  passions  of 
society  are  chastened  into  purity ;  manners  are 
made  benevolent  by  civilization ;  and  the  virtue  of 
the  country  is  the  guardian  of  its  peace.  Science 
investigates  the  powers  of  every  plant  and  mineral, 
to  find  medicines  for  disease ;  schools  of  surgery  rival 
the  establishments  of  the  Old  World.  An  active 
daily  press,  vigilant  from  party  interests,  firee  even 
to  dissoluteness,  watches  the  progress  of  society, 
and  communicates  every  feet  that  can  interest  hu- 
manity ;  the  genius  of  letters  begins  to  unfold  his 
powers  in  the  warm  sunshine  of  public  favour. 
And  while  idle  curiosity  may  take  its  walk  in  shady 
avenues  by  the  ocean  side,  commerce  pushes  its 
wharves  into  the  sea,  blocks  up  the  wide  rivers  with 
its  fleets,  and,  sending  its  ships,  the  pride  of  naval 
architecture,  to  every  clime,  defies  every  wind,  out- 
rides every  tempest,  and  invades  every  zone. 


JOHN  LOCKE  AND  WILLIAM  PENN. 


FBOM  THX  SAMB. 


PsTf  ir,  despairing  of  relief  in  Europe,  bent  the 
whole  energy  of  his  mind  to  accomplish  the  esta- 
blishment of  a  free  government  in  the  New  World. 
For  that  *♦  heavenly  end,"  he  was  prepared  by  the 
severe  discipline  of  life,  and  the  love,  without  dis- 
simulation, which  formed  the  basis  of  his  charac- 
ter. The  sentiment  of  cheerful  humanity  was  irre- 
pressibly  strong  in  his  bosom ;  as  with  John  Eliot 
and  Roger  Williams,  benevolence  gushed  prodi- 
gally from  his  ever-flowing  heart;  and  when,  in 
his  late  old  age,  his  intellect  was  impaired,  and  his 
reason  prostrated  by  apoplexy,  his  sweetness  of 
disposition  rose  serenely  over  the  clouds  of  disease. 
Possessing  an  extraordinary  greatness  of  mind, 
vast  conceptions,  remarkable  for  their  universality 
and  precision,  and  "  surpassing  in  speculative  en- 
dowments;" conversant  with  men,  and  books,  and 
governments,  with  various  languages,  and  the  forms 
of  political  combinations,  as  they  existed  in  Eng- 
land and  France,  in  Holland,  and  the  principalities 
and  firce  cities  of  Germany,  he  yet  sought  the 
source  of  wisdom  in  his  own  soul.  Humane  by 
nature  and  by  suffering ;  familiar  with  the  royal 
family;  intimate  with  Sunderland  and  Sydney; 
acquainted  with  Russcl,  Halifax,  Shaflesbury,  and 
Buckingham ;  as  a  member  of  the  Royal  Society, 
the  peer  of  Newton  and  the  great  scholars  of  his 
age, — he  valued  the  promptings  of  a  free  mind 
more  than  the  awards  of  the  learned,  and  reve- 
renced the  single-minded  sincerity  of  the  Notting- 
ham shepherd  more  than  the  authority  of  colleges 
and  the  wisdom  of  philosophers.  And  now,  being 
in  the  meridian  of  life,  but  a  year  older  than  was 
Locke,  when,  twelve  years  before,  he  had  framed 
a  constitution  for  Carolina,  the  Quaker  legislator 
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was  come  to  tlie  New  World  to  lay  the  foundationa 
of  statea.  Would  he  imitate  the  vaunted  ayatem 
of  the  great  philosopher  t  Locke,  like  William 
Peno,  was  tolerant;  both  loved  freedom;  both 
cherished  truth  in  sincerity.  But  Locke  kindled 
the  torch  of  liberty  at  the  fires  of  tradition ;  Penn 
at  the  living  light  in  the  souL  Locke  sought  truth 
through  the  senses  and  the  outward  world ;  Penn 
looked  inward  to  the  divine  revelations  in  every 
mind.  Locke  compared  the  soul  to  a  sheet  of 
white  paper,  just  as  Hobbes  had  compared  it  to  a 
alate,  on  which  time  and  chance  might  scrawl  their 
experience ;  to  Penn,  the  soul  was  an  organ  which 
of  itself  instinctively  breathes  divine  harmonies, 
like  those  musical  instruments  which  are  so  curi- 
ously and  perfectly  framed,  that,  when  once  set  in 
motion,  they  of  themselves  give  forth  all  the  me- 
lodies designed  by  the  artist  that  made  them.  To 
Locke,  *<  Conscience  is  nothing  else  than  our  own 
opinion  of  our  own  actions ;"  to  Penn,  it  is  the 
image  of  God,  and  his  oracle  in  the  soul.  Locke, 
who  was  never  a  father,  esteemed  **  the  duty  of  pa- 
rents to  preserve  their  children  to  not  be  understood 
without  reward  and  punishment;'*  Penn  loved  his 
children,  with  not  a  thought  for  the  consequences. 
Locke,  who  was  never  married,  declares  marriage 
an  af&ir  of  the  senses ;  Penn  reverenced  woman 
as  the  object  of  fervent,  inward  affection,  made«  not 
for  lust,  but  for  love.  In  studying  the  understand- 
ing, Locke  begins  with  the  sources  of  knowledge ; 
Penn  with  an  inventory  of  our  intellectual  trea- 
sures. Locke  deduces  government  from  Noah  and 
Adam,  rests  it  upon  contract,  and  announces  its 
end  to  be  the  security  of  property ;  Penn,  far  from 
going  back  to  Adam,  or  even  to  Noah,  declares  that 
<«  there  must  be  a  people  before  a  government," 
and,  deducing  the  right  to  institute  government 
from  man's  moral  nature,  seeks  its  fundamental 
rules  in  the  immutable  dictates  **  of  universal  rea- 
son," its  end  in  freedom  and  happiness.  The  sys- 
tem of  Locke  lends  itself  to  contending  factions 
of  the  most  opposite  interests  and  purposes ;  the 
doctrine  of  Fox  and  Penn,  being  but  the  common 
creed  of  humanity,  forbids  division,  and  insures  the 
highest  moral  unity.  •  To  Locke,  happineaa  is  plea^ 
sure ;  things  are  good  and  evil  only  in  reference  to 
pleasure  and  pain ;  and  to  **  inquire  after  the  high- 
est good  is  as  absurd  as  to  dispute  whether  the  best 
relish  be  in  apples,  plums,  or  nuts ;"  Penn  esteemed 
happiness  to  lie  in  the  subjection  of  the  baser  in- 
stincts to  the  instinct  of  Deity  in  the  breast,  good 
and  evil  to  be  eternally  and  always  as  unlike  as 
truth  and  falsehood,  and  the  inquiry  ailer  the  high- 
est good  to  involve  the  purpose  of  existence.  Locke 
says  plainly,  that,  but  for  rewards  and  punishments 
beyond  the  grave,  "  it  is  certainly  right  to  eat  and 
drink,  and  enjoy  what  we  delight  in ;"  Penn,  like 
Plato  and  Fenelon,  maintained  the  doctrine  so  ter- 
rible to  despots,  that  God  is  to  be  toved  for  bis 
own  sake,  and  virtue  to  be  practised  for  its  intrinsic 
loveUness.  Locke  derives  the  idea  of  infinity  from 
the  senses,  describes  it  as  purely  negative,  and  at- 
tributes it  to  nothing  but  space,  duration  and  num- 
ber ;  Penn  derived  the  idea  from  the  soul,  and  as- 
cribed it  to  truth,  and  virtue,  and  God.    Locke 


declares  immortality  a  Blatter  with  which  reason 
has  nothing  to  do,  and  that  revealed  truth  must  be 
sustained  by  outward  signs  and  vjaible  acts  of 
power ;  Penn  saw  truth  by  its  own  light,  sodium* 
moned  the  soul  to  bear  witness  to  its  own  glory. 
Locke  believed  "  not  so  many  men  in  wrong  opi- 
nions as  is  commonly  supposed,  because  the  great- 
est part  hay,e  no  opinions  at  all,  and  do  not  know 
what  they  contend  for  ;*'  Penn  likewise  vindicated 
the  many,  but  it  was  because  truth  is  the  common 
inheritance  of  the  race.  Locke,  in  bis  love  of  to- 
lerance, inveighed  against  the  methods  of  persecu- 
tion as  «  Popish  practices ;"  Penn  censured  no  sect, 
but  condemned  bigotry  of  all  sorts  as  inhuman. 
Locke,  as  an  American  lawgiver,  dreaded  a  too  nu- 
merous democracy,  and  reserved  all  power  to 
wealth  and  the  feudal  proprietaries  upenn  believed 
that  God  is  in  every  conscience,  his  light  in  eveiy 
soul;  and  therefore,  stretching  out  his  arms,  he 
built — such  are  his  own  words — «  a  free  co1<ni3^  for 
all  mankind."  This  is  the  praise  of  William  Penn, 
that,  in  an  age  which  had  seen  a  popular  revo- 
lution shipwreck  popular  liberty  among  selfish 
factions;  which  had  seen  Hugh  Peters  and  Hen- 
ry Vane  perish  by  the  hangman's  cord  and  the 
axe;  in  an  age  when  Sydney  nourished  the  pride 
of  patriotism  rather  than  the  sentiident  of  f^an- 
thropy,  when  Rusael  stood  for  the  liberties  of  his 
order,  and  not  for  new  enfranchisements,  when 
Harrington,  and  Shaftesbury,  and  Locke,  thought 
government  should  rest  on  property, — Penn  di4 
not  despair  of  humanit/,  and,  though  all  history 
and  experience  denied  the  sovereignty  of  the  pec^> 
pie,  dared  to  cherish  the  noble  idea  of  man's  capa- 
city for  self-government  Conscious  that  there  was 
no  room  for  its  exercise  in  England,  the  pure  en- 
thusiast, like  Calvin  and  Descartes,  a  voluntary  ex- 
ile, was  come  to  the  banks  of  the  Delaware  to  in- 
stitute **TUK  Holt  Expeeimbst." 


WILLIAM  THE  THIRD. 


FBOM  TBS  SAMB. 


Thb  character  of  the  new  monarch  of  Great 
Britain  could  mould  its  policy,  but  not  its  constitu- 
tion. True  to  his  purposes,  he  yet  wins  nojvm- 
patby.  In  political  sagacity,  in  force  of  will,  far 
superior  to  the  English  statesmen  who  environed 
him ;  more  tolerant  than  his  ministers  or  his  par- 
liaments, the  childless  man  seems  like  the  unknown 
character  in  algebra  which  is  introduced  to  form 
the  equation,  and  dismissed  when  the  problem  m 
solved.  In  bis  person  thin  and  feeble,  with  eyei 
of  a  hectic  lustre,  of  a  temperament  inclining  to 
the  melancholic,  in  conduct  cautious,  of  a  sel(-re- 
lying  humour,  with  abiding  impre^ions  re^ipfciiog 
men,  he  sought  no  favour,  and  relied  for  success  on 
his  own  inflexibility  and  the  greatness  and  maturity 
of  his  designs.  Too  wise  to  be  cajoled,  too  firm 
to  be  complaisant,  no  address  could  sway  bis  re- 
solve. In  Holland,  he  had  not  scrupled  to  dentn 
an  increase  of  power  from  the  crimes  of  rioters  and 
assassins;  in  England,  no  filial  respect  diminished 
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the  energy  of  his  ambiHbn.  His  exterior  was 
chJUiog;  yet  h%  had  a  paasionate  delight  in  horses 
and  the  chase.  In  conversation  he  was  ahrupt, 
speaking  little  and  slowly,  and  with  repulsive  dry- 
ness ;  in  the  day  of  battle,  he  was  all  activity,  and 
the  highest  energy  of  life,  without  kindling  his  pas- 
sions, animated  his  frame.  His  trust  in  Providence 
was  so  connected  with  faith  in  general  laws,  that, 
in  every  action,  he  sought  the  principle  which 
should  range  it  on  an  absolute  decree.  Thus,  un- 
conscious to  himself^  he  had  sympathy  with  the 
people,  who  always  have  &ith  in  Providence. 
**  Do  you  dread  death  in  my  company  V*  be  cried 
to  the  anxious  sailors,  when  the  ice  on  the  coast 
of  Holland  had  almost  crushed  the  boat  that  was 
bearing  him  to  the  shore.  Courage  and  pride  per- 
vaded the  reside  of  the  prince  who,  spurning  an 
alliance  with  a  bastard  daughter  of  Louis  XIV., 
bsd  made  himself  the  centre  of  a  gigantic  opposi- 
tion to  France.  For  England,  for  the  English 
people,  for  English  liberties,  he  had  no  aflfection, 
indifferently  employing  the  whigs,  who  found  their 
pride  in  the  revolution,  and  the  tories,  who  bad 
opposed  his  elevation,  and  who  yet  were  the  fittest 
instruments  « to  carry  the  prerogative  high."  One 
great  passion  had  absorbed  his  breast — the  inde- 
pendence of  his  native  country.  The  harsh  en- 
croachments of  Louis  XIV.,  which,  in  1672,  had 
made  William  of  Orange  a  revolutionary  stadtholder, 
now  assisted  to  constitute  him  a  revolutionary  king, 
transforming  the  impassive  champion  of  Dutch  inde- 
pendence into  the  defender" of  the  liberties  of  Europe. 


DISCOVERY  OF  THE  MISSISSIPPI  BY 
MARQUETTE. 


FROM  THE  8AMJE. 


Bkroi.1),  in  1673,  on  the  tenth  day  of  June,  the 
meek,  single-hearted,  unpretending,  illustrious  Mar- 
quette, viuth  Joliet  for  his  associate,  five  Frenchmen 
as  his  companions,  and  two  Algonquins  as  guides, 
lifting  their  two  canoes  on  their  backs,  and  walk- 
ing across  the  narrow  portage  that  divides  the  Fox 
River  from  the  Wisconsin.  They  reach  the  water- 
shed ; — altering  a  special  prayer  to  the  immaculate 
Virgin,  they  leave  the  streams  that,  flowing  on- 
wards, could  have  borne  their  greetings  to  the  cas- 
tle ftf  Quebec; — already  they  stand  by  the  Wis- 
consin. *<The  guides  returned,*'  says  the  gentle 
Marquette,  "leaving  us  alone,  in  this  unknown 
land,  in  the  hands  of  Providence.'*  France  and 
Christianity  stood  in  the  valley  of  the  MississippL 
Embarking  on  the  broad  Wisconsin,  the  discover- 
ers, as  they  sailed  west,  went  solitarily  down  the 
rtream,  between  alternate  prairies  and  hill-sides, 
beholding  neither  man  nor  the  wonted  beasts  of 
the  forest :  no  sound  broke  the  appalling  silence, 
but  the  ripple  of  th^ir  canoe,  and  the  lowing  of 
the  bufiTalo.  In  seven  days,  "  they  entered  happi- 
ly the  Great  River,  with  a  joy  that  could  not  be 
expressed  ;'*  and  the  two  birch-bark  canoes,  raising 
their  happy  sails  under  new  skies  and  to  unknown 
breezes,  floated  down  the  calm  magnificence  of  the 
ocean  stream,  over  the  broad,  clear  sand-bars,  the 
resort   of  innumerable   waterfowl^ — gliding  past 


islets  that  swelled  from  the  bosom  of  the  stream, 
with  their  tufts  of  massive  thickets,  and  between 
the  wide  plains  of  Illinois  and  Iowa,  all  garlanded 
with  majestic  forests,  or  checkered  by  island  groves 
and  the  open  vastness  of  the  prairie. 

About  sixty  leagues  below  the  mouth  of  the 
Wisconsin,  the  western  bank  of  the  Mississippi 
bore  on  its  sands  the  trail  of  men ;  a  little  footpath 
was  discerned  leading  into  a  beautiful  prairie ;  and, 
leaving  the  canoes,  Joliet  and  Marquette  resolved 
alone  to  brave  a  meeting  with  the  savages.  Afler 
walking  six  .miles,  they  behckl  a  village  on  the 
banks  of  a  river,  and  two  others  on  a  slope,  at  a 
distance  of  a  mile  and  a  half  firom  the  first.  The 
river  was  the  Mou-in-gou-e-na,  or  Moingona,  of 
which  we  have  corrupted  the  same  into  Des 
Moines.  Marquette  and  Joliet  were  the  first  white 
men  who  trod  the  soil  of  Iowa.  Commending 
themselves  to  God,  they  uttered  a  loud  ciy.  The 
Indians  hear;  four  men  advance  slowly  to  meel 
them,  bearing  the  peace-pipe  brilliant  with  many 
coloured  plumes.  »*  We  are  Illinois,"  said  they, — 
that  is,  when  translated,  **  We  are  men ;"  and  they 
offered  the  calumet.  An  aged  chief  received  them 
at  his  cabin  with  upraised  hands,  exclaiming, 
<*  How  beautiful  is  the  sun.  Frenchmen,  when  thou 
comest .  to  visit  us !  Our  whole  village  awaits 
thee ;  thou  shalt  enter  in  peace  into  all  our  dwell- 
ings." And  the  pilgrims  were  followed  by  the 
devouring  gaze  of  an  astonished  crowd. 

At  the  great  council,  Marquette  published  to 
them  the  one  true  God,  their  Creator.  He  spoke, 
also,  of  the  great  captain  of  the  French,  the  go- 
vernor of  Canada,  who  had  chastised  the  Five  Na- 
tions and  commanded  peace ;  and  he  questioned 
them  respecting  the  Mississippi  and  the  tribes  that 
possessed  its  banks.  For  the  messengers,  who  an- 
nounced the  subjection  of  the  Iroqu6is,  a  magnifi- 
cent festival  was  prepared  of  hominy,  and  fish,  and 
the  choicest  viands  from  the  prairies. 

After  six  days*  delay,  and  invitations  to  new 
visits,  the  chieftain  of  the  tribe,  with  hundreds  of 
warriors,  attended  the  strangers  to  their  canoes ; 
and,  selecting  a  peace-pipe  embellished  with  the 
head  and  neck  of  brilliant  birds,  and  all  feathered 
over  with  plumage  of  various  hues,  they  hung  round 
Marquette  the  mysterious  arbiter  of  peace  and  war, 
the  sacred  calumet,  a  safeguard  among  the  nations. 

The  little  group  proceeded  onwards.  **1  did 
not  fear  death,"  says  Marquette ;  « I  should  have 
esteemed  it  the  greatest  happiness  to  have  died  for 
the  glory  of  God."  They  passed  the  perpendicu- 
lar rocks,  which  wore  the  appearance  of  monsters ; 
they  heard  at  a  distance  the  noise  of  the  waters  of 
the  Missouri,  known  to  them  by  its  Algonquin  name 
of  Pekitanoni ;  and,  when  they  came  to  the  most 
beautiful  confluence  of  rivers  in  the  world, — >where 
the  swifter  Missouri  rushes  like  a  conqueror  into 
the  calmer  Mississippi,  dragging  it,  as  it  were,  has- 
tily to  the  sea, — the  good  Marquette  resolved  in  his 
heart,  anticipating  Lewis  and  Clarke,  one  day  to 
ascend  the  mighty  river  to  its  source ;  to  cross  the 
ridge  that  divides  the  oceans,  and  descending  a 
westerly  flowing  stream,  to  publish  the  gospel  to 
ail  the  people  of  this  New  World. 
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In  a  little  less  than  forty  leagues,  the  canoes 
floated  past  the  Ohio,which  was  then,  and  long  after- 
wards, called  the  Wabash.  Its  banks  were  tenanted 
by  numerous  villages  of  the  peaceful  Shawnees, 
who  quailed  under  the  incursions  of  the  Iroquois. 

The  thick  canes  begin  to  appear  so  close  and 
strong,  that  the  buffalo  could  not  break  through 
them ;  the  insects  become  intolerable ;  as  a  shelter 
against  the  suns  of  July,  the  sails  are  folded  into 
an  awning.  The  prairies  vanish;  and  forests  of 
whitewood, admirable  for  their  viiitness and  height, 
cro\yd  even  to  the  skirts  of  the  pebbly  shore.  It  is 
also  observed  that,  in  the  land  of  the  Chickasas,  the 
Incjians  have  guns. 

Near  the  latitude  of  thirty-three  degrees,  on  the 
western  bank  of  the  Mississippi,  stood  the  village 
of  Mitchigamea,  in  the  region  that  had  not  been 
visited  by  Europeans  since  the  days  of  De  Soto. 
"  Now,"  thought  Marquette,  *<  we  must,  indeed, 
ask  the  aid  of  the  Virgin.*'  Armed  with  bows 
and  arrows,  with  clubs,  axes,  and  bucklers,  amidst 
continual  whoops,  the  natives,  bent  on  war,  embark 
in  vast  canoes  made  out  of  the  trunks  of  hollow  trees; 
but,  at  the  sight  of  the  mysterious  peace-pipe  held 
aloft,  God  touched  the  hearts  of  the  old  men,  who 
checked  the  impetuosity  of  the  young ;  and,  throw- 
ing their  bows  and  quivers  into  the  canoes,  as  a  token 
of  peace,  they  prepared  a  hospitable  welcome. 

The  next  day,  a  long,  wooden  canoe,  containing 
ten  men,  escorted  the  discoverers,  for  eight  or  ten 
leagues  to  the  village  of  Akansca,  the  limit  of  their 
voyage.  They  had  left  the  region  of  the  Algon- 
quins,  and,  in  the  midst  of  the  Sioux  and  Chicka- 
aas,  could  speak  only  by  an  interpreter.  A  half 
league  above  Akansea,  they  were  met  by  two 
boats,  in  one  of  which  stood  the  commander,  hold- 
ing in  his  hand  the  peace-pipe,  and  singing  as  he 
drew  near.  Afler  offering  the  pipe,  he  gave  bread 
of  maize.  The  wealth  of  his  tribe  consisted  in 
bufialo  skins;  their  weapons  were  axes  of  steel, — 
a  proof  of  commerce  with  Europeans. 

Thus  had  our  travellers  descended  below  the 
entrance  of  the  Arkansas,  to  the  genial  climes 
that  have  almost  no  winter  but  rains,  beyond  the 
bound  of  the  Huron  and  Algonquin  languages,  to 
the  vicinity  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  and  to  tribes  of 
Indians  that  had  obtained  European  arms  by  traf- 
fic with  Spaniards  or  with  Virginia. 

So,  having  spoken  of  God,  and  the  mysteries  of 
the  Catholic  faith ;  having  become  certain  that  the 
Father  of  Rivers  went  not  to  the  ocean  east  of  Flo- 
rida, nor  yet  to  the  Gulf  of  CahfoiTiia,  Marquette  and 
Joliet  left  Akansea,  and  ascended  the  Mif^issippL 

At  the  thirty-eighth  degree  of  latitude,  they  en- 
tered the  River  Illinois,  and  discovered  a  country 
without  its  paragon  for  the  fertility  of  its  beautiful 
prairies,  covered  with  buffaloes  and  stags, — for  the 
loveliness  of  its  rivulets,  and  the  prodigal  abun- 
dance of  wild  duck  and  swans,  and  of  a  species  of 
parrots  and  wild  turkeys.  The  tribe  of  Dlinois, 
that  tenanted  its  banks,  entreated  Marquette  to 
come  and  reside  among  them.  One  of  their  chiefs, 
with  their  young  men,  conducted  tlie  party,  by  way 
of  Chicago,  to  Lake  Michigan ;  and,  before  the  end 
of  September,  all  were  safe  in  Green  Bay. 


Joliet  returned  to  Quebec  to  announce  the  dia> 
covery,  of  which  the  fame,  through  Talon,  quick- 
ened the  ambition  of  Colbert ;  the  unaspiring  Mar- 
quette remained  to  preach  the  gospel  to  the  Mia- 
mis,  who  dwelt  in  the  north  of  Ilhnois,  round 
Chicago.  Two  years  afterward,  sailing  from  Chi- 
cago to  Mackinaw,  he  entered  a  little  river  in 
Michigan.  Erecting  an  altar,  be  said  mass  after 
the  rites  of  the  Catholic  church ;  then,  begging 
the  men  who  conducted  his  canoe  to  Ic^ve  him 
alone  for  a  half  hour, 

"  in  the  darkling  wood, 
Amidit  the  cool  and  silence,  he  knelt  down, 
Aud  oflered  to  the  xMighiiest  aolenm  tliaak« 
And  supplication." 

At  the  end  of  the  half-hour,  they  went  to  seek  him, 
and  he  was  no  more.  The  good  missionary,  dis- 
coverer of  a  world,  had  fallen  asleep  q|i  ihc  margin 
of  the  stream  that  bears  his  name.  Near  its  mouth, 
the  canoemen  dug  his  grave  in  the  sand.  Ever 
after,  the  forest  rangers,  if  in  danger  on  Lake 
Michigan,  would  invoke  his  name.  The  peo{^ 
of  the  west  will  build  his  monument. 


CHARACTER  OF  FRANKLIN. 

raOM  THK  SAMB. 


With  placid  tranquillity,  Benjamin  Franklin 
looked  quietly  and  deeply  into  the  secrets  of  nature. 
His  clear  understanding  was  never  perverted  by 
passjon,  or  corrupted  by  the  pride  of  theory.  The 
son  of  a  rigid  Calvinist,  the  grandson  of  a  tolerant 
Quaker,  he  had  from  boyhood  been  familiar  cot 
only  with  theological  subtilties,  but  with  a  catht^ic 
respect  for  freedom  of  mind.  Skeptical  of  tradition 
as  the  basis  of  faith,  he  respected  reason  rather 
than  authority  ;  and,  after  a  momentary  lapse  into 
fatalism,  escaping  from  the  mazes  of  fixed  decrees 
and  free  will,  he  gained,  with  increasing  ynrs,  an 
increasing  trust  in  the  overruling  providence  of 
God.  Adhering  to  none  **  of  all  the  religions^  in 
the  colonies,  he  yet  devoutly,  though  without  form, 
adhered  to  religion.  But  though  famous  as  a  dis- 
putant, and  having  a  natural  aptitude  for  meta- 
physics, he  obeyed  the  tendency  of  his  age,  and 
sought  by  observation  to  win  an  insight  into  the 
mysteries  of  being.  Loving  truth,  without  preju- 
dice and  without  bias,  he  discerned  intuitively  the 
identity  of  the  laws  of  nature  with  those  of  which 
humanity  is  conscious;  so  that  his  mind  was  like  a 
mirror,  in  which  the  universe,  as  it  reflected  itself, 
revealed  her  laws.  He  was  free  from  mysticism, 
even  to  a  &ult.  His  morality,  repudiating  ascetic 
severities,  and  the  system  which  enjoins  them,  was 
indulgent  to  appetites  of  which  be  abhorred  the 
sway ;  but  his  affections  were  of  a  calm  inten^tr ; 
in  all  his  career,  the  love  of  man  gained  the  mas- 
tery over  personal  interest  He  had  not  the  imagi- 
nation which  inspires  the  bard  or  kiinlles  the  ora- 
tor; but  an  exquifdte  propriety,  parsimonious  of 
ornament,  gave  ease  of  expression  and  graceful 
simplicity  even  to  his  most  careless  writings.  In 
life,  also,  his  tastes  were  delicate.  Indif^rcnt  to 
the  pleasures  of  the  table,  he  relished  the  delights 
of  music  and  harmony,  of  which  he  enlarged  the 
instruments.  His  blandness  of  temper,  his  modesty, 
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the  benignity  of  his  manners,  made  him  the  &TOur- 
ite  of  intelligent  society ;  and,  with  healthy  cheer- 
falness,  he  derived  pleasure  from  books,  from  phi- 
losophy, from  conversation, — now  calmly  adminis- 
tering consolation  to  the  sorrower,  now  indulging 
in  the  expression  of  light-hearted  gayety.  In  his 
intercourse,  the  universality  of  his  perceptions  bore, 
perhaps,  the  character  of  humour;  b)|t,  while  he 
dearly  discerned  the  contrast  between  the  grandeur 
of  the  universe  and  the  feebleness  of  man,  a  serene 
beoevolenoe  saved  him  from  contempt  of  his  race, 
or  disgust  at  its  toils.  To  superficial  observers,  he 
might  have  seemed  as  an  alien  from  speculative 
truth,  limiting  himself  to  the  world  of  the  senses ; 
and  yet,  in  rtudy,  and  among  men,  his  mind  al- 
ways sought,  with  unafibcted  simplicity,  to  discover 
and  apply  the^ncrol  principles  by  which  nature 
and  aflairs  are  coutroUcd, — now  deducing  from  the 
theory  of  caloric  improvements  in  fireplaces  and 
lanterns,  and  now  advancing  human  freedom  by  firm 
inductions  from  the  inalienable  rights  of  man. 
Never  professing  enthusiasm,  never  making  a  pa- 
rade of  sentiment,  his  practical  wisdom  was  some- 
times  mistaken  for  the  offspring  of  selfish  prudence ; 
yet  his  hofie  was  steadfast,  hke  that  hope  which 
rests  on  the  Rock  of  Ages,  and  his  conduct  was  as 
unerring  as  though  the  light  that  led  him  was  a 
light  from  heaven.  He  never  anticipated  action 
by  theories  of  self-sacrificing  virtue ;  and  yet,  in 
the  moments  of  intense  activity,  he,  from  the  high- 
est abodes  of  ideal  truth,  brought  down  and  ap- 
plied to  the  aflairsof  life  the  sublimest  principles  of 
goodoess,  as  noiselessly  and  unostentatiously  as  be- 
came the  man  who,  with  a  kite  and  hempen  string, 
drew  the  lightning  from  the  skies.  He  separated 
himself  so  little  from  his  age,  that  he  has  been 
called  the  representative  of  matcriaUsm ;  and  yet, 
when  he  thought  on  religion,  his  mind  passed  be- 
yond reliance  on  sects  to  faith  in  God ;  when  he 
wrote  on  politics,  he  founded  the  freedom  of  his 
country  on  princij)les  that  know  no  change ;  when 
he  turned  an  observing  eye  on  nature,  he  passed 
always  from  the  efi^;ct  to  the  cause,  from  individual 
appearances  to  universal  laws ;  when  he  reflected 
on  history,  his  philosophic  mind  found  gladness  and 
repose  in  the  clear  anticipation  of  the  progress  of 
humanity. 


THE  YOUTH  OF  WASHINGTON. 


FROM  TMK  SAME. 


Arrsa  long  ye&rs  of  strife,  of  repose,  and  of 
strife  renewed,  England  and  France  soleimily  agreed 
to  be  at  peace.  The  treaties  of  Aix  la  Chapelle  had 
been  negotiated,  by  the  ablest  statesmen  of  Europe, 
in  the  splendid  forms  of  mnnarchical  diplomacy. 
They  believed  themselves  the  arbiters  of  mankind, 
the  pacificators  of  the  world, — reconstructing  the 
colonial  system  on  a  basis  which  should  endure  for 
ages, — confirming  the  peace  of  Europe  by  the  nice 
adjustment  of  material  forces.  At  the  very  time 
of  the  congress  of  Aix  la  Chapelle,  the  woods  of 
Virginia'  sheltered  the  youthful  George  Washing- 
ton, the  son  of  a  widow.  Born  by  the  side  of  the 
Potomac,  beneath  the  roof  of  a  Westmoreland 


farmer,  almost  from  infancy  bis  lot  had  been  the 
lot  of  an  orphan.  No  academy  had  welcomed  him 
to  its  shades,  no  college  crowned  him  with  its  ho- 
nours :  to  read,  to  write,  to  cipher — these  had  been 
his  degrees  in  knowledge.  And  now,  at  nxteen 
years  of  age,  in  quest  of  on  honest  maintenance,  en- 
countering intolerable  toil ;  cheered  onward  by  being 
able  to  write  to  a  schoolboy  fiiend,  *<  Dear  Richard,  a 
doubloon  is  my  constant  gain  every  day,  and  some- 
times six  pistoles  ;**  «<  himself  his  own  cook,  having  no 
spit  but  a  forked  stick,  no  plate  but  a  large  chip  ;** 
roaming  over  spurs  of  the  Allcghenies,  and  along 
the  banks  of  the  Shenandoah  ;  alive  to  nature,  and 
sometimes  «<  spending  the  best  of  the  day  in  admir- 
ing the  trees  and  richness  of  the  land  ;**  among 
skin-clad  savages,  with  their  scalps  and  rattles,  or 
uncouth  emigrants,  *<  that  would  never  speak  Eng- 
lish ;*'  rarely  sleeping  in  a  bed ;  holding  a  bearskin 
a  splendid  couch ;  glad  of  a  resting-place  for  the 
night  upon  a  little  hay,  straw,  or  fodder,  and  often 
camping  in  the  forests,  where  the  place  nearest  the 
fire  was  a  happy  luxury; — this  stripling  »ur%Tyor 
in  the  woods,  with  no  companion  but  his  unlettered 
associates,  and  no  implements  of  science  but  his 
compass  and  chain,  contrasted  strangely  with  the 
imperial  magnificence  of  the  congress  of  Aix  la 
Chapelle.  And  yet  God  had  selected,  not  Kau- 
nilz,  nor  Newcastle,  not  a  monarch  of  the  house 
of  Hapsburg,  nor  of  Hanover,  but  the  Virginia 
stripling,  to  give  an  impulse  to  human  affi&irs,  and, 
as  far  as  events  can  depend  on  an  individual,  had 
placed  tlie  rights  and  the  destinies  of  countless  mil- 
lions in  the  keeping  of  the  widow's  son. 


PURITAN  INTOLERANCE. 


ntoa  THS  SAMS. 


To  the  colonists  the  maintenance  of  their  reli- 
gious unity  seemed  essential  to  their  cordial  resist- 
ance to  English  attempts  at  oppression.  And 
why,  said  they,  should  we  not  insist  upon  this 
union  1  We  have  come  to  the  outside  of  the 
world  for  the  privilege  of  living  by  ourselves ;  why 
should  we  open  onr  asylum  to  those  in  whom  wo 
can  repose  no  confidence  1  The  world  cannot  call 
this  persecution.  We  have  been  banished  to  ^e 
wilderness ;  ts  it  an  injustice  to  exclude  our  op- 
pressors, and  those  whom  we  dread  as  their  allies, 
from  the  place  which  is  to  shelter  us  firom  their  in- 
tolerance 1  Is  it  a  great  cruelty  to  expel  from  our 
abode  the  enemies  of  our  peace,  or  even  the  doubtful 
friend  1  Will  any  man  complain  at  being  driven 
from  among  banished  men,  with  whom  he  has  no 
fellowship ;  of  being  refused  admittance  to  a  gloomy 
plsce  of  exile  ?  The  wide  cx}ntinent  of  America 
invited  colonization ;  they  claimed  their  own  nar- 
row domains  for  "the  brethren."  Their  religion 
was  their  Ufe ;  they  welcomed  none  bnt  its  adhe- 
rents ;  they  could  not  tolerate  the  scof&r,  the  in- 
fidel, or  the  dissenter;  and  the  presence  of  the 
whole  people  was  required  in  their  congregation. 
Such  was  the  system  inflexibly  established  and  re- 
garded as  the  only  adequiite  guarantee  of  the  ris- 
ing liberties  of  Massachusetts. 

2m2 


GEORGE  P.  MARSH. 


[Born  IMl.] 


Gkorok  p.  Marsh,  now  a  representatire 
in  Confess  from  Vermont,  was  born  in  the 
pleasant  village  of  Woodstock,  in  that  state, 
in  the  month  of  March,  1801,  and  was  edu- 
cated at  Dartmouth  college,  in  New  Hamp- 
shire, where  he  graduated  with  a  high  reputa- 
tion for  natural  abilities  and  scholarship,  in 
1820.  He  soon  afler  remaved  to  Burlington, 
in  Vermont,  (the  seat  of  the  University  of  that 
state,  of  which  his  cousin,  the  late  learned  and 
reverend  James  Marsh,*  was  soon  after  made 
president,)  and  entered  upon  the  study  of  the 
law ;  and  since  his  admission  to  the  bar  he  has 
resided  there,  in  the  successful  practice  of  his 
profession,  except  when  attending  to  the  duties 
which  have  been  devolved  upon  him  from  time 
to  time  in  the  state  and  national  legislatures. 
He  has  been  a  representative  in  Congress 
since  1842. 

Mr.  Marsh  is  known  as  a  scholar  of  profound 
and  various  erudition,  and  as  a  writer  of  strong- 
ly marked  individuality  and  nationality.  His 
sympathies  are  with  the  Goths,  whose  presence 
he  recognizes  in  whatever  is  grand  and  pecu- 

*  Jaiue*  xMar»h,  D.  D,  who  has  htrcii  several  tiinesVe- 
ferred  to  in  this  volume,  was  born  at  Hartford  in  Ver- 
mont in  171M,  was  graduated  at  Dariniouih  Collegre  in 
1817,  and  soon  aAer  entered  the  seminary  at  Andover. 
where  he  studied  divinity,  about  one  year,  at  the  end  of 
which  time  he  accepted  an  invitation  to  return  to  Han- 
over as  a  tutor,  lie  again  went  to  Andover  in  l(i^20,  to 
complete  his  professional  studies,  and  wh.le  there  wrote 
a  few  articles  for  the  North  American  Review,  one  of 
which  is  that  on  Italian  Literature,  in  the  thirty>sixth 
number.  From  18JJ3  to  18*26  he  \vaa  Professor  of  Lan- 
guages in  Hampden  Sydney  Collegu  in  Virginia.  In  the 
latter  year  he  wad  appointed  President  of  tlie  Universi- 
ty of  Vermont,  but  afterward  resigned  this  office  to  ac- 
cept that  of  Profesftor  of  Philosophy.  He  published  at 
Burlington  in  18^  the  first  American  edition  of  Cole- 
r.dge^s  Aids  to  Redectiou.  with  an  elaborate  Preliminary 
Essay,  which  attracted  a  great  deal  of  attention  among 
thinking  men  by  its  lucid  and  powerful  exposition  and 
assertion  of  the  highest  principles  in  philosophy.  In 
ltt30  he  published  Selections  from  Old  English  Writers 
on  Practical  Theologry ;  in  1833  his  translation  of  Herder 
on  the  Spirit  of  Hebrew  Poetry,  and  at  various  times 
many  articles  on  religion  and  philosophy  in  the  perio<li- 
cals.    He  died  in  the  forty-eighth  year  of  his  age,  in 

1842.  His  Remarks  on  Psychology,  Discourses  on  Sin, 
Conscience,  and  some  other  subjects,  with  a  selection 
irom  his  tracts  and  letters,  were  published  in  Boston  in 

1843.  He  was  undoubtedly  the  first  of  our  metaphysi- 
cians except  Edwards. 
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liar  in  the  characters  of  the  fonnders  of  New 
England,  and  in  whatever  gives  promise  of  her 
integrity,  greatness,  and  permanence.  He  is 
undoubtedly  better  versed  than  any  American 
in  the  fresh  and  vigorous  literature  of  the  north 
of  Europe,  and  perhaps  is  so  also  in  that  fruit 
of  a  new  birth  of  genius  and  virtue,  the  Puri- 
tan literature  of  Great  Britain  and  continental 
Europe.  In  the  Goths  in  New  England,  (pub- 
lished in  1836,)  he  has  contrasted  in  a  strik- 
ing manner  the  characters  of  the  Goths  and  the 
Romans,  and  traced  the  presence  and  influ- 
ence of  the  former  in  tlie  origin  and  growth  of 
this  republic ;  and  in  a  Discourse  recently  de- 
livered before  the  New  England  Society  of  the 
city  of  New  York,  he  enters  again  upon  the 
subject,  and  points  to  the  growth  among  us, 
of  the  Koman  element  which  is  as  antagonisti- 
cal  to  freedom  as  it  is  to  Gothicism. 

In  New  England,  more  than  in  any  other  part 
of  the  country,  the  popular  character  is  distinc- 
tive and  may  be  regarded  as  settled.  The  seed 
from  the  May  Flower  fell  upon  good  ground, 
and  sprung  up,  and  the  new  fruit,  modified  by 
climate,  and  other  influences,  constitutes  a  va- 
riety by  itself.  No  one  seems  to  have  been  so 
successful  as  Mr.  Marsh,  in  resolving  the  New 
England  character  into  its  elements,  and  in  dis- 
cerning in  it  what  is  transient  and  what  is  per- 
manent; or  with  so  sharp  and  well  instructed 
a  vision  to  have  seen  so  much  to  justify  hope 
of  the  future  destinies  of  the  country. 

Mr.  Marsh's  acquaintance  with  the  fine  arts 
is  very  extensive  and  accurate,  and  we  have 
few  better  linguists.  Among  the  fruits  of  his 
devotion  to  Gothic  learning  are  A  Compendi- 
ous Grammar  of  the  Old  Northern  or  Icelandic 
Language,  (modestly  announced  on  the  title 
page  as  *^  compiled  and  translated  from  the 
grammar  of  Rask,''  though  it  is  in  many  re- 
spects an  original  work,)  and  various  essays, 
literary  and  historical,  relating  to  the  Goth? 
and  their  connexion  with  this  country. 

Mr.  Marsh  is  of  the  whig  party  in  polities 
and  is  of  a  highly  respectable  rank  as  a  states 
man ;  one  of  that  number  whose  course  is  in 
variably  governed  by  avowed  principles. 
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THE  GOTH  AND  THE  ROMAN. 

rSOM  THX  OOTHS  HT  HXW  DVOLAHD. 


r  §HALL  do  my  aodience  the  jaitice  to  suppose, 
that  they  are  too  well  instructed  to  he  the  slaves 
of  that  antiquated  and  vulgar  prejudice,  which 
makes  Gothidsm  and  barbarism  synonymous.  The 
GothSf  the  common  ancestors  of  the  inhabitants  of 
North  Western  Europe,  are  the  noblest  branch  of 
the  Caucasian  race.  We  are  their  children.  It 
was  the  spirit  of  the  Goth  that  guided  the  May- 
Flower  across  the  trackless  ocean ;  the  blood  of  the 
Goth  that  flowed  at  Bunker's  Hill. 

Nor  were  the  Chtha  the  savage  and  destructive 
devastators  that  popular  error  has  made  them. 
They  indeed  overthrew  the  dominion  of  Rome, 
but  they  renovated  her  people  ;  they  prostrated  her 
corrupt  government,  but  they  respected  her  monu- 
ments ;  and  Theodoric  the  Goth  not  only  spread 
but  protected  many  a  precious  memorial,  which 
Italian  rapacity  and  monkish  superstition  have  since 
annihilated.  The  old  lamentation,  Quod  nonfece- 
ruriU  barbariy  fecere  Barbtrini^  cx>ntains  a  world  of 
truth,  and  had  not  Rome's  own  sons  been  her 
spoilers,  she  might  have  shone  at  this  day  in  all 
the  splendour  of  her  Augustan  age. 

England  is  Gothic  by  birth,  Roman  by  adoption. 
Whatever  she  has  of  true  moral  grandeur,  of  higher 
intellectual  power,  she  owes  to  the  Gothic  mother ; 
while  her  grasping  ambition,  her  material  energies, 
her  spirit  of  exclusive  selfishness,  are  due  to  the 
Roman  nurse. 

I'be  Goth  is  characterized  by  the  reason,  the 
Roman  by  the  understanding ;  the  one  by  imagi- 
nation, the  other  by  fancy ;  the  former  aspires  to 
the  spiritual,  the  latter  is  prone  to  the  sensuous. 
The  Crothic  spirit  produced  a  Bacon,  a  Shaks- 
peare,  a  Miltou;  the  Roman,  an  Arkwright,  a 
Brindley,  and  a  Locke.  It  was  a  Roman,  that 
gathered  up  the  coals  on  which  St.  Lawrence  had 
been  broiled ;  a  Goth,  who,  when  a  fellow  disciple 
of  the  great  Swiss  reformer  had  rescued  his  mas- 
ter's heart  from  the  enemy,  on  the  field  where  the 
martyr  fell,  snatched  that  heart  from  its  preserver, 
and  hurled  it,  yet  almost  palpitating  with  life,  into 
the  waters  of  a  torrent,  lest  some  new  superstition 
should  spring  from  the  relics  of  Zwingli. 

Rome,  it  is  said,  thrice  conquered  the  world ;  by 
her  arms,  by  her  literature  and  art,  by  her  religion. 
But  Rome  was  essentially  a  nation  of  robbers. 
Her  territory  was  acquired  by  unjust  violence.  She 
plundered  Greece  of  the  choicest  productions  of  the 
pencil  and  the  chu*el,  and  her  own  best  literature 
and  highest  art  are  but  imperfect  copies  of  the  mas- 
ter-pieces of  the  creative  genius  of  the  Greek.  She 
not  only  sacked  the  temples,  but  removed  to  the 
imperial  city  the  altars,  and  adopted  the  Gods  of 
the  nations  she  conquered.  Tiberius  even  pre- 
pared a  niche  for  the  Christian  Saviour  among  the 
heathen  idob  in  the  Pantheon,  and  when  Constan- 
tine  made  Christianity  the  religion  of  the  state,  he 
sanctioned  the  corruptions  which  Rome  had  en- 
grafted upon  it,  and  handed  it  down  to  his  8ucccs- 
sora,  contaminated  with  the  accumulated  supersti- 
tions of  the  whole  heathen  world. 


The  Goth  has  thrice  broken  her  sceptre.  The 
Goth  dispelled  the  charm  that  made  her  arms  in- 
vincible. The  Goth  overthrew  her  idolatrous  altar, 
and  the  Goth  is  now  surpassing  her  proudest  works 
in  literature  and  in  art 

The  cardinal  distinction  between  these  conflict- 
ing elements,  as  exemplified  in  literature  and  art, 
government,  and  religion,  may  be  thus  stated.  The 
Roman  mistakes  the  means  for  the  end,  and  subor- 
dinates the  principle  to  the  form.  The  Goth,  valu- 
ing the  means  only  as  they  contribute  to  the  ad- 
vancement of  the  end,  looks  beneath  the  form,  and 
seeks  the  in-dwelling,  life-giving  principle,  of  which 
he  holds  the  form  to  be  but  the  outward  expieasiQn. 
With  the  Goth,  the  idea  of  life  is  involveid  in  the 
conception  of  truth,  and  though  he  recognises  life 
as  an  immutable  principle,  yet  he  perceives  that  its 
forms  of  expression,  of  action,  of  sufiering,  are  in- 
finitely diversified,  agreeing  however  in  this,  that 
all  its  manifestations  are  characterized  by  develop- 
ment, motion,  progress.  To  him  truth  is  symbol- 
ized by  the  phenomena  of  organic  life.  The  liv- 
ing plant  or  animal,  that  has  ceased  to  grow,  has 
already  begun  to  die.  Living  truth,  therefore,  though 
immutable  in  essence,  he  regards  as  active,  progre*. 
sive  in  its  manifestationa;  and  he  rejects  truths 
which  have  lost  their  vitality,  forms  divorced  from 
their  spirituaUty,  symbols  which  have  ceased  to 
be  expressive.  With  the  Goth,  all  truth  is  an  ever- 
living  principle,  whenceshould  spring  the  outward 
expression,  fluctuating,  varying,  according  to  the 
circumstances  which  call  it  forth ;  with  the  Roman, 
its  organic  life  is  petrified,  frozen  into  inflexible 
forms,  inert  To  the  one  it  is  a  perennial  fountain,  a 
living  stream,  which  murmurs,  and  flows,  and  winds 
**  at  its  own  sweet  will,"  refireshing  all  life  within 
the  sphere  of  its  influence,  and  perpetually  receiv- 
ing new  accessions  fi'om  springs  that  are  fed  by  the 
showers  of  heaven,  as  it  hastens  onward  to  that 
unfathomable  ocean  of  divine  knowledge,  which  is 
both  its  primeval  source  and  its  ultimate  limit  To 
the  other,  it  is  a  current  congealed  to  ice  by  the 
rigour  of  winter,  chilling  aUke  the  landscape  and 
the  spectator,  or  a  pool,  that  stagnates,  putrefies, 
breeds  its  countless  swarms  of  winged  errors. 

In  literature  and  art  the  Goth  pursues  the  de- 
velopment of  a  principle,  the  expression  of  a 
thought,  the  realization  of  an  ideal;  the  Roman 
seeks  to  fix  the  attention,  and  excite  the  admira- 
tion, of  the  critic  or  the  spectator,  by  the  material 
and  sensuous  beauties  of  his  work. 

Thus,  in  poetry,  the  Roman  aims  at  smoothness 
of  versification,  harmonious  selection  and  arrange- 
ment of  words,  and  brilliancy  of  imagery ;  the 
Goth  strives  to  give  utterance  to  « thoughts  that 
breathe,  in  words  that  bum." 

In  plastic  and  pictorial  art,  the  Roman  attracts 
the  spectator  by  the  grace  and  the  voluptuous  beau- 
ty of  the  external  form,  the  harmony  of  colouring, 
the  fitness  and  proportion  of  the  accessories,  the 
excellence  of  keeping ;  the  Goth  regards  these  but 
as  auxiliaries,  and  subordinates  or  even  sacrifices 
them  all  to  the  expression  of  the  thought  or  passion, 
which  dictates  the  action  represented. 

The  Goth  holds  that  goverment  firings  from  the 
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people;  is  in«titnted  for  their  behoof^  and  is  limited 
to  tha  particular  objects  for  which  it  was  originally 
established ;  that  the  legislature  is  but  an  organ  for 
the  solemn  expression  of  the  deliberate  will  of  the 
nation,  that  the  coercive  power  of  the  executive 
extends  only  to  the  enforcement  of  that  will,  and 
that  penal  sanctions  are  incurred  only  by  resistance 
to  it  as  expressed  by  the  proper  organ.  The  Ro- 
man views  government  as  an  institution  imposed 
from  without,  and  independent  of  the  people,  and 
holds,  that  it  is  its  vocation  not  to  express  but  to 
control  the  public  will ;  and  hence,  by  a  ready  cor- 
ruption, government  comes  to  be  considered  as  es- 
tablished for  the  private  advantage  of  the  ruler,' 
who  asserts  not  only  a  proprietary  right  to  the  emo- 
luments of  office,  but  an  ultimate  title  to  all  the 
possessions,  both  of  the  state  and  of  the  individual 
citizen. 

To  the  same  source  may  be  referred  the  poor 
fiction  of  divine  indefeasible  right,  and  that  other 
degrading  doctrine,  which  supposes  all  the  powers 
of  government,  legislative,  judicial  and  executive, 
to  have  been  originally  lodged  in  the  throne,  allow- 
ing to  the  subject  such  political  rights  only,  as 
have  been  conceded  to  him  by  the  sovereign ;  and 
hence  too  that  falsest  and  most  baneful  of  errors, 
the  incubus  of  the  British  constitution,  which  con- 
solidates or  rather  confounds  church  and  state,  con- 
ceding to  the  dvil  ruler  supreme  authority  in  spiri- 
tual matters,  and  ascribing  temporal  power  to  re- 
lij^ious  functionaries  and  ecclesiastical  jurisdictions. 
80  in  spiritual  things  we  find  a  like  antagonism.... 


INFLUENCE  OF  THE  BIBLE  ON  LITE- 
RATURE  AND  ART. 

raOM  AIV  ADDEXSS  BKFORB  THE    REW  ENOLAXD    SOCIirrT. 


It  was  long  ago  said,  that  the  most  efficient  men- 
tal training  is  the  thorough  and  long  continued 
study  of  some  one  production  of  a  master  mind, 
and  it  has  become  proverbial,  that  the  most  irresist- 
ible of  intellectual  gladiators  is  the  man  of  one  book, 
he  that  wields  but  a  single  weapon.  If  such  be 
the  effect  of  appropriating,  and  as  it  were,  assimi- 
lating and  making  connatural  with  ourselves,  the 
fruits  of  a  fellow  creature*s  mental  efforts,  what 
may  we  not  expect  from  the  study  and  comprehen- 
sion of  that  book  which  is  a  revelation,  nay,  a  re- 
flection, of  the  mind  of  our  Maker  1  What  can 
withstand  a  champion  who  wields  a  naked  faul- 
chion  drawn  from  the  armory  of  the  most  High ! 
With  our  Puritan  ancestors  the  Bible  vvas  the  text- 
book of  parental  instruction ;  it  was  regarded  with 
fond  and  reverent  partiality  as  the  choicest  classic 
of  the  school,  it  was  the  companion  of  the  closet, 
the  pillow  of  the  lonely  wayfarer,  the  only  guide 
to  happiness  beyond  the  tomb.  Of  all  Christian 
secU?,  the  Puritans  were  most  profoundly  versed  in 
the  sacred  volume ;  of  all  men  they  have  best  ex- 
emplified the  spirit  of  its  doctrines ;  of  all  reli- 
gious communities,  they  have  most  abundantly  en- 
joyed those  blessings  wherewith  God  has  promised 
to  crown  his  earthly  church. 

It  is  to  early  familiarity  with  the  Bible,  to  its  perse- 


vering study,  and  its  daily  use,  that  we  must  chiefly 
ascribe  the  great  intellectual  power  of  the  English 
Puritans  of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  the  re- 
markable metaphysical  talent  of  many  of  their  Ame- 
rican descendants.  Intellectual  phikwophy,  the 
knowledge  of  the  spiritual  in  man,  is  literally,  as 
well  as  figaratively,  a  divine  science.  It  can  be 
successfully  pursued  only  where  the  divine  word, 
undistorted  by  any  gloss  of  human  authority,  may 
be  both  freely  read  and  openly  discussed,  and  wboe 
the  relations  of  roan  to  God  and  all  other  divine 
things  are  subject  to  investigation,  checked  by  00 
fear  of  legal  restraints,  the  condemnation  of  coun- 
cils, or  the  anathema  of  the  priest.  Where  the 
doctrine  of  overruling  human  jurisdiction  in  mat- 
ters of  faith  is  received,  there  may  be  schoiaslic 
subtlety  indeed,  but  no  metaphysical  acutcoees  or 
depth.  The  tone  and  character  of  abstract  specu- 
lation are  always  influenced  by  the  subjects  with 
which  it  is  conversant,  and  the  mind,  which,  through 
fear  of  trenching  on  forbidden  ground,  is  forced  to 
exert  its  busy  energies  on  airy  trifles,  or  qoestioDf 
of  impossible  solution,  will  soon  bectnue  as  fnvo- 
lous,  or  as  incapable  of  determination  as  the  pox- 
zles  it  idly  unriddles,  or  the  problems  it  vainly  seeks 
to  resolve.  All  higher  philosophy  is  essentially  re- 
ligious, and  its  fearless,  yet  reverent  stndy,  as  a  sci- 
ence, implied  if  not  revealed  in  the  Scriptures,  is 

*'  Not  harsh  and  crnbbed,  as  doll  fool*  supp<«e,^ 
but  it  is  the  fittest  preparation  both  for  achioing 
and  appreciating  the  highest  triumphs  of  hu/Dsn 
genius,  whether  in  the  sublimest  flights  of  poesy, 
or  the  glorious  creations  of  plastic  and  pictorki  art 
It  has  been  fabely  charged  upon  Puritanism, 
that  it  is  hostile  to  taste,  to  refijicmeiit,  and  to  art; 
and  this  because  its  equal  polity,  its  ample  rites, 
and  its  humble  temples,  adorned  with  no  pomp  of 
sculptured  imagery,  no  warm  creations  of  the  vo- 
luptuous pencil,  minister  not  to  the  ambitious  pas- 
sions of  those  who  serve  at  tho  altar,  or  of  those 
who  «  only  stand  and  wail ;"  and  because  it  finds 
the  loiliest  poetry,  the  most  glowing  eloquence,  the 
most  terrible  sublimity,  the  tendcrest  pathos,  and 
the  mo»t  ravishing  beauty,  in  the  visions  of  the 
Psalmist  and  the  Prophets,  the  promises  and  me- 
naces of  the  old  and  new  covenant,  the  life  and  pas- 
sion of  the  ^viour,  the  gospel  delineations  of  the 
happiness  of  the  blessed....  But  if  it  be  asked, 
what  human  spirit  has  been  most  keenly  alive  to 
feel,  and  most  abundantly  endowed  with  the  crea- 
tive power  to  realize,  in  living  and  imperishable 
forms,  ail  that  is  lovely  or  terrible  in  nature,  all  that 
is  grand  or  beautiful  in  art,  all  that  is  noble  or  re- 
fined in  feeling,  all  that  is  glorious  in  humanity, 
and  all  that  is  sublime  in  religion,  all  men  unhesi- 
tatingly answer,  the  soul  of  John  Milton,  the  Chris- 
tian and  the  Puritan.  The  source  whence  Milton 
drew  his  inspiration  was  the  Sacred  Book.  With- 
out a  thorough  familiarity  with  that  volume,  such 
poetry  and  such  prose  as  that  of  Milton  can  neither 
be  produced,  nor  comprehended,  for  the  knowledge 
of  the  Bible  is  not  merely  suggeative  of  the  loftiest 
conceptions,  but,  in  awakening  the  mind  to  the 
idea  of  the  infinite,  it  confers  the  power  of  ori^inat- 
ing  as  well  as  of  appreciating  tht*m. 


HERMAN  HOOKER 


[Bora  IS— «] 


/ 


Mr.  Hooker  is  a  natiye  of  Poultney,  Rat- 
Und  coDDty,  Vermont.  He  was  graduated  at 
Middlebary  College  in  1825,  and  soon  afler 
entered  apon  the  study  of  divinity  at  the  Pres- 
byterian Theological  Seminary  in  Princeton. 
He  snbseqnently  took  orders  in  the  Episcopal 
Church,  and  acquired  considerable  reputation 
as  a  preacher ;  but  at  the  end  of  a  few  years  ill 
health  compelled  him  to  abandon  the  pulpit, 
and  he  has  since  resided  in  Philadelphia. 

Mr.  Hooker  published  in  1835  The  Portion 
of  the  Soul,  or  Thoughts  on  its  Attributes  and 
Tendencies  as  Indications  of  its  Destiny ;  in 
the  same  year  Popular  Infidelity,  which  in  later 
editions  is  entitled,  The  Philosophy  of  Unbe- 
lief in  Morals  and  Religion,  as  discernible  in 
the  Faith  and  Character  of  Men;  and  in  1846 
The  Uses  of  Adversity  and  the  Provisions  of 
Consolation.  Besides  these  volumes,  he  has 
published  much  in  reviews  and  religious  mis- 
cellanies. 

Upon  meeting  with  qualities  like  Mr.  Hook- 
er's in  one  not  known  among  the  popular  au- 
thors of  the  country,  we  are  prompted  to  say 
with  Wordsworth,  **  Strongest  minds  are  often 
those  of  whom  the  world  hears  least,*'  or  in 
the  bolder  words  of  Henry  Taylor, "  The  world 
knows  nothing  of  its  greatest  men."  It  is 
surprising  that  a  voice  like  his  should  have 
awakened  no  echoes.  He  deserves  a  place  | 
among  the  first  religious  writers  of  the  age : 
for  he  has  been  fiiithful  to  the  great  mission 
laid  apon  the  priesthood,  which  is,  not  to  la-, 
hour  upon  "  forms,  modes,  shews"  of  devo- 
tion, nor  to  dispute  of  systems,  schools  and 
theories  of  faith,  but  to  be  witnesses  of  a  law 
above  the  world,  and  prophets  of  a  consolation 
that  is  not  of  mortality.  When  we  take  up 
one  of  his  books  we  could  imagine  that  we  had 
fallen  upon  one  of  those  great  masters  in  divi- 
nity who  in  the  seventeenth  century  illustrated 
the  field  of  moral  relations  and  affections  with 
a  power  and  splendour  peculiar  to  that  age. 
These  great  writers  possessed  an  apprehension 
of  spiritual  subjects,  sensitive,  yet  profoundly 
rational ;  a  vision  on  which  the  rays  of  a  higher 
consciousness  streamed  in  lustre  so  transcend- 
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ing  that  the  light  of  earth  seemed  like  a  sha- 
dow thrown  across  its  course ;  which  differed 
from  inspiration  in  degree  rather  than  in  kind. 
The  resemblance  of  Mr.  Hooker  to  these  great 
authors  is  obviously  not  an  affectation.  It  is 
not  confined  to  style,  but  reaches  to  the  con- 
stitution and  tone  of  the  mind.  His  produc- 
tions indicate  the  same  temper  of  deep  thought- 
fulness  upon  man's  estate  and  destiny ;  the 
same  union  of  a  personal  sympathy  with  a  judi- 
cial superiority,  which  suffers  in  all  the  human 
weaknesses  which  it  detects  and  condemns;  the 
same  earnest  sense  of  their  subjects  as  realities, 
clear,  present  and  palpable;  the  same  quick 
feeling,  toned  into  dignity  by  pervading,  essen- 
tial wisdom ;  and  that  direct  cognisance  of  the 
substances  of  religion,  which  does  not  deduce 
its  great  moral  truths  as  consequences  of  an 
assumed  theory,  but  seizes  them  as  primary 
elements  that  verify  themselves  and  draw  the 
theories  after  them  by  a  natural  connection. 
Fretted  and  wearied  with  metaphysical  theolo- 
gies ;  vexed  by  the  self-illustration,  the  want 
of  candour,  the  fierceness,  the  ungenial  and  un- 
satisfying hoUowness  of  popular  religionism, 
we  turn  with  a  g^rateful  relief  to  this  soothing 
and  impressive  system  which  speculates  not, 
wrangles  not,  reviles  not,  but,  while  it  every- 
where testifies  of  the  degradation  we  are  un- 
der, touches  our  spirits  to  power  and  purity  by 
the  constant  exhortation  of  "  sursum  corda !" 
The  style  of  Mr.  Hooker  abounds  in  spon- 
taneous interest  and  unexpected  graces.  It 
seems  to  result  immediately  from  his  charac- 
ter, and  to  be  an  inseparable  part  of  it.  It  is 
free  from  all  the  commonplaces  of  fine  writ- 
ing ;  has  nothing  of  the  formal  contrivance  of 
the  rhetorician,  the  balanced  period,  the  point- 
ed turn,  the  recurring  cadence.  Yet  the  charms 
of  a  genuine  simplicity,  of  a  directness  almost 
quaint,  of  primitive  gravity,  and  calm,  native 
good  sense,  renders  it  singularly  agreeable  to 
a  cultivated  taste.  Undoubtedly  there  is  in 
spiritual  sensibility  something  akin  to  genius, 
and  like  it  tending  to  utterance  in  language 
significant  and  beautiful.  We  meet  at  times 
in  Mr,  Hooker's  writings  with  phrases  of  the 
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rarest  felicity  and  of  great  delicacy  and  ex- 
pressifeness ;  in  which  we  know  not  whether 
most  to  admire  the  vigour  which  has  con- 


ceived so  striking  a  thought,  or  the  refine- 
ment of  art  which  haa  fixed  it  in  words  so 
beautifully  exact 


INFIDELITY  AND  GUILT  INFERRED 
FROM  THE  VIRTUES  OF  MEN. 

FROM  TUB  PHIL06OPHT  OF  VVBZLOW. 


If  you  take  firom  them  the  diction  and  metre  of 
&9hion,  the  thoughts  and  affections  which  are  bred 
in  worldly  fancies  and  amusements,  what  do  you 
leave  them  but  empty  vessels,  mansions  whose  great 
inhabitants  are  kept  in  chains  by  usurpers,  or  pre- 
sented as  strung  up  in  bones,  with  no  heart,  no 
flashes  of  wit  and  conscience,  shadowing  life  and 
hope.  They  are  «  without  Grod  in  the  world ;"  that 
is,  they  are  without  that  influence  firom  him,  enter- 
ing into  their  affections,  joys,  plans,  hopes,  and 
shaping  the  conduct,  which  a  belief  of  his  word 
would  impart.  They  are  infidels,  no  better  in  con- 
dition and  prospect,  than  those  who  acknowledge 
they  are  so ;  and  if  they  do  not  know  it,  it  is  be- 
cause they  have  not  taken  the  trouble  to  be  in- 
formed: they  want  the  reflection  necessary  to 
conviction 

Sin,  considered  abstractly,  ns  no  evil  in  tbeir 
view.  They  never  think  that  its  nature  is  to  ob- 
struct all  faith  in  the  word  of  God, — that  low  ap- 
prehensions of  its  evil  nature  tend  directly  to  pro- 
duce diminishing  impressions  of  the  excellency  of 
the  divine  law,  and  of  the  worth  of  the  privileges 
and  blessings  of  the  gospel.  In  short,  their  views 
make  *'  the  manifold  wisdom  of  God'*  in  the  great 
plan  of  redemption  by  the  sufterings  and  death  of 
Christ,  foolishness,  a  downright  misconception  of 
their  condition  and  necessities.  Entertaining  these 
notions  of  sin,  and  affected  by  them  in  this  manner, 
no  wonder  they  are  not  troubled  by  it,  and  do  not 
seek  deliverance  from  it.  Who  will  apply  for  grace 
when  he  feels  that  he  has  strength  enough  without 
it  t  Who  that  is  whole  will  seek  a  physician  ?  Who 
that  is  in  no  danger  will  fly  to  a  refuge  1  Who  can 
be  peQetrafed  with  shame  and  sorrow  for  that  which 
he  deems  no  crime,  or  discredit  to  himself  1  Who 
will  learn  to  depend  on  a  foreign  agency  to  live 
virtuously,  when  virtue  is  his  boast,  and  considered 
to  be  his  birthright  1  No  persons  are  in  greater 
danger  of  falling  into  these  views  of  sin,  and  the 
unbelief  they  engender,  than  those  to  whom  we 
have  alluded.  They  are  not,  generally,  addicted  to 
distinguished  iniquities, — ^things  that  expose  them- 
selves, abash  pride,  and  endanger  character.  They 
are  strict  observers  of  decency  and  moderation  in 
sinning.  They  are  only  devoted  to  pleasures  and 
amusements  called  innocent.  They  arc  not  pious 
to  be  sure,  but  that  is  no  crime,  not  a  thing  to  be 
repented  of  or  alarmed  at.  Nothing  is  more  com- 
mon, say  they,  and  we  may  safely  and  without  re- 
proach go  with  the  multitude  in  one  respect,  if  we 
shun  their  vices  in  others.  Thus  they  arc  confi- 
dent ;  no  temptations  scare  them,  no  danger  of  be- 
ing brought  near  great  offences  along  an  inclined 


road  of  evil  is  apprehended,  and  the  only  wonder 
is,  that  they  last  so  long,  that  they  do  not  sooner 
and  oflener  slide,  break  through  all  restraint,  and 
stand  out  as  matured  criminals.  There  is  crimi- 
nality in  all  they  do,  for  they  do  nothing  well ;  fixid 
not  to  do  well,  is  to  do  wrong.  Tbeir  great  error 
is,  that  they  do  not  see  the  sinfulnem  of  »n  in  their 
forgetfulness  of  God ;  in  their  not  rating  and  loving 
objects  according  to  the  measure  of  their  worth  and 
excellence.  These  things  show  that  their  nature  has 
run  wild  from  goodness, — that  they^re  estranged 
firom  God ;  and  to  be  estranged  from  him  is  the  ^m 
and  essence  of  all  sin,  the  very  heart  of  infidelity, — 
that  keeper  of  the  conscience  that  shuts  out  the  en- 
trance of  truth,  and  cries  peace,  peace,  when  all  the 
peace  there  is,  is  only  that,  when  pains  and  fears 
give  way  to  death. 

If  we  examine  the  best  virtues  of  unconverted 
men  generally,  and  particularly  of  such  as  we  have 
last  described,  we  shall  find  new  light  on  the  solv 
ject  It  requires  no  great  insight  into  human  na- 
ture, to  discover  the  remnants  of  a  now  fallen,  but 
once  glorious,  structure ;  and,  what  is  most  remark- 
able, to  see  that  the  remains  of  this  ancient  great- 
ness are  more  apt  to  be  quickened  and  drawn  out 
by  their  semblances  and  qualities,  found  in  crea- 
tures, than  by  the  bright  and  full  perfection  of  them 
which  is  in  the  Creator ; — that  the  heart  puts  on 
its  most  benign  face,  and  sends  forth  prompt  re- 
turns of  gratitude  and  love  to  creatures  who  have 
bestowed  on  us  favour  and  displayed  other  amiable 
qualities,  while  He,  wh<Me  goodness  is  so  great,  so 
complete,  so  pervading,  that  there  is  none  besides 
it,  is  unrequited,  unheeded,  unseen,  though  hang- 
ing out  his  glory  from  the  heavens,  and  coming 
down  to  us  in  streams  of  compassion  and  love, 
which  have  made  an  ocean  on  earth  that  is  to  over- 
flow and  611  it.  How  strange  it  is,  that  all  this  love, 
so  wonderful  in  itself,  so  undeserved,  so  diffused, 
that  we  see  it  in  every  beauty,  and  taste  it  in  every 
enjoyment, — should  be  lost  on  creatures  whose  love 
for  the  gentler  and  worthier  qualities  of  each  other, 
runs  so  often  into  rapture  and  devotion!  How 
strange  that  they  should  be  so  delighted  with  streauK 
which  have  gathered  such  admixtures  of  earth, 
which  cast  up  such  **  mire  and  dirt,"  and  have  such 
shallows  and  falls  that  we  of^en  wreck  our  hopes 
in  them, — as  not  to  be  reminded  by  them  of  the 
great  and  unmixed  fountain  whence  they  have 
flowed,  or  of  the  great  ocean,  to  whose  dark  and 
unbottomed  depths  they  will  at  last  settle,  as  too 
earthy  to  rise  to  its  pure  and  glorious  surijce! 
There  are  many  mysteries  in  human  nature,  but 
none  greater  than  this :  for  while  it  shows  man  is 
so  much  a  creature  of  sense  and  so  devoid  of  fiuth, 
that  objects,  to  gain  his  attention  and  affection,  most 
not  only  bo  present  to  him,  but  have  something  of 
sense  and  self  in  them,  we  are  still  left  to  wonder 
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how  he  coald,  with  such  manifestationfl  of  divine 
goodness  in  him,  aronad  him,  and  for  him,  have 
failed  to  see  and  adore  them,  and  become  so  like  a 
brate,  as  not  to  think  of  God,  the  original  of  ail 
thst  is  loTely,  when  thinking  of  those  his  qualities 
which  so  please  and  affect  him  in  creatures ;  and 
tUs,  though  they  be  so  soiled  and  defaced  by  sin, 
that  his  unmixed  fondness  for  any  the  most  agreea- 
ble of  them,  instead  of  being  an  accomplishment,  is 
a  sure  indication  of  a  mind  sunk  greatly  below  the 
standard  allotted  to  it  by  the  Creator. 

Our  wonder  will  be  raised  higher  still,  if  we  con- 
sider that  our  nature,  when  most  corrupt  and  per- 
verse, is  not  wholly  lost  to  all  sense  of  gratitude, 
but  may  be  wrought  upon  by  human  kindness,  when 
all  the  amazing  compassion  and  love  of  God  fail  to 
aflect  it ;  if  we  consider  that  the  very  worst  of  men 
who  set  their  faces  against  the  heavens,  affronting 
the  mercy  and  defying  the  majesty  thereof,  are 
sometimes  so  softened  with  a  sense  of  singular  and 
undeserved  favours,  that  their  hearts  swell  with 
grateful  sentiments  towards  their  benefactors,  and 
something  akin  to  virtue  is  kindfed  up  where  no- 
thing of  the  kind  was  seen  before ;  we  might  think 
it  incredible,  if  there  was  any  doubting  of  what  we 
see  and  know.  When  we  see  such  men  so  ready 
to  acknowledge  their  obligations  to  their  fellows, 
and  to  return  service  for  service ;  so  impatient  ot 
being  thought  ungrateful,  when  they  have  any  cha- 
racter or  interest  to  promote  by  it,  and  sometimes, 
when  they  have  not ;  so  strongly  affected  viith  the 
goodness  of  him  who  has  interposed  between  them 
and  temporal  danger  or  death,  and  yet  so  little  moved 
by  the  love  of  God  in  Christ,  which  has  undertakeh 
their  rescue  from  eternal  and  deserved  woes,  and 
not  merely  their  rescue,  but  their  exaltation  to  fel- 
lowship with  himself,  and  to  the  pleasures  for  ever- 
more at  his  right  hand, — a  love  compared  with 
which  the  gpreatest  love  of  creatures  is  as  a  ray  of 
light  to  the  sun,  and  that  ray  mixed  and  darkened, 
while  this  is  so  disinterested  and  free  in  the  grounds 
and  motives  of  it,  that  it  is  exercised  towards  those 
who  have  neither  merit  to  invite,  nor  disposition  to 
receive  it ;  when  we  see  this,  and  find  that  this 
love,  so  worthy  in  itself,  so  incomprehensible  in  its 
degree  and  in  the  benefits  it  would  confer,  is  the 
only  love  to  which  they  make  no  returns  of  thank- 
fulness or  regard,  we  may  ascribe  as  much  of  it  as 
we  please  to  the  hardness  and  corruption  of  theb 
hearts,  but  that  will  not  ac<;ount  for  such  conduct 
Depravity,  considered  by  itself,  will  not  enable  us 
fully  to  understand  it  Depraved,  sensual,  and  per- 
venK  as  they  are,  they  have  something  in  them 
that  is  kindled  by  human  kindness,  and  why  should 
it  not  be  kindled  by  the  greater  «  kindness  of  God 
our  Saviour?^'  It  is  not  because  it  is  a  divine 
kindness ;  not  that  it  is  less  needed — not  that  it  is 
bestowed  in  less  measure,  or  at  less  expense.  And 
if  it  is  because  they  do  not  apprehend  this  kind- 
n&sSf  do  not  feel  their  need  of  it,  do  not  see  any 
th'mg  affecting  in  the  measure  and  expense  of  it, 
this  is  infidelity ;  and  it  grows  out  of  an  entire 
misconception  of  their  own  character,  and  of  the 
character  and  law  of  God.     It  is  a  total  blindness 


turing  of  every  thing  most  important  to  themselves 
on  an  uncertainty,  which  they  would  not  and  could 
not  do,  if  they  had  any  understanding  of  the  value 
of  the  interests  at  stake.  They  really  see  noting 
important  but  the  gratifications  of  sense  and  time :  . 
still  they  have  the  remains  of  a  capacity  for  some- 
thing lidgher.  These  may  be  contemplated  with 
profit,  if  not  with  admiration.  They  resemble  the 
motions  in  the  limbs  and  heart  of  animals,  when 
the  head  is  severed  from  the  body.  They  are 
symptoms  of  a  life  that  of  itself  must  come  to  no- 
thing ;  a  life  that  is  solely  pouring  itself  out  on  the 
ground.  But  as  this  is  all  the  life  they  have,  an  « 
image  of  life,  and  that  only  of  life  in  death ;  and 
as  the  motions  of  it  are  only  excited  by  the  crea- 
ture's kindness,  we  discover  in  their  best  virtues, 
or  rather,  in  their  only  breathings  and  indications 
of  virtue,  the  evidence  of  a  faithless  heart. 

The  difierent  classes  of  people  brought  to  our 
view  in  this  chapter,  generally  consider  themselves 
very  innocent ;  some,  because  they  are  free  from 
great  vices,  and  others,  because  great  vices  have 
blinded  their  eyes  to  guilt  But  it  is  observable 
that  the  ground  of  this  supposed  innocence  is  the 
same  in  all,  and  lies  in  mistakeji  views  of  the  evil 
nature  of  sin,  and  of  the  gospel  plan  of  delivering 
them  both  from  its  pollution  and  curse ;  so  that 
the  most  virtuous  one  of  them  is  as  much  an  in- 
fidel in  this  as  the  most  vicious,  that-  he  does  not 
beheve  himself  to  be  totally  mined  by  sin,  totally 
destitute  of  any  thing  acceptable  to  a  holy  God, 
and  totally  dependent  on  him  for  grace  to  renew 
and  fit  the  soul  for  the  bliss  of  heaven.  Their 
virtues,  too,  though  in  some  more  clearly  mani- 
fested than  in  others,  are  in  all  the  same  as  to  the 
grounds  and  objects  of  them.  They  are  such  as 
love,  gratitude,  sympathy  with  the  distresses,  and 
patient  endurance  of  the  welfare,  of  others.  We 
see  much  of  these  in  one  way  and  another,  and 
sometimes  very  attractive  examples  of  them.  But, 
as  has  been  shown,  their  aptest,  if  not  their  only 
exercise,  is  in  view  of  the  favours,  claims,  and  vir- 
tues of  creatures.  These  display  acts  of  love,  gra- 
titude, and  self-denial,  strongly  fastening  on  and 
ending  in  the  creatures,  while  they  are  in  no  degree 
moved  by  the  greater  occasions  and  excitements 
of  these  virtues,  found  in  the  dispensations  and 
perfections  of  the  Creator.  These  very  virtues, 
then,  which  are  more  the  distinction  of  some  than 
of  others,  yet  in  some  way  the  boast  of  all,  are,  as 
truly  as  their  vices,  the  proof  of  rank  infidelity — 
that  mixture  of  folly  and  estrangement  which  seems 
to  say,  « there  is  no  God." 


THE  VICTORIES  OF  LOVE. 
raoM  TUX  usKs  of  advebsttt. 


LovK  is  represented  as  the  fulfilling  of  the  law 
— a  creature's  perfection.  All  other  graces,  all  di- 
vine dispensations  contribute  to  this,  and  are  lost  in 
it  as  in  a  heaven.  It  expels  the  dross  of  our  nature ; 
it  overcomes  sorrow ;  it  is  the  full  joy  of  our  Lord. 
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aa  applied  to  the  expeiience  of  lifik  Proparty  and 
buflincM  may  fail,  and  ■till  the  eye  of  hope  may 
fix  itself  on  other  objects,  and  confidence  may 
strengthen  itself  i|i  other  schemea^  but  when  death 
enters  into  our  family  and  loved  ones  are  missing 
from  our  sight,  though  God  may  have  made  their 
bed  in  sickness,  and  established  their  hope  in  death, 
nothing  can  then  relieve  us  but  trust  and  love. 
Philosophy  and  pleasure  do  but  intrude  upon  and 
aggravate  our  grief.  But  love,  the  light  of  God, 
may  chase  away  the  gloom  of  this  hour,  and  start 
up  in  the  soul  trusts,  which  give  the  victory  over 
ourselves.  The  harp  of  the  spirit,  though  its  cords 
be  torn,  never  yields  such  sweet  notes,  such  swell- 
ing harmony,  as  when  the  world  can  draw  no  mu- 
sic from  it.  How  oflen  do  we  see  strokes  fall  on  the 
heart,  which  it  would  be  but  mockery  for  man  to  at- 
tempt to  relieve,  and  which  yet  served  to  unlock  the 
treasures  of  that  heart  and  reveal  a  sweetness  to  it, 
which  it  had  not  known  before.  See  that  mother. 
She  loves  and  mourns  as  none  but  a  mother  can. 
Behold  the  greatness  and  the  sweetness  of  her 
grief!  Her  child  is  dead,  and  she  says  **  It  is  well 
with  me,  and  it  is  well  with  my  child.  It  is  well 
because  God  has  taken  him ;  He  has  said  <  of  such 
is  the  kingdom  of  heaven/  that  he  doth  not  will- 
ingly afflict,  and  I  know  it  must  be  well."  Can 
there  be  any  greatness  greater  than  thisi  Did 
ever  any  prince  at  the  head  of  invincible  armies 
win  a  victory  like  it  ]  Her  heart  is  in  heaviness 
and  her  home  is  desolated,  but  she  has  been  to  her 
heavenly  Father  and  unbosomed  her  griefs  before 
him.  There  is  peace  on  her  saddened  counte- 
nance, peace  in  her  gentle  words,  the  peace  of  God 
has  come  down  and  is  filling  her  trusting  soul. 
How  sweet  and  soft  is  her  sorrow,  and  how  it  aofl- 
ena  and  awes  without  agitating  others ! 

It  is  related  that  on  a  small,  and  rocky,  and  al- 
most inaccessible  island,  is  the  residence  of  a  poor 
widow.  The  passage  of  the  place  is  exceedingly 
dangerous  to  vessels,  and  her  cottage  is  called  the 
<*  Lighthouse,"  from  the  fact  that  she  uniformly 
keeps  a  lamp  burning  in  her  little  window  at  night 
Early  and  late  she  may  be  seen  trimming  her  lamp 
with  oil,  lest  some  misguided  bark  may  perish 
through  her  neglect.  For  this  she  asks  no  reward. 
But  her  kindness  stops  not  here.  When  any  ves- 
sel is  wrecked,  she  rests  not  till  the  chilled  mariners 
come  ashore  to  share  her  little  board,  and  be  warmed 
by  her  glowing  fire.  This  poor  woman  in  her 
younger,  perhaps  not  happier  days,  though  happy 
they  must  have  been,  for  sorrow  cannot  lodge  in 
such  a  heart,  witnessed  her  husband  struggling  with 
the  waves  and  swallowed  up  by  the  remorseless 
billows, 
"  In  s'ght  of  home  and  friends  who  thronged  to  save." 

This  directed  her  benevolence  towards  those  who 
bravft  the  dangers  of  the  deep ;  this  prompted  her 
present  devoted  and  solitary  life,  in  which  her  only, 
her  sufficient  enjoyment  is  in  doing  good.  Sweetand 
blessed  fruit  of  bereavement !  What  beauty  is  here ! 
a  loveliness  I  would  little  speak  of,  but  more  revere ! 
a  flower  crushed  indeed,  yet  sending  forth  its  fra- 
grance to  all  around !  Truly,  as  the  sun  seems 
greatest  in  his  lowest  estate,  so  did  sorrow  enlarge 


her  heart  and  raaka  her  appear  te  more  nobleythe 
lower  it  brought  her  down.  We  cannot  think  ahe 
was  unhappy,  though  there  was  a  remembend 
grief  in  her  heart  A  grieved  heart  may  be  a  richly 
atoied  one.  Where  charity  abounds,  misery  cannot 

"  Sneh  are  the  tender  woes  of  lore, 
Foat'riug  the  heart,  they  bend." 

A  pious  lady  who  had  lost  her  husband,  was  for 
a  time  inconsolable.  She  conk)  not  think,  scaicelj 
eould  she  speak  of  any  thing  but  him.  Nothing 
seemed  to  take  her  attention  but  the  three  promiaing 
children  he  had  left  her,  imaging  to  her  his  presence, 
his  look,  his  love.  But  soon  these  were  all  taken 
ill  and  died  within  a  few  ^ys  of  each  other,  and 
now  the  childless  mother  was  calmed  even  by  the 
greatness  of  the  stroke.  The  hand  of  God  was 
thus  made  visible  to  her.  She  could  see  nothing 
but  his  woric  in  the  dispensation.  Thos  was  the 
passion  of  her  grief  allayed.  Her  indispoaition  to 
speak  of  her  loss,  her  solemn  repose,  was  the  ad- 
miration of  all  beholders.  The  Lord  had  not  slain 
her ;  he  had  slain  what  to  some  mothers  is  more 
than  life,  that  in  whidi  the  sweets  of  li£e  were  trea- 
sured up,  that  which  she  would  give  Ufe^j^edeem, 
aitd  yet  could  she  say, «« I  will  trust  in  Him.*'  As 
the  lead  that  goes  qnid^ly  down  to  the  ocean's 
depth,  ruffles  ite  surface  less  than  lighter  things,  so 
the  blow  which  was  strongest,  did  not  so  much  dis> 
turb  her  calm  of  mind,  but  drove  her  to  its  proper 
trust 

We  had  a  friend  loved  and  lovely.  He  had  ge- 
nius and  learning.  He  had  all  qualities,  great  and 
small,  blending  in  a  most  attractNe  whole — a  cha- 
racter as  much  to  be  loved  as  admired,  as  truly  gen- 
tle as  it  was  great,  and  so  combining  opposite  ex- 
cellencies that  each  was  beautified  by  the  other. 
Between  him  and  her  who  survives  him  there  was 
a  reciprocity  of  taste  and  sympathy — a  living  in 
each  other,  so  that  her  thoughts  seemed  but  the 
pictures  of  his — her  mind  but  a  glass  that  showed 
die  very  beauty  that  looked  into  it,  or  rather  be- 
came itself  that  beauty.  Dving  in  his  dying,  she 
did  not  all  die.  Her  love,  the  heart's  animatioo, 
lifted  her  up ;  her  sense  of  loss  was  merged  for  a 
while  in  her  love  and  confidence  of  his  good  etttale. 
In  strong  and  trusting  thoughts  of  him  as  a  happy 
spirit,  and  of  God  as  his  and  her  portion,  she  reisted 
as  in  a  cloud.  A  falling  from  this  elevation,  was 
truly  a  coming  to  one's  self  from  God — a  leaving 
of  heaven  for  earth.  Let  her  tell  the  rest  in  words 
as  beautiful  as  they  are  true  to  nature.  **  My  dp- 
solating  loss  I  realize  more  and  more.  For  many 
weeks  his  peaceful  and  triumphant  departure  left 
such  an  elevating  influence  on  my  mind,  that  I 
could  only  think  of  him  as  a  pure  and  happy  spirit 
But  now  my  feelings  have  become  more  selfish,  and 
I  long  for  the  period  to  arrive,  when  I  may  lie  down 
by  his  side  and  be  reunited  in  a  nobler  and  mote  en- 
during tmion  than  even  that  which  was  oars  here." 

Thus  does  the  mind,  when  it  ceases  to  look  up- 
ward, fall  firom  ita  elevation.  Thus  is  the  low  note 
of  sadness  heard  running  through  all  the  musir  of 
life,  when  ourselves  are  the  instruments  we  play 
upon.  The  sorrow  that  deepens  not  love,  and  runs 
not  off  with  it,  must  ever  flood  the  spirit  and  bear 
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it  down.  Oar  best  and  iweetest  life,  that  which 
we  live  in  the  good  of  others,  is  richly  stocked  with 
charities.  The  life  which  we  live  in  ourselves, 
that  which  depends  on  oar  stores,  is  master  only 
of  chaff  and  smoke,  when  they  are  taken  away,  and 
destitute  of  that  last  relieving  accommodation,  a  re- 
signed spirit  The  yoang  man  whom  Jesus  told 
to  sell  all  his  goods  and  give  to  dj^  poor,  and  he 
should  have  treasure  in  heaven,  should  be  truly  en- 
riched— <<  was  sad  at  that  saying."  He  understood 
not  the  riches  of  love,  which  never  feels  itself  so 
wealthy  as  when  it  has  expended  all  in  obedience 
to  the  commands  it  honours ;  never  so  well  fiii^ 
Dished  against  want  and  sorrow,  as  when  best  aa- 
sured  of  the  approbation  of  its  object.  In  that  we 
are  creatures,  we  see  how  poor  we  must  be,  having 
nothing  laid  up  in  the  Creator.  Selfishness  is  po- 
verty ;  it  is  the  most  utter  destitution  of  a  human 
being.  It  can  bring  nothing  to  his  relief;  it  adds 
soreness  to  his  sorrows;  it  sharpens  his  pains;  it 
aggravates' all  the  losses  he  is  liable  to  endure,  and 
when  goaded  to  extremes,  often  turns  destroyer  and 
strikes  its  last  blows  on  hims^.  It  gives  us  no- 
thing to.  rest  in  or  to  fly  to,  in  trouble ;  it  turns  our 
affections  on  ourselves,  self  on  self,  as  the  sap  of  a 
tree  descending  out  of  season  from  its  heavenward  ' 
branches,  and  making  not  only  its  life  useless,  but 
its  growth  downward. 

If  there  Lb  any  thing  about  us  which  good  hearts 
will  reverence,  it  is  our  grief  on  the  loss  of  those 
we  love.  It  is  a  condition  in  which  we  seem  to 
be  smitten  by  a  Divine  hand,  and  thus  made  sa- 
cred. It  ik  a  gAcf,  too,  which  greatly  enriches  the 
heart,  when  rightly  borne.  There  may  be  no  re- 
bellion of  the  will,  the  sweetest  sentiments  towards 
God  and  our  fellow  beings  may  be  deepened,  and 
still  the  desolation  caused  in  the  treasured  sympa- 
thies and  hopes  of  the  heart  gives  a  new  colour  to 
the  entire  scene  of  life.  The  dear  affections  which 
grew  out  of  the  consanguinities  and  connections 
of  life,  next  to  those  we  owe  to  Gbd,  are  the  most 
sacred  of  our  being ;  and  if  the  hopes  and  revela- 
tions of  a  future  state  did  not  come  to  our  aid,  our 
grief  would  be  immoderate  and  inconsolable,  when 
these  relations  are  broken  by  death. 

But  we  are  not  left  to  sorrow  in  darkness.  Death 
is  as  the  foreshadowing  of  life.  \Ve  die  that  we 
may  die  no  more.  So  short  too  is  our  life  here,  a 
mortal  life  at  best,  and  so  endless  is  the  life  on 
which  wc  enter  at  death,  an  immortal  life,  that  the 
^nsideration  may  well  moderate  our  sorrow  at 
parting.  All  who  live  must  be  separated  by  the 
great  appointment,  and  if  the  change  is  their  gain, 
we  poorly  commend  our  love  to  them,  more  poorly 
our  love  to  Christ,  who  came  to  redeem  them  and 
OS,  for  the  end  of  taking  us  to  his  rest,  if  we  refuse 
to  be  comforted.  Yes,  it  is  selfish  to  dwell  on  our 
griefs,  as  though  some  strange  thing  had  happened 
to  us,  as  though  they  were  too  important  to  be  re- 
lieved, or  it  were  a  virtue  to  suik  under  them.  I 
would  revere  all  grief  of  this  kind,  yet  I  would  say 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  a  will  of  cherishing  it, 
which  makes  it  rather  killing  than  improving  in 
its  effect  This  may  be  done  under  a  conceit  of 
doty  or  gratitude  to  the  dead.    It  may  be  done  as 


a  aacrifice  to  what  we  deem  is  expected  of  us,  or 
as  a  thing  becoming  in  the  eyes  of  others.  But 
that  bereavement  seems  rather  sanctified  which 
saddens  not  the  heart  over  much,  and  softens  with- 
out withering  it ;  which  refuses  no  comfort  or  im- 
provement we  can  profitably  receive,  and  imposes 
no  restraints  on  the  rising  hopes  of  the  heart; 
which,  in  short,  gives  way  and  is  lost  in  an  over- 
fprowtk  of  kind  and  gratefiil  aflections. 


OUR  ONLY  SATISFYING  PORTION. 

FROK  THK  FOSnON  OF   TUX  80UL. 


Wk  have  generous  and  noble  emotions,  we  are 
capable  of  a  devotion  to  one  of  our  kind  that  makes 
us  forget  all  that  is  due  to  ourselves,  and  exacts 
nothing  but  the  reception  of  its  gifts  and  honours, 
and  yet  all  this  treasure,  more  than  we  are,  and 
more  fer  than  we  can  call  our  own  or  have  a  right 
to  bestow,  may  be  treated  as  a  trifle ;  the  perisha- 
ble work  of  our  hands  may  be  more  prized  than  the 
purest,  the  largest  devisings  of  the  heart ;  yea,  what 
we  are,  and  more  than  we  can  ever  be  in  affection, 
may  be  rejected  and  des]nsed  as  len  than  nothing; 
but  let  one  such  a^iring  thought  go  out  after  God, 
and  he  will  fly  to  meet  it  as  of  more  value  than  all 
treatmres.  He  will  call  in  angels  to  rejoice  over  it, 
will  reward  it  with  what,  yea  more  than,  it  intends 
towards  him,  and  give  it  a  place  in  his  bosom. 
Our  best  aims  towards  him  can  never  fail  of  their 
end ;  towards  all  other  objects  they  must  fell  short 
of  it,  if  not  entirely  yet  partially,  for  their  incapa- 
city to  impart  that  happiness  which  our  devotion 
would  expect  as  well  as  confer.  No  creature  can 
reward  so  great  a  capacity  as  that  we  have ;  and 
the  suffering  it  may  cause  us  may  equal  in  degree 
the  happiness  it  craves.  There  are  wrongs  and 
losses,  of  which  our  nature  is  capable,  which  dis- 
qualify the  mind  and  heart  for  their  proper  place 
and  influence,  and  cast  a  gloom  upon  every  pros- 
pect, and  which  we  should  be  quite  unable  to  bear, 
if  we  were  obliged  to  estimate  them  as  annihila- 
tions, or  suspensions  of  the  proper  and  rightful  in- 
terests of  our  being.  The  smallest  injury  of  this 
description  could  never  occur  in  a  just  government, 
without  an  equivalent  provided  somewhere,  and  to 
be  realized,  we  may  not  know  in  what  manner. 
The  view,  however,  that  has  been  taken  of  this  sub- 
ject promises  not  merely  an  equivalent  but  a  gain, 
and  this,  though  it  cannot  take  away  pain,  endows 
submission  with  reason,  and  relieves  our  darkness 
with  the  sun-light  of  hope. 


THOUGHTS. 


i=r 


Sklt-lotk  is  the  parent  of  presumption.  We 
are  never  so  bad  or  so  old  but  self-love  may  keep  us 
in  fevour  with  ourselves. 

Vanity  is  a  refined  selfishness,  which  is  ever  ex- 
acting homage,  but  never  paying  any. 

If  a  vain  person  flatter  you,  it  is  to  try  his  power 
on  you,  and  you  must  be  made  his  tool,  or  he  your 
■enemy* 


ORESTES  A.  BROWNSON. 


[Bon  about  IMS.] 


Mr.  Brownson  is  a  natiye  of  Windsor  county 
in  Vermont.  Except  that  he  lost  his  father 
while  he  was  an  infant  I  know  little  of  his 
early  life.  It  is  understood  however  that  it 
was  passed  in  scenes  foreign  to  the  pursuits 
of  literature,  and  that  he  owes  pothing  to  the 
culture  of  t}^  schools.  He  was  at  one  time 
a  minister  of  the  Presbyterian  church,  then 
a  Uniyersalist,  then  a  Deist.  The  sermon 
preached  by  Dr.  Channing  at  the  ordination 
of  Mr.  Farley,  in  1828,  awakened  in  his  mind 
a  train  of  thought  which  led  him  again  to 
belieye  himself  a  Christian,  and  resume  hie 
profession  as  a  preacher.  One  Abner  Kneel- 
and,  an  infidel  of  the  more  Yulgar  description, 
had  been  for  some  time  exciting  considerable 
attention  in  Boston  by  harangues  against  the 
Christian  religion,  and  Mr.  Brownson,  who 
had  now  outlived  this  sort  of  stuff,  went  to 
that  city  to  oppose  him,  with  his  own  experi- 
ence and  reason,  and  to  gather  about  him  such 
as  were  troubled  with  doubts  and  asking  for 
more  certain  grounds  of  religious  faith.  It  is 
a  proof  of  his  success,  that  the  infidel  organi- 
zation was  broken  up,  its  press  stopped,  and 
its  leader  compelled  to  find  a  new  home. 

About  this  time  Mr.  Brownson  became  an 
admirer,  and  a  student  of  the  contemporary 
French  philosophers,  and  introduced  himself 
to  the  public  as  a  writer  by  a  series  of  bold 
and  eloquent  articles  in  the  Christian  Exami- 
ner. In  1836  he  published  a  small  volume 
entitled  New  Views  of  Christianity,  Society, 
and  the  Church.  In  the  following  year  we 
find  that  he  was  minister  of  a  '*  Society  for 
Christian  Union  and  Progress,"  some  of  his 
discourses  before  which  were  printed  and  had 
a  wide  circulation.  In  1838  he  commenced  the 
Boston  Quarterly  Review,  and  in  1840  pub- 
lished Charles  Elwood,  or  the  Infidel  Convert- 
ed, a  metaphysical  novel,  which  was  intended 
to  be  substantially  the  history  of  his  own  reli- 
gious experience.  He  has  since  given  to  the 
press  many  discourses,  letters,  and  other  tracts, 
upon  metaphysical,  theological,  and  political 
subjects,  but  by  far  the  largest  portion  of  his 
writings  has  appeared  in  the  Boston  Quarterly 


Review.  This  work  he  conducted  almost 
single-handed  for  five  years,  with  a  freedom 
and  an  energy  which  gained  him  a  wide  repu- 
tation. At  the  close  of  the  volu|ne  for  1843 
he  was  induced  to  merge  it  in  the  Democratic 
Review,  published  in  New  York,  "  on  condi- 
tion of  becoming  a  free  and  independent  con- 
tributor to  its  pages  for  two  years."  The 
character  of  his  articles  proved  unacceptable 
to  a  large  portion  of  the  subscribers  to  that 
work,  and  his  connection  with  it  ceased  be- 
fore the  expiration  of  the  time  agreed  upon. 
In  the  beginning  of  1844  he  revived  ^  own 
periodical  under  the  title  of  Brownson^Quar- 
terly  Review,  and  has  ever  since  continued 
it,  writing  himself  nearly  all  its  contents.  He 
had  modified  his  politics,  and  philosophy, and 
changed  his  religion;  and  in  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic church,  with  which  he  now  united  him- 
self, he  found  a  new  audience,  more  numerous 
than  any  he  had  before  addressed. 

When  our  attention  is  first  engaged  by  this 
ardent  and  earnest  schemer,  we  are  caught 
by  the  luxuriance  of  mental  production  with 
which  his  pages  appear  to  be  teeming.  There 
is  a  profusion  of  speculative  suggestion,  a  pro- 
digality of  bright  hypothesis,  and  a  seeming 
energy  of  logical  analysis,  which  make  us  be- 
lieve for  the  moment  that  we  have  met  with 
an  inexhaustible  storehouse  of  though L  But 
when  the  perusal  of  one  of  his  papers  is  ended, 
we  are  surprised  to  observe  how  little  we  have 
appropriated  of  that  which  we  have  read ;  how 
slightly  our  own  faculties  have  been  either 
enriched  or  strengthened  by  what  they  have 
gone  through ;  to  how  small  an  extent  the 
speculations  of  the  author  have  become  assi- 
milated with  our  mental  consciousness.  Hie 
operations  of  Mr.  Brownson's  mind  want  a  re- 
lation to  definite  and  settled  reason.  They  lack 
some  pervading  principle  or  quality  by  which 
they  might  be  linked  to  the  general  sense  of 
men»  We  desire  to  give  them  a  fixity  in  the 
field  of  human  interests  by  determining  from 
what  element  of  nature  they  take  their  origin, 
or  in  what  results  of  life  they  propose  to  ter- 
minate.   As  it  is,  they  seem  to  be  lost  in  the 
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infinitude  of  mental  space.  His  reflective 
&cultie8  are  morbidly  sneceptible  to  eyery 
soggestion  that  comes  upon  the  field  of  their 
action.  He  possesses  an  irritability  of  intel- 
ligence diat  reacts  on  evexy  subject  with  an 
energy^es  quick  as  it  is  copious.  But  that 
common  sense,  which  is  the  unison  of  the  in- 
dividual intellect  with  the  general  reason  of 
life, — the  organizing  influence  which  tends  to 
ally  particular  speculations  to  the  great  body 
of  human  understanding, — ^the  magnetism  of 
mind  by  which  thought  is  inclined  always  to 
move  around  the  axis  of  truth — ^that  great,  ra- 
tionalizing power  is  wanting.  The  mind  of 
Mr.  Brownson  displays  a  preternatural  acti- 
vity. But  its  action  is  heated,  and  the  play 
of  the  judgment  sometimes  a  little  irregular. 
It  is  not  the  energy  of  health,  but  the  restless- 
ness of  fever ;  he  is  ever  moving  onward,  be- 
cause he  has  lost  the  ability  to  retnain  in  re- 
pose. He  inquires,  not  to  satisfy  reason,  but 
to  stimulate  speculation;  and  his  processes 
contemplate,  not  the  establishment  of  truth, 
but  the  generation  of  theories.  He  is  acute, 
even  to  super-subtlety ;  but  is  wanting  in  com- 
prehensiveness of  view.  He  sees  far  along  a 
narrow  line  of  vision,  but  the  capacity  of  see- 
ing many  different  things  at  the  same  time, 
and  of  embracing  in  one  expanded  conception 
a  great  compass  of  considerations,— which  is 
the  royal  faculty  of  Understanding, — he  does 
not  possess.  His  faculties  are  intensely  '*  vi- 
tal in  every  part;'^  but  want  that  calmness, 
that  self-balanced  composure,  that  spontane- 
ous tendency  «to  simple,  permanent  principles, 
which  give  to  human  intelligence  an  aspect 
of  greatness. 

With  regard  to  Mr.  Brownson^s  merits  as 
a  cultivator  of  that  philosophy  of  society 
which  he  professes,  a  candid  estimate  would 
probably  determine  that  his  own  contributions 
to  it  amount  to  nothing :  we  cannot  discover 
any  one  element  of  opinion,  any  one  definite 
view,  any  single  principle  of  arrangement  or 
detail,  which  a  future  historian  will  refer  to 
his  name  as  connected  with  its  first  appear- 
ance in  the  science.  It  is  indeed  a  little  diffi- 
cult for  minds  of  that  extreme  susceptibility 
which  we  have  noted  in  Mr.  Brownson  ever 
to  be  original :  they  are  so  impressible  to  the 
force  of  others,  that  they  rarely  can  develope 
forms  from  their  own  reason  against  surround- 
ing things ;  they  multiply  the  suggestions  of 
others  into  a  thousand  variations,  but  they  do 


not  invent.  Accordingly,  through  life,  he  has 
played  the  part  of  a  parasite  mind,  which 
passes  on  from  system  to  system,  clasping 
each  in  succession  as  a  part  of  itself.  Ar- 
ranged in  the  order  of  time,  his  writings  now 
constitute  a  sort  of  Philosophical  Almanac, 
with  a  new  scheme  of  truth  for  evexy  day  in 
the  year :  but  the  explanation  is  to  be  found 
in  that  absence  of  genuineness  which  I  have 
just  referred  to.  It  would  be  impossible  to 
link  his  former  opinions  with  his  present  ones, 
by  any  connexion,  either  logical  or  psycho- 
logical. No  method  of  reasoning  could  de- 
rive one  from  the  other ;  and  no  process  of 
mental  experience  can  be  conceived  of  by 
which  an  understanding  adapted  to  originate 
the  former  class  of  views  could  be  matured 
into  a  capacity  to  originate  the  later  class. 
But  in  fact  neither  in  one  case  nor  in  the  other 
was  Mr.  Brownson  writing  his  own  opinions. 
He  once  wrote  La  Mennais;  he  afterward 
.wrote  Jouflfroy;  and  now  he  writes  Comte. 
The  development  of  the  last  phase  of  his  views 
is  more  creditable  to  his  judgment  than  to  his 
candour;  for  1  do  not  recollect  that  he  has 
once  mentioned  the  name  of  an  author  from 
whom  he  has  rather  compiled  than  borrowed. 
Those  who  are  familiar  with  one  of  the  great- 
est productions  which  the  intellect  of  Europe 
has  evolved  since  the  Novum  Organon,  will 
not  fail  to  recognise  in  Mr.  Brownson's  theo- 
ries of  the  organic  unity  of  the  human  race,  the 
progressive  development  of  society,  and  its 
subordination  to  inherent  laws,  the  necessity 
of  government,  the  fallacy  of  obedience  to  the 
will  of  the  majority,  and  many  other  similar 
positions,  imperfect  and  confused  renderings 
of  those  great  views  that  appear  in  a  power 
so  irresistible,  an  order  so  majestic,  and  a  pre- 
cision and  certainty  so  absolute,  in  the  Cours 
de  Philosophic  Positive.  But  in  the  papers 
of  Mr.  Brownson  the  beautiful  conceptions  of 
M.  Comte  are  depraved  by  the  metaphysical 
propension  of  a  mind  incapable  of  apprehend- 
ing tnith  in  a  purely  positive  formf  in  the 
reproduction,  for  example,  of  the  French  wri- 
ter's views,  in  the  article  on  The  Community 
System,  the  scientific  conception  of  the  so- 
cial unity  of  the  race  degenerates  into  the 
chimera  of  Platonic  ideas.  That  method,  of 
which  the  philosophical  character  was  de- 
fined by  Bacon,  which  was  first  applied  to 
social  phenomena  by  the  prophetical  sagacity 
of  Vice,  and  which  is  illustrated  with  system- 
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atic  extension  in  the  comprehensire  exposi- 
tions of  Comte,  undoubtedly  is  the  scheme 
upon  which  in  future  times  truth  will  be  de- 
veloped and  society  arranged:  it  is  to  be 
regretted  that  its  discoyerie^  in  politics  first 
became  known  to  American  readers  in  this 
fragmentary  and  imperfect  manner,  curtailed 
of  their  fair  proportions,  marred  and  defeatured 
by  the  confusing  dimness  of  the  medium  in 
which  ^ey  are  reflected.  Mr.  Brownson's 
mind  is  essentially  an  imitative  one,  and  in 
all  its  displays  shows  the  stamp  of  a  second- 
ary character. 


The  style  of  Mr.  Brownson  has  some  good 
qualities.  It  is  commonplace,  without  purity, 
and  destitute  of  any  characteristic  brilliancy  or 
elegance ;  but  it  is  natuval,  direct,  and  plain. 
It  is  that  simple  and  unaffected  manner  which 
has  the  appearance  of  being  formed,  lAt  upon 
any  plan,  but  merely  by  practice  and  use. 
Occasionally  his  better  taste  is  oyercome  by 
the  faults  of  CarlylC)  or  some  other  fayourite 
of  the  hour;  but  when  he  uses  his  own  style,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  name  an  au#or  who  ren- 
ders abstruse  subjects  so  familiar,  or  conducts 
the  most  arduous  discussions  with  greater  ease. 


IMMORTALITY.. 

VSOM    CHASLXS    XLWOOD. 


I  PAfM  over  MTeral  months  in  whidi  nothing  I 
can  bring  myself  to  relate,  of  much  importance  oc- 
curred. Elizabeth  and  I  met  a  few  times  afWr  the 
interview  I  have  mentioned.  8be  was  ever  the 
same  pure-minded,  afiectionate  girl ;  but  the  view 
which  she  had  taken  of  her  duty  to  God,  and  the 
struggle  which  thence  ensued  between  religion 
and  love,  surrounded  as  she  was  by  pious  fiiends, 
whose  zeal  for  the  soul  hereafter  far  outran  their 
knowledge  of  what  would  constitute  its  real  well- 
being  here,  preyed  upon  her  health,  and  threatened 
the  worst  results.  From  those  results  I  raise  not 
the  veil. 

One  tie  alone  was  lefi  me,  one  alone  bound  me 
to  my  race  and  to  virtue.  My  mother,  bowed  with 
years  and  afflictions,  still  lived,  though  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  country.  A  letter  from  a  distant  rela- 
tive with  whom  she  resided,  informed  me  that  she 
Was  very  ill,  and  demanded  my  presence,  as  she 
could  not  survive  many  days.  I  need  not  say  this 
letter  afflicted  me.  I  had  not  seen  my  mother  for 
several  years ;  not  because  I  wanted  filial  affection, 
^ut  I  had  rarely  been  able  to  do  as  I  would.  Po- 
verty is  a  stem  master,  and  when  combined  with 
talent  and  ambition,  often  compels  us  to  seem 
wanting  in  most  of  the  better  and  more  amiable 
affections  of  our  nature.  I  had  always  loved  and 
reverenced  my  mother ;  but  her  image  rose  before 
me  now  as  it  never  had  before.  It  looked  mourn- 
fully upon  me,  and  in  the  eloquence  of  mute  sor- 
row seemed  to  upbraid  me  with  neglect,  and  to  tell 
me  that  I  had  failed  to  prove  myself  a  good  son. 

I  lost  no  time  in  complying  with  my  mother's 
request  I  found  her  still  living,  but  evidently  near 
her  \a»L  She  recognised  me,  brightened  up  a  mo- 
ment, thanked  me  for  coming  to  see  her,  thanked 
her  God  that  he  had  permitted  her  to  look  once 
*^more  upon  the  face  of  her  son,  her  only  child,  and 
to  God,  the  God  in  whom  she  believed,  who  had 
protected  her  through  life,  and  in  whom  she  had 
found  solace  and  support  under  all  her  trials  and 
sorrows,  she  commended  me,  with  all  the  fervour 
of  undoubting  piety  and  the  warmth  of  maternal 


Iove»  for  time  and  eternity.  The  eflbrt  exhausted 
her ;  she  sunk  into  a  sort  of  lethargy,  which  in  a 
few  hours  proved  to  be  the  sleep  of  death. 

I  watched  by  the  lifeless  body ;  I  followcid  it  to 
its  resting-place  in  the  ear^ :  went  at  tfviiigbt  and 
stood  by  the  grave  which  had  closed  over  iL  Da 
you  ask  what  were  my  thoughts  and  feelings! 

I  wss  a  disbeliever,  but  I  was  a  man,  and  had  a 
heart ;  and  not  the  less  s  heart  because  few  diared 
its  aflections.  But  the  feelings  with  which  pro- 
fessed believers  and  unbelievers  meet  death,  either 
for  themselves  or  for  others,  are  veiy  nearly  similar. 
When  death  comes  into  the  circle  of  our  friends 
and  sundera  the  cords  of  affection,  it  is  backward 
we  look,  not  forward,  and  we  are  with  the  departed 
as  he  lives  in  our  memories,  not  as  be  may  be  in 
our  hopes.  The  hopes  nurtured  by  religioo  sis 
very  consoling  when  grief  exists  only  in  antkipa- 
tion,  or  after  time  has  hallowed  it ;  but  they  have 
little  power  in  the  moment  when  it  actually  breaki 
in  upon  the  soul,  and  pierces  the  heart  Bcadesi, 
there  are  few  people  who  know  how  to  use  their 
immortality.  Death  to  the  great  mass  of  beheveis 
as  well  as  of  unbelievers  comes  as  the  king  of  ter- 
rors, in  the  shape  of  a  Total  Extinction  of  being. 
The  immortali^  of  the  soul  is  assented  to  rather 
than  believed, — lielieved  rather  than  Uvod.  And 
withal  it  is  something  so  far  in  the  distant  fiitnre, 
that  till  long  after  the  spirit  has  left  the  body,  ws 
think  and  speak  of  the  loved  ones  as  no  more. 
Rarely  does  the  believer  find  that  relief  in  the  doo> 
trine  of  immortality,  which  he  insists  on  with  so 
much  eloquence  in  his  controversy  with  unbe- 
hevers.  He  might  find  it,  he  ought  to  find  it,  ani 
one  day  will ;  but  not  till  he  learns  that  man  tf 
immortal,  and  not  merely  is  to  be  inmiortaL 

I  lingered  several  weeks  around  the  grave  of  ray 
mother,  and  in  the  neighbourhood  where  she  had 
lived.  It  was  the  plat*e  where  I  had  paased  my 
own  childhood  and  youth.  It  was  the  scene  of 
those  early  associations  which  become  the  dearer 
to  us  as  we  leave  them  the  fiirther  behind.  I  stood 
where  I  had  sported  in  the  freedom  of  early  child- 
hood ;  but  I  stood  alone,  for  no  one  was  there  with 
whom  I  could  speak  of  its  frolics.  One  feels  sin- 
gttlsrly  desolate  when  he  asss  only  strange  &eei» , 
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and  hemrs  only  strange  voioei  in  what  was  the 

home  of  his  early  life. 

I  returned  to  the  village  where  I  resided  when 

L  I  first  introduced  myself  to  my  readers.     But  what 

t  was  that  spot  to  me  now  ?     Nature  had  done  much 

for  it,  but  nature  henwlf  is  very  much  what  we 

make  helf    There'must  be  beauty  in  our  souls,  or 

we  shall  see  no  loveliness  in  her  fice ;  and  beauty 

had  died  out  of  my  souL     She  who  might  have 

recalled  it  to  life,  and  thrown  its  hues  over  all  the 

world  was but  of  that  I  will  not  speak. 

It  was  now  that  I  really  needed  the  hope  of  im- 
mortality. Tlt^  world  was  to  me  one  vast  desert, 
and  life  was  without  end  or  aim.  The  hope  of 
immortality  is  not  needed  to  enable  us  to  bear 
grief,  to  meet  great  calamities.  These  can  be,  as 
they  have  been,  met  by  the  atheist  with  a  serene 
brow  and  a  tranquil  pmse.  We  need  not  the  hope 
of  immortality  in  order  to  meet  death  with  com- 
posme.  The  manner  in  which  we  meet  death^de- 
pends  altogether  more  on  the  state  of  our  nerves, 
than  the  nature  of  our  hopes.  But  we  want  it 
when  eiirth  has  lost  its  gloss  of  novelty,  when  our 
hopes  have  Jbeen  blasted,  our  affections  withered, 
and  the  shoftness  of  life  and  the  vanity  of  all  hu- 
man pursuits  have  come  home  to  us,  and  made  us 
exclaim,  "  Vanity  pf  vanities,  all  is  vanity  ;*'  we 
want  then  the  hope  of  immortality  to  give  to  life 
an  end,  an  aim. 

We  all  of  us  at  times  feel  this  Want  The  inbdel 
iaels  it  early  in  life.  He  learns  all  too  soon,  what 
to  him  is  a  withering  fiact,  that  man  does  not  com- 
plete his  destiny  on  earth.  Man  never  completes 
any  thing  here.  What  then  shall  he  do  if  there 
be  no  hereafter?  With  what  courage  can  I  be- 
take myself  to  my  task  ?  I  may  begin — but  the 
grave  lies  between  me  and  the  completion.  Death 
will  come  to  interrupt  my  work,  and  compel  me 
to  leave  it  unfinished.  VhiB  is  more  terrible  to 
me  than  the  thought  of  ceasing  to  be.  I  could 
almost, — at  least,  I  think  I  could — consent  to  be 
no  more,  after  ft-  had  finished  my  work,  achieved 
my  destiny;  but  to  die  before  my  work  is  com- 
pleted, while  that  destiny  is  but  begun, — this  is 
the  death  which  comes  to  me  indeed  as  a  <*  King 
of  Terrors." 

The  hope  of  another  life  to  be  the  complement 
of  this,  steps  in  to  save  us  from  this  death,  to  give 
um  the  courage  and  the  hope  to  begin.  The  rough 
sketch  shall  hereafter  become  the  finished  picture, 
the  artist  shall  give  it  the  last  touch  at  his  easel ; 
the  science  we  had  just  begun  shall  be  completed, 
and  the  incipient  destiny  shall  be  achieved.  Fear 
not  to  begin,  thou  hast  eternity  before  thee  in  which 
to  end. 

I  wanted,  at  the  time  of  which  I  speak,  this  hope. 
I  had  no  future.  I  was  shut  up  in  this  narrow  life 
as  in  a  cage.  All  for  whom  I  could  have  Uved, 
laboured,  and  died,  were  gone,  or  worse  than  gone. 
I  had  no  end,  no  aim.  My  afiections  were  driven 
back  to  stagnate  and  become  putrid  in  my  own 
breast.  I  had  no  one  to  care  for.  The  world  was 
to  me  as  if  it  were  not ;  and  yet  a  strange  restless* 


nesB  came  over  me.  I  could  be  still  nowhere.  I 
roved  listlessly  from  object  to  object,  my  body  was 
carried  firom  place  to  place,  I  knew  not  why,  and 
asked  not  myself  wherefore.  And  yet  change  of 
object,  change  of  scene  wrought  no  change  within 
me.  I  existed,  bu(,4id  not  live.  He  who  has  no 
fafeare,  has  no  lift. 


THE  BIBLE. 
raoM  THX  Boirrox  quabtsilt  asvisw. 


I  RKKKicBBR  Well  the  time  when  the  Bible  was 
to  me  a  revolting  book,  when  I  could  find  no  mean- 
ing in  it,  and  when  I  could  not  believe  that  reli- 
gious people  could  honestly  regard  it  as  they  pro- 
fessed to  regard  it    Its  very  style  and  language 
were  ofiensive,  and  if  I  was  called  upon  to  write 
upon  religious  topics,  I  took  good  care  to  avoid,  as 
much  as  possible,  the  use  of  its  phraseology.    But 
it  is  not  so  with  me  now.     Life  has  developed 
within  me  wants  which  no  other  book  can  satisfy. 
Say  nothing  now  of  the  divine  origin  of  the  Bible; 
take  it  merely  as  an  ancient  writing  which  has 
come  down  to  us,  and  it  is  to  me  a  truly  wonderful 
production.    I  take  up  the  writings  of  the  most 
admired  geniuses  of  ancient  or  modem  times ;  I 
read  them,  and  relish  them ;  and  yet  there  is  a 
depth  in  my  experience  they  do  not  fathom.    This 
is  much,  I  say ;  but  I  have  lived  more  than  is  here ; 
I  have  wants  this  does  not  meet ;  it  records  only  a 
moiety  of  my  experience.     But  with  the  Bibld  it 
is  not  so.     Whatever  my  state,  its  authors  seem 
to  have  anticipated  it. '  Whatever  anomaly  in  my 
experience  I  note,  they  seem  to  have  recorded  it 
What  experience  these  men  had,  if  indeed  they 
spoke  from  experience !     It  is  well  called  the  Book, 
for  it  is  the  book  in  which  seems  to  be  registered 
all  that  the  individual  or  the  race  ever  has  lived, 
or  ever  can  live.    It  is  all  here.    If  I  would  bow 
down  with  sorrow  ^for  sin,  and  pour  out  my  soul 
in  deep  contrition  for  my  wanderings,  here  are  the 
very  words  I  want,  and  words  terribly  expressive. 
If  I  would  break  forth  in  thanksgiving  for  release 
firom  the  bonds  of  uiiquity,  and  shout  in  exulting 
strains  my  forgiveness,  here  is  the  hynm  afareadj 
composed,  which  exactly  meets  the  temper  of  mj 
mind.    Then,  again,  even  the  language  of  ooi 
common  English  version,  ridiculed  as  it  often  hai 
been,  is  after  all  the  only  language  in  which  I  cat 
utter  the  spiritual  facts  which  are  developed  withu 
me.    I  seek  to  vary  the  expression,  to  select  whs 
I  may  regard  as  an  equivalent  but  more  elegaa 
term,  and  some  how  or  other  the  soul  of  the  paa 
sag^  escapes,  and  I  find  remaining  nothing  but ; 
lifeless  form  of  words.     It  does  not  therefore  seev 
strange  to  me  now,  though  it  once  did,  the  attad 
ment  the  Christian  world  has  to  this  venerabl 
Book,  if  or  the  tenacity  with  which  they,  who  speal 
the  English  tongue,  hold  on  to  our  common  vei 
sion,  in  spite  of  the  defects  which  criticism  ju^ 
points  out  "  ^ 
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Lydii.  Maria  Feakcis,  now  Mrs.  David 
Lee  Child,  commenced  her  literary  life  with 
Hobomok,  a  Tale  of  Early  Times,  published 
in  1824.  She  had  resided  several  years  in 
Maine,  far  removed  from  all  literary  associa- 
tions, but  was  then  on  a  visit  to  her  brother, 
the  Reverend  Conyers  Francis,  minister  of  the 
Unitarian  church  in  Watertown,  and  now  of 
Hanrard  University.  One  Sunday  noon,  soon 
afVer  her  arrival  there,  she  took  up  a  number 
of  the  North  American  Review,  and  read  Doc- 
tor Palfrey^s  article  on  Yamoyden,  in  which 
he  eloquently  describes  the  adaptation  of  early 
New  England  history  to  the  purposes  of  fiction. 
She  had  never  written  a  word  for  the  press, — 
never  had  dreamed  of  turning  author, — ^but 
the  spell  was  on  her,  and  seizing  a  pen,  before 
the  bell  rung  for  the  afternoon  meeting  she 
hadcomposed  the  first  chapter  of  thenovel,  just 
as'  it  is  printed.  When  it  was  shown  to  her 
1)rother,  her  young  ambition  was  flattered  by 
the  exclamation,  **  But,  Maria,  did  you  rtally 
write  this?  do  you  mean  what  you  say,  that 
it  is  entirely  your  own  1"  The  excellent  doc- 
tor little  knew  the  effect  of  his  words.  Her 
fate  was  fixed :  in  six  weeks  Hobomok  was 
finished.  It  is  a  story  of  the  Pilgrim  times, 
and  the  scene  is  chiefly  in  Salem  and  Plymouth. 
Among  the  characters  are  Lady  Arabella  John- 
son, Governor  Endicott,  and  others  known  in 
history.  They  are  very  well  drawn,  and  the 
sketches  of  manners  and  scenery  are  truthful 
and  spirited.  But  the  plot  is  unnatural,  and  is 
not  very  skilfully  managed.  There  were  then, 
however,  very  few  American  books  of  this  sort ; 
Cooper  had  just  begun  his  brilliant  career,  and 
Miss  Sedgwick^s  first  novel  had  been  out  but 
two  or  three  weeks ;  and  Hobomok  therefore 
attracted  much  attention.  It  was  followed,  in 
the  next  year,  by  The  Rebels,  a  Tale  of^be 
Revolution,  which  has  about  the  same  kind 
and  degree  of  merit.  It  is  worth  mentioning, 
that  the  speech  of  James  Otis,  in  this  novel, 
which  is  often  quoted  in  school  books,  and  has 
found  its  way  into  histories,  as  authentic,  as 
well  as  Whitfield's  celebrated  sermon,  in  the 
same  work,  was  coined  entirely  by  Mrs.  Child. 
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In  1831  she  published  The  Mother's  BooIl; 
and  in  1832  The  Giri's  Book,  two  volumes  de- 
signed to  exhibit  the  reciprocal  duties  of  pa- 
rent and  child,  in  their  several  rei|^tions  to  each 
other,  which  had  a  large  and  well  deserved 
success. 

About  the  same  time,  for  the  Ladies'  Family 
Library,  published  in  Boston,  of  which  she 
was  editor,  she  wrote  Lives  of  Madame  de 
Stael  and  Roland,  in  one  volume ;  Lives  of 
Lady  Russel  and  Madame  Guyon,  in  one  vo- 
lume; Biographies  of  Good  Wives,  in  one 
volume ;  and  The  History  and  Condition  of 
Women,  in  two  volumes.  These  are  all  in- 
teresting and  valuable  books,  exhibiting  taste 
and  judgment,  but  marked  by  little  of  the  in- 
dividuality which  distinguishes  her  more  ori- 
ginal productions. 

In  1833  Mrs.  Child  published  The  CoromUi 
collection  of  miscellaneous  pieces  in  prose  and 
verse,  many  of  which  had  before  been  printed, 
in  the  literary  annuals ;  and  in  the  same  year 
her  Appeal  for  that  Class  of  Americans  called 
Africans,  which  was  the  first  work  diat  ap- 
peared in  this  country  in  favour  of  the  imin^ 
diate  emancipation  of  the  slaves.  It  was  earn- 
est and  able,  and  was  read  with  deep  interest 
both  at  home  and  in  Europe.  A  copy  of  it 
falling  into  the  hands  of  Doctor  Channing, 
who  had  not  before  been  acquainted  with  her, 
he  walked  from  Boston  to  Roxbury  to  ind^ 
duce  himself  and  to  thank  her  for  writing  it. 

In  1835  appeared  the  most  beautiful  of  be 
works,  Philothea,  a  romance  of  Greece  in  iha 
days  of  Pericles.  It  had  been  four  or  five 
years  in  its  progress,  **  for  the  practical  tea- 
dencies  of  the  age,  and  particulariy  of  the 
country  in  which  I  lived,"  she  says  in  her  pi»> 
face,  **  have' so  continually  forced  me  into  the 
actual,  that  my  mind  has  seldom  obtained  free- 
dom to  rise  into  the  ideal."  She  had  made  % 
strong  efibrt  to  throw  herself  into  the  spirit  c 
the  times,  **  which  is  prone  to  neglect  beat 
tifnl  and  fragrant  flowers,  unless  their  roott 
will  answer  for  vegetables,  and  their  leaves 
for  herbs."  But  there  were  seasons  when  M 
soul  felt  restless  in  thi^ifcondage ;  in  these  Ait 
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abandoned  herself  to  pursuits  of  a  more  con^ 
genial  sort ;  aud,  led  by  lore  of  the  romantic 
and  beautiful,  among 

"The  intelligible  fonns  of  ancient  poeta,        • 
Hie  fair  humanities  of  old  religion/' 

she  attempted  to  depict  the  life  of  Athens  in  its 
most  glorious  age,  when  Pericles  presided  f  ver 
the  destinies  of  the  state,  Plato  taught  in  the 
Academy,  Phidias  built  temples  and  carved  sta- 
tues of  the  gods,  and  Aspasia  captivated  sages 
by  her  beaut||^and  overthrew  the  severity  of 
female  manners  by  appearing  unveiled  at  the 
symposia  of  ths  wits.     Except  Mr.  Ware's 
2^nobia  and  Probus,  Philothea  is  the  only 
classical  romance  deeding  any  consideration 
that  has  been  produced  in  this  country,  and  it 
is  worthy  to  be  ranked  with  those  admirable 
works.    The  scenery  is  purely  Grecian;  all 
the  externals  are  in  keeping ;  the  narrative  is 
interesting  and  clearly  defined  ;  and  the  style 
is  elevatjrand  chaste,  abounding  in  unlooked- 
for  turns  and  spontaneous  beauties.    But  the 
author  seems  hal^ly  to  have  caught  the  an- 
tique spirit :  the  philosophical  tone  of  Philo- 
thea reminds  us  quite  as  much  of  Boston  as  of 
Athens. 

In  1841  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Child  went  to  reside 
in  New  York,  where  they  conducted  for  some 
time  The  National  Anti-Slavery  Standard,  a 
weekly  gazette  of  which  the  title  indicated 
the  object  and  general   character.     For  this 
fl|p  wrote  much,  not  of  the  subject  of  slavery 
only,  but  of  many  others  that  belong  to  the 
country  and  to  the  age,  and  in  all  her  articles 
»  showed  an  earnest  spirit,  generous  sympathies, 
and  wide  knowledge.    In  the  summer  of  1841 
she  commenced  a  series  of  Letters  to  the  edi- 
tor of  the  Boston  Courier,  which  were  so  fresh, 
so  spirited,  and  familiar,  and  had  about  them 
BO  much  of  pleasing  individuality,  that  they 
^vere  reprinted  in  all  parts  of  the  country,  and 
came  to  be  looked  for  with  as  much  interest 
as  the  new  numbera  of  the  magazines.     Up- 
on the  publication  of  the  fortieth'  letter  they 
were  collected  and  issued  in  a  volume,  under 
the  title  of  Lettere  from  New  York.    None 
of  the  booksellers  seemed  willing  to  publish 
them,  but  the  indications  of  their  popularity 
were  such  as  could  not  be  mistaken  by  the 
aathor,  and  she  therefore  printed  the  firat  edi* 
tion  on  her  own  account ;  and  the  rapid^sale  of 
thousand  after  thousand  copies,  secured  a  ready 
market  for  the  second  series,  which  appeared 
^  in  1845. 


These  Letters  are  on  every  variety  of  sub- 
jects that  would  be  suggested  to  a  thoughtful, 
earnest  and  benevolent  mind,  in  the  houses, 
thoroughfares,  and  public  assemblies  of«  city, 
in  a  period  of  excitement  and  transition,  and 
every  one  of  them  strikes  a  chord  to  which  the 
heart  of  some  reader  will  vibrate  in  unison. 

Fact  and  Fiction,*  the  last  volume  which 
Mrs.  Child  has  given  to  the  public,  is  a  collec- 
tion of  tales,  of  various  kinds,  but  all  charac- 
teristic and  excellent,  which  she  had  previous- 
ly published  in  the  periodicals.  The  Children 
of  Mount  Ida,  and  A  Legend  of  the  Apostle 
John,  relate  to  classical  times,  and  have  the 
marble  polish  and  chasteness  of  her  Philothea. 
To  anytlfBr,  Hilda  Silfverling,  a  fantasy,  she 
has  imparted  the  interest  and  imagery  that  be- 
long to  Scandinavian  manners  and  scenery. 
But  perhaps  those  which  have  most  of  her 
own  individuality  are  The  Neighbour-in-Law, 
an  admirable  illustration  of  the  power  of  kind- 
ness in  softening  and  moulding  natures  beyond 
all  other  influences,  and  the  Beloved  Tune, 
an  expression  of  mental  experiences,  resem- 
bling some  of  the  fine  pieces  of  imagination 
interepersed  with  the  second  series  of  her  Let- 
tere from  New  York. 

Mre.  Child  has  a  large  acquaintance  with 
common  life,  which  she  describes  with  a  ge- 
nial sympathy  and  fidelity, — a  generous  love 
of  freedom,  extreme  susceptibility  of  impres- 
sions of  beauty,  and  an  imagination  which 
bodies  forth  her  feelings  in  forms  of  peculiar 
distinctness  and  freshness.  Her  works  abound 
in  bright  pictures  and  fanciful  thoughts,  which 
seem  to  be  of  the  atmosphere  in  which  she 
lives.  She  transfuses  into  them  something  of 
her  own  spirit,  which,  though  meditative  and 
somewhat  mystical,  is  always  cheerful  and 
radiant.  In  her  revelations  on  music,  illustn^ 
tions  of  the  doctrine  of  correspondences,  and 
all  the  more  speculative  parts  of  her  varioui 
writings,  she  has  shown  that  fine  perceptioi 
of  the  mysterious  analogy  which  exists  be 
tween  the  physical  and  moral  world,  and  oi 
the  mode  in  which  the  warp  and  woof  of  ILfi 
are  4ningling,  which  is  among  the  firat  attri< 
bates  of  the  true  poet. 

*Thi8  volume  contains  The  Children  of  Moont  Ida 
The  Youthful  Emigrant;  The  Quadroons;  The  Irii 
Heart ;  A  Legend  of  the  Apostle  John ;  Hie  Belorqi 
Tune ;  Elizabeth  Wilson ;  The  Neighbour-in-Law ;  Sflf 
waits  in  the  Spirit  Land ;  A  Poei^s  Dream  of  the  Sooj 
The  Black  Saxona ;  Hilda  SilfTorling ;  Rosesglory ;  ] 
Legend  of  the  Falls  of  St  Anthony ;  The  Btoihers. 
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A  BANQUET  AT  ASPASIA'S. 

rROM  PHILOTHXA.  « 


T^^room  in  wtiich  the  guests  were  assembled, 
was  fornished  with  less  of  Asiatic  splendour  thai\  • 
the  private  apartment  of  Aspasia ;  but  in  its^mag- 
nifioent  simplicity,  there  was  a  more  perfect  mani- 
festation of  ideal  beauty.  It  was  divided  in  the 
middle  by  eight  Ionic  columns  alternately  of  Phry- 
gian and  Pentelic  marble.  Between  tb»  central 
pillars  stood  a  superb  statue  from  the  hand  of  Phi- 
dias, representing  Aphrodite  guided  by  love  and 
crowned  by  the  goddess  of  Persuasion.  Around 
the  walls  were  Phoebus  and  Hermes  in  Parian  mar- 
ble, and  the  nine  Muses  in  ivory.  A  fountain  of 
perfumed  water  from  the  adjoining  room  diffused 
coolness  and  fragrance  as  it  passed  through  a  num- 
ber of  concealed  pipes,  and  finally  flo¥»d  into  a 
magnificent  vase,  supported  by  a  troop  of  Ixaiades. 

In  a  recess  stood  die  famous  lion  of  Myron,  sur« 
rounded  by  in&nt  loves,  playing  with  his  paws, 
climbing  his  back,  and  decorating  his  neck  with 
garlands.  This  beautiful  group  seemed  actually 
to  live  and  move  in  the  clear  light  and  deep  sha- 
dows derived  from  a  silver  lamp  suspended  above. 

The  walls  were  enriched  with  some  of  the  choicest 
paintings  of  Apollodorus,  Zeuxis,  and  Polygno- 
tus.  Near  a  fine  likeness  of  Pericles,  by  Aris- 
tolaus,  was  Aspasia,  represented  as  Chloris  scatter- 
ing flowers  over  the  earth,  and  attended  by  winged 
Hours. 

If  chanced  that  Pericles  himself  reclined  beneath 
his  portrait,  and  though  political  anxiety  had  taken 
from  his  countenance  something  of  the  cheerful 
fireshness  which  characterized  the  picture,  he  still 
retained  the  same  elevated  beauty — the  same  deep, 
quiet  expression  of  intellectual  power.  At  a  short 
distance,  with  his  arm  resting  on  the  couch,  stood 
his  nephew,  Alcibiades,  deservedly  called  the  hand- 
somest man  in  Athens.  He  was  laughing  with 
If  ermippus,  the  comic  writer,  whose  shrewd,  sap> 
castic  and  mischievous  hoe  was  expressive  of  his 
calling.  Phidias  slowly  paced  the  room,  talking  of 
the  current  news  with  the  Persian  Artaphemes. 
Anaxagoras  reclined  near  the  statue  of  Aphrodite, 
listening  and  occasionally  speaking  to  Plato,  who 
leaned  against  one  of  the  marble  pillars,  in  earnest 
conversation  with  a  learned  Ethiopian. 

The  gorgeous  apparel  of  the  Asiatic  and  Afirican 
guests  contrasted  strongly  with  the  graceful  sim- 
plicity of  Grecian  costume.  A  safiron-coloured 
mantle  and  a  richly  embroidered  Median  vest  glit- 
tered on  the  person  of  the  venerable  Artaphemes. 
Tithonus,  the  Ethiopian,  wore  a  skirt  of  ample 
folds,  which  scarcely  fell  below  the  knee.  It  was 
of  the  glorious  Tyrian  hue,  resembling  a  crTmson 
light  shining  through  transparent  purple.  The 
edge  of  the  garment  was  curiously  wrought  with 
golden  palm  leaves.  It  terminated  at  thU  waist  in 
a  large  roll,  twined  with  massive  chains  of  gold, 
and  fastened  by  a  clasp  of  the  far-£uned  Ethiopian 
topaz.  The  upper  part  of  his  person  >ras  unco- 
vered and  unomamented,  save  by  broad  bracelets 
of  gold,  which  formed  a  magnificent  eontraat  with 


(he  sable  colour  of  his  figotooa  and  finely-pnh 
portioned  limbs. 

As  the  ladies  entered,  the  various  groups  came 
forward  to  meet  them;  and  all  were  welcomed  by 
Ai^asia  with  earnest  cordiality  and  graceful  self* 
possession.  While  the  brief  salutations  were  pass- 
ing, Hipparete,  the  wife  of  Aldbiadea,  came  firoQ 
an  jpner  apartment,  where  she  had  been  waiting  fix 
her  hostess.  She  was  a  fair,  amiable  young  matnii, 
evidently  conscious  of  her  high  rank.  The  short 
blue  tunic,  which  she  wore  over  a  lettion-coloured 
robe,  was  embroidered  with  golden  gnmihopperi ; 
and  on  her  forehead  sparkled  a  jevreUed  insect  of 
the  same  species.  It  was  the  emblem  of  unmixed 
Athenian  blood ;  and  Hipparete  alone,  i^  all  the 
ladies  present,  had  a  right  to  wear  it  Her  man- 
ners were  an  elaborate  copy  of  Aspasia;  but  de- 
prived o;f  the  powerful  coarm  of  unconsci^fiitaiesa, 
which  flowed  like  a  principle  of  life  into  eyery  mo- 
tion of  that  beautiful  enchantress. . . . 

At  a  signal  from  Plato,  slaves  filled  the  goblets 
with  wine,  and  he  rose  to  propose  the  usual  liba- 
tion to  the  gods.  Every  Grecian  guest  joined  in 
the  ceremony,  singing  in  a  recitative  tone : 

IHonysus,  this  to  tbce,  ^F 

God  of  warm  festivity^!  W' 

Giver  of  the  fruitful  vine, 
To  ihee  we  pour  ihe  roity  wine ! 

Music,  from  the  adjoining  room,  struck  in  with 
the  chorus,  and  continued  for  some  moments  aiber 
it  had  ceased. 

For  a  short  time,  the  conversation  was  confined 
to  the  courtesies  of  the  table,  as  the  guests  partook 
of  the  deUcious  viands  before  them.  Plato  eat 
olives  and  bread  only ;  and  the  water  be  dt%jik 
was  scarcely  tinged  with  Lesbian  wine.  A  kibiadfs 
rallied  him  upon  this  abstemiousness ;  and  Peri- 
cles reminded  him  that  even  his  great  pattern,  So- 
crates, gave  Dionysus  his  dues,  while  he  wcHahinpl 
the  heaven-bom  Pallas.  ^ 

The  philosopher  quietly  replied,  **  I  dn  worship 
the  fiery  God  of  Vintage  only  when  married -with 
Nymphs  of  the  Fountain." 

<*But  tell  me,  O  Anaxagoras  and  Plato,*  ex- 
claimed Tithontis,  <«  if,  as  Hermippus  hath  said,  the 
Grecian  philosophers  discard  the  theology  of  the 
poets  1     Do  you  not  believe  in  the  gods  V 

Plato  would  have  smiled,  had  he  not  reverenoed 
the  simplicity  that  eifpected  a  firank  and  honest 
answer  to  a  question  so  dangerous.  Anaxagoras 
briefly  replied,  that  the  mind  which  did  not  belicre 
in  divine  beings,  must  be  cold  and  dark  indeed. 

**  Even  so,**  replied  Artaphemes  devoutly ;  **  bieas- 
ed  be  Oromasdes,  who  sends  Mithras  to  warm  and 
enlighten  the  world !  But  what  surprises  me  znost 
is,  that  yoQ  Grecians  import  new  dirinities  fron 
other  countries  as  freely  as  slaves,  or  papymii^  or 
marble.  The  sculptor  of  the  gods  will  acarcelv  be 
able  to  fiishion  half  their  images.** 

**  If  the  custom  continues,**  rejdined  PhidiMS  "^it 
will  indeed  require  a  lifetime  as  long  as  that 
ferred  upon  the  namesake  of  Tithonus.** 

*«  Thanks  to  the  munificence  of  artists, 
deity  has  a  representative  in  my  dwelling,"  ol 
Aspasia. 

"  I  have  heard  straofprs  expreai 
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^^  the  AtheniuiB  have  never  erected  a  ptotiie  t» 
the  principle  of  Modesty^*  said  Hermippus. 

«'  80  much  the  more  need  that  we  enshrine  her 
image  in  aor  own  hearts/'  rejoined  Plato. 

The  svcastic  comedian  made  no  reply  to  t^ 
i  qoiet  rebuke.  Looking  toward  Artaphemes,  he 
continued :  "  Tell  me,  O  servant  of  the  great  king, 
wherein  the  people  of  your  country  are  more  wise 
iiok^  worshipping  the  sun  than  we  who  represein'the 
same  divinity  in  marble  V*  ^ 

*«  The  principles  of  the  Persian  religion  are  am- 
ple, steady,  and  uniform,'*  replied  Artapheme^; 
**  but  the*  Athenian  are  always  changing.  You 
not  only  adopt  foreign  gods,  but  sometimes  create 
new  ones,  and  admit  tBfem  into  your  theology  by 
solemn  act  of  the  gi%at  council.  The  circumstances 
have  led  me  to  suppose  that  you  worship  them 
as  noi^a  forms.  The  Persian  Magi  do^deed  pros- 
trate themselves  before  the  rising  Sun ;  but  they 
do  it  in  the  name  of  Oromasdes,  the  universal 
Principle  of  Good,  of  whom  that  great  luminary 
is  the  visible  symbol.  In  our  solemn  pro^ssions, 
ther  chariot  sacred  to  Oromasdes  precedes  the  horse 
dedicated  to  Mithras ;  and  there  is  deep  meaning 
in  the  aci^gement.  The  Sun  and  the  Zodia^, 
the  Balancic  and  the  Rule,  are  but  emblems  of 
truths,  mysterious  and  eternal.  As  the  garlands 
we  throw  on  the  sacred  lire  feed  the  flame,  rather 
than  extingdfsh  it,  so  the  sublime  symbols  of  our 
religion  are  intended  to  preserve,  not  to  conceal, 
the  truths  within  them;" 

"  Though  you  disclaim  all  images  of  divinity," 
rejoined  Aspasia,  »*  yet  we  hear  of  your  Mithras  pic- 
tured like  a  Persian  king,  trampling  on  a  prostrate 
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With  a  smile,  Artaphemes  replied, « I  see,  lady, 

that  you  would  fain  gain  admittance  to  the  Mith- 

raic  cave ;  but  its  secrets,  like  those  of  your  own 

«is,  are  concealed  from  all  save  the  initiated." 

**  They. tell  us,"  said  Aspasia,  "  that  those  who 
are  admitted  to  the  Eleusinian  mysteries  die  in 
peace,  and  go  directly  to  the  Elysian  fields;  while 
the  uninitiated  wander  about  in  the  infernal  abyss." 

«  Of  course,"  said  Anaxagoras,  «  Alcibiades  will 
go  directly  to  Elysium,  though  Solon  groped  his 
way  in  darkness." 

The.  old  philosopher  uttered  this  with  imperturb- 
able gravity,  as  if  unconscious  of  satirical  mean- 
ing ;  but  some  of  the  guests  could  scarcely  repress 
a  smile,  as  they  recollected  the  dissolute  life  of  the 
young  Athenian. 

« If  Alcibiades  spoke  his  real  sentiments,"  said 
Aspasia,  "I  venture  to  say  he  would  tell  us  that 
the  mystic  baskets  of  Demeter,  covered  with  long 
purple  veils,  contain  nothing  half  so  much  worth 
seeing,  as  the  beautiful  maidens  who  wry  them." 

»ne  looked  at  Pericles,  and  saw  that  he  again 
cautioned  her,  by  raising  the  rose  toward  his  face, 
as  if  inhaling  its  fragrance. 

There  was  a  brief  pause ;  which  Anaxagoras 
interrupted,  by  saying,  "The  wise  carf  never  reve- 
rence images  merely  as  images.  There  is  a  mys- 
tical meaning  in  the  Athenian  manner  of  suppli- 
cating the  gods  with  garlands  on  their  heads,  and 
,  ^^earing  in  their  hands  boi^gfas  of  olive  twined  with 


wool  Pallas,  at  whose  birth  we  are  told  gold 
nuned  upon  the  earth,  was  unquestionably  a  per- 
sonification of  wisdom.  It  is  not  to  be  supposed 
that  the  philosophers  of  any  country  consider  the 
sun  itself  as  any  thing  more  th^  a  huge^ail  of 
fire ;  but  the  sight  of  that  glorious  orb  leads  the 
''contemplative  soul  to  the  belief  in  one  Pure  In- 
telligence, one  Universal  Mind,  which  in  mani-  , 
festing  itself  produces  order  in  the  material  world, 
and  preserve^  the  unconfused  distinction  of  infinitB* 
varieties." 

«  SucH,  no  doubt,  is  the  tendency  of  all  reflect- 
ing minds,"  said  Phidias;  "but  in  general,  the 
mere  forms  are  worshipped,  apart  from  the  sacred 
truths  they  represent  The  gods  we  have  intro- 
duced from  Egypt  are  regarded  by  the  priests  of 
that  learned  laud  as  emblems  of  certain  divine 
truths  brought  down  from  ancient  times.  They 
are  like  the  HermsB  at  our  doors,  which  outwardly 
appear#o  rest  on  inexpressive  blocks  of  stone ;  but 
when  opened,  they  are  found  to  contain  beautiful 
statues  of  the  gods  within  them.  It  is  not  so  with 
•the  new  fables  which  the  Greeks  are  continually 
mixing  with  their  mythology.  Pygmalion,  as  we 
all  know,  first  departed  from  the  rigid  outline  of 
ancient  sculpture,  and  impressed  life  and  motion 
upon  marble.  The  poets,  in  praise  of  him,  have 
told  us  that  his  ardent  wishes  warmed  a  statue  into 
a  lovely  and  breathing  woman.  The  fable  is  fkn- 
ciful  and  pleasing  in  itself;  but  will  it  not  hereafter 
be  believed  as  reality  ?  Might  not  the  same  history 
be  told  of  much  that  is  believed  ?  It  is  true,"  added 
he,  smiling,  "  that  I  might  be  excused  for  favoqfing 
a  belief  in  images,  since  mortals  are  ever  willing  to 
have  their  own  works  adored." 

« Whati  does  Plato  respond  to  the  inquiries  of 
Phidias'?"  asked  Artaphemes. 

The  philosopher  replied :  «  Within  the  holy  mys- 
teries of  our  religion  is  preserved  a  pure  and  deep 
meaning,  as  the  waters  of  Arethusa  flow  uncon- 
taminated  beneath  the  earth  and  the  sea.  I  do  not 
presume  to  decide  whether  all  that  is  believed  has 
the  inward  significancy.  I  have  ever  deemed  such 
speculations  unwise.  If  the  chaste  daughter  of 
Latona  always  appears  to  my  thoughts  veiled  in 
heavenly  purity,  it  is  comparatively  unimportant 
whether  I  can  prove  that  Acteon  was  torn  by  his 
dogs,  for  looking  on  the  goddess  with  wanton  eyes. 
Anaxagoras  said  wisely  that  material  forms  lead 
the  contemplative  mind  to  the  worship  of  ideal 
good,  which  is  in  its  nature  immortal  and  divine. 
Homer  tells  us  that  the  golden  chain  resting  upon 
Olympus  reaches  even  to  the  earth.  Here,  we  see 
but  a  few  of  tha  last  links,  and  those  imperfectly. 
We  are  like  men  in  the  subterranean  cave,  so 
chained  that  they  can  look  only  forward  to  the  en- 
trance. Far  above  and  behind  us  is  a  glowing 
fire :  and  beautiful  beings,  of  every  form,  are  mov- 
ing  between  the  light  and  u^  poor  fettered  mortals. 
Some  of  these  bright  beings  are  speaking,  and 
others  are  silent  We  see  only  the  shadows  cast 
on  the  opposite  wall  of  the  cavern,  by  the  reflec- 
tion of  the  fire  above ;  and  if  we  hear  the  echo  oF 
voices,  we  suppose  it  belongs  to  those  passing* 
shadows.     The  soul,  in  its  present  condition,  is  an 
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exile  from  the  orb  of  light ;  its  ignorande  is  forget- 
fulnesB ;  and  whatever  we  can  perceive  of  truth, 
or  imagine  of  beauty,  is  but  a  reminiscence  of  our 
former  more  glorious  state  of  being.  He  who  re- 
▼erencfs  the  gods,,  and  subdues  his  own  passions, 
returns  at  last  to  the  blest  condition  from  which  he 
fell.  But  to  talk,  or  think,  about  .these  things  with 
proud  impatience,  or  polluted  morals,  is  like  pour- 
ing pure  water  into  a  miry  trench ;  h*  who  does 
'it  disturbs  the  mud,  and  thus  causes  the  clear  water 
to  become  defiled.  When  Odysseus  removed  his 
armor  from  the  walls,  and  carried  it  to  kn  inner 
apartment,  invisible  Pallas  moved  before  him  with 
her  golden  lamp,  and  filled  the  place  with  radiance 
divine.  Telemachus,  seeing  the  light,  exclaimed, 
*  Surely,  my  father,  some  of  the  celestial  gods  are 
present*  With  deep  wisdom,  the  king  of  Ithaca 
replied,  *  Be  silent.  Restrain  your  intellect,  and 
speak  not.* " 

.  « I  am  rebuked,  O  Plato,**  answered*  Bbidias ; 
«  and  from  henceforth,  when  my  mind  is  dark  and 
doubtful,  I  will  remember  that  transparent  drops 
may  fiill  into  a  turbid  well.  Nor  will  I  forget  that 
sometimes,  when  I  have  worked  on  my  statues  by 
torch-light,  I  could  not  perceive  their  real  expres- 
sion, because  I  was  carving  in  the  shadow  of  my 
own  hand.** 

**  Little  can  be  learned  of  the  human  soul  and 
its  Connection  with  the  Universal  Mind,**  said  An- 
axagoras ;  **  these  sublime  truths  seem  vague  and 
remote,  as  Phoeacia  appeared  to  Odysseus  like  a 
vast  shield  floating  on  the  surface  of  the  distant 
ocean.** 

**  The  glimmering  uncertainty  attending  all  such 
speculations,  has  led  me  to  attach  myself  to  the 
Ionic  sect,  who  devote  themselves  entirely  to  the 
study  of  outward  nature.** 

<*  And  this  is  useful,**  rejoined  Plato :  «  The  man 
who  is  to  be  led  from  a  cave  will  more  easily  see 
what  the  heavens  contain  by  looking  to  the  light 
of  the  moon  and  the  stars,  than  by  gazing  on  the 
sun  at  noon-day.' 
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THE  BELOVED  TUNE. 
FRAGMENTS  OF  A  UFE,  IN  SMALL  PICTURES. 

FBOM   FACT  A5D  FICTIOR. 


A  child,  a  frieod.  a  wife,  whow  nfl  boart  aiBCi 

In  uoMoo  with  out*,  breed  idk  iu  future  wingt. — Leigh  HimL 

Iir  a  pleasant  English  garden,  on  a  nistic  chair 
of  intertwisted  boughs,  are  seated  two  happy  human 
beings.  Beds  of  violets  perfume  the  air,  and  the 
verdant  hedge-rows  stand  sleepily  in  the  moonlight. 
A  guitar  lies  on  the  greensward,  but  it  is  silent 
now,  for  all  is  hushed  in  the  deep  stillness  of  the 
heart  That  youthful  pair  are  whispering  their 
first  acknowledgment  of  mutual  love.  With  them 
is  now  anfolding  lifers  best  and  brightest  blossom, 
so  beautiful  and  so  transient,  but  leaving,  as  it  passes 
into  fruit,  a  fragrance  through  all  the  paths  of  me- 
mory. 

And  now  the  garden  is  alone  in  the  moonlight. 

-The  rustic  bench,  and  the  whispering  foliage  of  the 

tree,  tell  each  other  no  tales  of  those  still  kisses, 


those  gentle  daspings,  and  all  the  fervent  language 
of  the  heart.  But  the  young  man  has  carried  them 
away  in  his  soul ;  and  as  he  sits  alone  at  his  diam- 
ber  vrindow,  gazing  in  the  mild  face  of  Ihe  moon, 
heiCeels,  as  all  do  who  love  and  are  belov^,  that  be 
is  a  better  man,  and  will  henceforth  be  a  wiser  ami 
a  purer  one.  The  worlds  within  and  without  are 
veiled  in  transfigured  glory,  and  breathe  together 
in  {ftrfect  harmony.  For  all  these  high  aspiratiofei,' 
this  deep  tide  of  tenderness,  this  fulness  of  beaa^, 
there  is  but  one  utterance;  the  yearning  heart 
must  overflow  in  music  Faint  and  uncertain  come 
the  first  tones  of  the  guitar,  breathing  at  softly  as 
if  they  responded  to  the  mere  touch  of  the  moon- 
beams. But  now  the  rich  manly  voice  has  united 
with  them,  and  a  clear  spiritual  melody  flows  forth, 
plafntive  and  impassioned,  the  modulated  breath  of 
indwelling  life  and  love.  All  the  secrets  of  the  gar- 
den, secrets  that  painting  and  poetiy  had  no  power 
to  reveal,  have  passed  into  the  song. 

At  first,  the  young  musician  scarcely  noticed  the 
exceeding  beauty  of  the  air  he  was  compoeng. 
But  a  passage  that  came  from  the  deepest  of  the 
heart,  returned  to  the  heart  again,  and  filled  it  with 
its  own  sweet  echoes.  He  lighted  a  laaD,  and  ra- 
pidly transferred  the  sounds  to  paper.  ^Tius  has 
he  imbodied  the  floating  essence  of  his  soul,  ai^ 
Ufe's  brightest  inspiration  cannot  pass  away  with 
the  moonlight  and  the  violet-fragTano#  that  veiled 
its  birth. 

But  obstacles  arise  in  the  path  of  love.  Dwa's 
father  has  an  aversion  to  foreigners,  and  Alessan- 
dro  is  of  mingled  Italian  and  German  parentage. 
He  thinks  of  worldly  substance,  as  fathers  are 
wont  to  do ;  and  Alessandro  is  simply  leader  of  an 
orchestra,  and  a  popular  composer  of  guitar  music 
There  is  a  richer  lover  in  question,  and  the  poor 
musician  is  sad  with  hope  deferred,  though  he 
leans  ever  trustfully  on  Dora*s  true  heart.  He  jb^ 
hours  diligently  in  his  vocation,  gives  lessons  day 
by  day,  and  listens  with  all  patience  to  the  learner's 
trip-hammer  measurement  of  time,  while  the  sool 
within  him  yearns  to  pour  itself  forth  in  floods  of 
improvised  melody.  He  composes  music  indus- 
triously, too ;  but  it  is  for  the^market,  and  slowly 
and  reluctantly  the  oflfendcd  tones  take  their  places 
per  order.  Not  thus  came  they  in  that  inspired 
song,  where  lovo  first  breathed  its  bright  but  UnM 
joy  over  vanbhed  doubts  and  fears.  *rhe  manu- 
script of  that  melody  is  laid  away,  and  seldom  can 
the  anxious  lover  hear  its  voice. 

But  two  years  of  patient  effort  securrs  his  prize. 
The  loved  one  has  c^me  to  his  humble  home,  vrith 
her  bridal  wreath  of  jessamine  and  orange-buds^ 
He  sits  at  the  same  window,  and  the  same  moon 
shines  on  hSte ;  but  he  is  no  longer  alone.  *  A  beau- 
tiful head  leans  on  his  breast,  and  a  loving  vhice 
says,  *<  Dearest  Alessandro,  sing  me  a  song  of  thine 
own  composing.'*  He  was  at  that  moment  think- 
ing of  the  rustic  seat  in  her  father's  garden,  of  vio- 
lets breathing  to  the  moonlight,  of  Dora's  tint  bash- 
ful confession  of  love;  and  smiling  with  a  happy 
consciousness,  he  sought  for  the  written  voice  d 
that  blissful  hour.  But  he  will  not  tell  her  when 
it  was  composed,  lest  it  should  not  say  so  mocfa  to 
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her  heart,  as  it  does  to  his.  He  begins  by  singing 
other  songs,  which  drawing-room  misses  love  for 
their  tinkling  sweetness.  Dora  listens  well  pleased, 
and  sometimes  says,  "  That  is  pretty,  Alessandro ; 
play  it  again."  But  now  comes  the  voice  of  n^elt- 
ing,  mingling  souls.  That  melody,  so  like  sun- 
shine, and  rainbows,  and  bird-warbling,  after  a 
summer  shower,  with  rain-drops  from  the  guitar  at 
•^tervals,  and  all  subsiding  into  blissful,  dr^my 
noonlighL  Dora  leans  forward,  gazing  earnestly 
in  his  face,  and  with  beaming  tearful  eyes,  exclaims, 
.  "  Oh,  that  is  very  beautiful !  That  is  my  tune." 
*<  Yes,  it  is  indeed  thy  tune,"  replied  the  happy 
husband ;  and  when  she  had  heard  its  history,  she 
knew  why  it  had  seemed  so  like  echoes  of  her  own 
deepest  heart 

Time  has  passed,  and  Alessandro  sits  by  Dora's 
bed-side,  their  eyes  looking  into  each  other  through 
happy  tears.  Their  love  is  crowned  with  life's 
deepest,  purest  joy,  its  most  heavenly  emotion. 
Their  united  lives  have  re-appeared  in  a  new  exist- 
ence; and  they  feel  that  without  this  rich  experi- 
ence the  human  heart  can  never  know  one-half  its 
wealth  of  love.  Long  sat  the  father  in  that  happy 
stiUnesSjjjmd  wist  not  that  angels  near  by  smiled 
when  he^uched  the  soft  down  of  the  infant's  arm, 
or  twined  its  little  finger  over  his,  and  looked  his 
joyful  tenderness  into  the  moUier's  eyes.  The  tear- 
dew  glistened  on  those  long  dark  fringes,  when  he 
took  up  his  guitar  and  played  the  beloved  tune. 
He  had  spoken  no  word  to  his  child.  These  tones 
were  the  first  sounds  with  which  he  welcomed  her 
into  the  world. 

A  few  months  glide  away,  and  the  little  Fioretta 
knows  the  tune  for  herscl£  She  claps  her  hands 
and  crows  at  sight  of  the  guitar,  and  all  changing 
emotions  show  themselves  in  her  dark  melancholy 
eyes,  and  on  her  little  tremulous  lips.  Play  not 
^  sadly,  thou  fond  musician ;  for  this  little  soul 
Va  portion  of  thine  own  sensitive  being,  more  de- 
licately tuned.  Ah,  see  now  the  grieved  lip,  and 
the  eyes  swimming  in  tears !  Change,  change  to  a 
gayer  measure !  for  the  Utile  heart  is  swelling  too 
big  for  its  bosom.  There,  now  she  laughs  and 
prows  again !  Yet  plaintive  music  is  her  choice, 
and  especially  the  beloved  tune.  As  soon  as  she 
can  toddle  across  the  room,  she  welcomes  papa 
with  a  shout,  and  runs  to  bring  the  guitar,  which 
mother  most  help  her  carry,  lest  she  break  it  in  her 
zeal.  If  father  mischievously  tries  other  tunes  than 
her  favourites, she  shakes  her  httle  curly  head,  and 
trots  her  feet  impatiently.  But  when  he  touches 
the  first  notes  he  ever  played  to  her,  she  smiles  and 
listens  seriously,  as  if  she  heard  her  own  being  pro- 
phesied in  music  As  she  grows  older,  the  little 
lady  eviifces  a  taste  right  royal ;  for  shi[;;nust  needs 
eat  her  supper  to  the  accompaniment  of  sweet 
sounds.  It  is  beautiful  to  see  her  in  her  night-gown, 
seated  demurely  in  her  small  arm-chair,  one  little 
naked  foot  unconsciously  beating  time  to  the  tune. 
But  if  the  music  speaks  too  plaintively,  the  big 
tears  roll  silently  down,  and  the  porringer  of  milk, 
all  unheeded,  pours  its  treasures  on  the  floor. 
Then  come  smothering  kisses  from  the  happy  fa- 
ther and  mother,  and  love-claspings  with  her  httle 


soft  arms.  As  the  three  nt  thus  intertwined,  the 
musician  saya  playfully,  « Ah,  this  b  the  perfiect 
chord !" 

Three  years  pass  away,  and  the  scene  is  changed. 
There  is  discord  now  where  such  sweet  l^armony 
prevailed.  The  light  of  Dora's  eyes  is  dim  with 
weeping,  and  Fioretta  *<has  caught  the  trick  of 
grief,  and  sighs  amid  her  playthings."  Once,  when 
she  had  waited  long  for  the  beloved  father,  she  ran 
to  him  with  the  guitar,  and  he  pushed  her  away, 
saying  angrily,  «  Go  to  bed ;  why  did  your  mother 
keep  you  up  so  long  1"  The  sensitive  Uttle  being, 
so  easily  repulsed,  went  to  her  pillow  in  tears ;  and 
after  that,  she  no  more  ran  to  him  with  music  in 
her  hand,  in  her  eye,  and  in  her  voice.  Hushed 
now  is  the  beloved  tune.  To  the  unhappy  wife  it 
seems  a  mockery  to  ask  for  it ;  and  Alessandro  sel- 
dom touches  his  guitar;  he  says  he  is  obliged  to 
play  enough  for  his  bread,  without  playing  to  his 
family^at  home.  At  the  glee-club  the  bright  wiiip 
has  tempted  him,  and  he  is  slowly  burying  heart 
and  soul  in  the  sepulchre  of  the  body.  Is  there  no 
way  to  save  this  beautiful  son  of  genius  and  feel- 
ing ?  Dora  at  first  pleads  with  him  tenderly ;  but 
made  nervous  with  anxiety  and  sorrow,  she  at  last 
speaks  words  that  would  have  seemed  impossible 
to  her  when  she  was  so  happy,  seated  on  tha  rustic 
chair,  in  the  moonlighted  garden ;  and  then  comes 
the  sharp  sorrow,  which  a  generous  heart  always 
feels  when  it  has  so  spoken  to  a  cherished  friend. 
In  such  moments  of  contrition,  memory  turns  .with 
fond  sadness  to  the  beloved  tune.  Fioretta,  whose 
little  fingers  must  stretch  wide  to  reach  an  octave, 
is  taught  fo  play  it  on  the  piano,  while  mother 
sings  to  her  accompaniment,  in  their  lonely  hours. 
After  such  seasons,  a  tenderer  reception  always 
greets  the  wayward  husband ;  but  his  eyes,  dulled 
by  dissipation,  no  longer  perceive  the  delicate  shad- 
ings of  love  in  those  home  pictures,  once  so  dear 
to  him.  The  child  is  afraid  of  her  father,  and  this 
vexes  him ;  so  a  strangeness  has  grown  up  between 
the  two  playmates,  and  casts  a  shadow  over  all 
their  attempts  at  joy.  One  day,  Alessandro  came 
home  as  twilight  was  passing  into  evening.  Fio- 
retta had  eaten  her  supper,  and  sat  on  her  mother's 
lap,  chatting  merrily ;  but  the  little  clear  voice 
hushed,  as  soon  as  father's  step  was  heard  ap- 
proaching. He  entered  with  flushed  cheek  and 
unsteady  motions,  and  threw  himself  full  length 
on  the  sofa,  grumbUng  that  it  was  devilish  dismal 
there.  Dora  answered  hastily, "  When  a  man  has 
made  his  home  dismal,  if  he  don't  like  it,  he  had 
better  stay  where  he  finds  more  pleasure."  The 
next  moraent,she  would  have  given  worlds  if  she  had 
not  spoken  such  words.  Her  impulse  was  to  go  and  r 
fall  on  his  neck,  and  ask  forgiveness ;  but  he  kicked 
over  Fioretta's  Uttle  chair  with  such  violence  that 
the  kindly  impulse  turned  back,  and  hid  itself  in 
her  widowed  heart.  There  sat  they  silently  in 
the  twilight,  and  Dora's  tears  fell  on  the  little  head 
that  rested  on  her  lK)som.  I  know  not  what  spirit 
guided  the  child  ;  perhaps  in  her  busy  little  heart 
she  remembered  how  her  favourite  sounds  used  to 
heighten  all  love,  and  cheer  all  sorrow ;  perhapf 
angels  came  and  took  her  by  the  hand.     But  so  it 
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was,  ihe  slipped  down  iiroin  mother's  lap,  and 
scrambling  up  on  the  musics-stool,  began  to  play  tiie 
'  tune  wnich  had  been  taught  her  in  private  hours, 
and  wliich  the  father  had  not  heard  for  many 
months.  Wonderfully  the  little  creature  touched 
the  keys  with  her  tiny  fingers,  and  ever  and  anon 
her  weak  but  flexible  Toice  chimed  in  with  a  plea- 
sant harmony.  Alessandro  raised  his  head,  and 
looked  and  listened.  «  God  bless  her  dear  little 
soul  !**  he  exclaimed ;  <<  can  <Ae  play  it  1  God  bless 
her !  God  Mess  her !"  He  clasped  the  darling  to 
his  breast,  and  kissed  her  again  and  again.  Then 
seeing  the  little  overturned  chair,  once  so  sacred  to 
his  heart,  he  caught  it  up,  kissed  it  vehemeiltly, 
and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  Dora  threw  her 
arms  round  him,  and  said  soflly,  <*  Dear  Alessan- 
dro, forgive  me  that  I  spoke  so  unkindly.*'  He 
pressed  her  hand,  and  answered  in  a  stifled  voice, 
« Forgive  me,  Dora.  God  bless  the  little  angel ! 
Never  again  will  father  push  away  her  little  chair." 
As  they  stand  weeping  on  each  other's  necks,  two 
little  soft  arms  encircle  their  knees,  and  a  small 
voice  says, «  Kiss  Fietta.'*  They  raise  her  up,  and 
fold  her  in  long  embraces.  Alessandro  carries  her 
to  her  bed,  as  in  times  of  old,  and  says  cheerfully, 
"  No  more  wine,  dear  Dora ;  no  more  wine.  Our 
child  has  saved  me." 

But  when  discord  once  enters  a  domestic  para- 
dise, it  is  not  easily  dispelled.  Alessandro  occa- 
sionally feels  the  want  of  the  stimulus  to  which  he 
has  become  accustomed,  and  the  corroding  appetite 
sometimes  makes  him  gloomy  and  petulant  Dora 
docs  not  make  suflicient  allowance  for  this,  and  her 
own  nature  being  quick  and  sensitive,  she  some- 
times gives  abrupt  answers,  or  betrays  impatience 
by  hasty  motions.  Meanwhile  Alessandro  is  busy, 
with  some  secret  work.  The  door  of  his  room  is 
often  locked,  and  Dora  is  half-displeased  that  he 
will  not  tell  her  why ;  but  all  her  questions  ho  an- 
swers only  with  a  kiss  and  a  smile.  And  now  the 
Christmas  morning  comes,  and  Fioretta  rises  bright 
and  early  to  see  what  Santa  Claus  has  put  in  her 
stocking.  She  comes  running  with  her  apron  full, 
and  gives  mother  a  package,  on  which  is  written, 
«« A  merry  Christmas,  and  a  Happy  New  Year  to 
my  beloved  wife."  She  opens  it,  and  reads  "  Dear- 
est Dora,  I  have  made  thee  a  music-box.  When 
I  speak  hastily  to  my  loved  ones,  I  pray  thee  wind 
it  up ;  and  when  I  sco  the  spark  kindling  in  thy 
eyes,  I  will  do  the  same.  Thus,  dearest,  let  me- 
mory teach  patience  unto  love."  Dora  winds  up 
the  music-box,  and  lo,  a  spirit  sits  within,  playing 
the  beloved  tune !  She  puts  her  hand  within  her 
husband's,  and  mcy  look  at  each  other  with  aflec- 
tionate  humility.  But  neither  of  thera  speak  the 
resolution  they  form,  while  the  voice  of  their  early 
love  falls  on  their  ears,  like  the  sounds  of  a  fairy 
guitar. 

Memory ,thus  aided,  does  teach  patience  unto  love. 
No  slackened  string  now  sends  discord  through  the 
domestic  tune.  Fioretta  is  passing  into  maiden- 
hood, beautiful  as  an  opening  flower.  She  prac- 
tises on  the  guitar,  while  the  dear  good  father  sits 
with  his  arm  across  her  chair,  singing  from  a  manu- 
script tunc  of  her  own  composing.     In  his  eyes. 


tfaif  finrt  effort  of  her  gBnins  eaniiw. i«- 

wiae  than  beautifiiL  Ever  and  anon  certain  notes 
recur,  and  they  lo^k  at  each  other  and  smile,  apd 
Dora  smiles  also.  <*  Fioretta  could  not  help  bring- 
ing in  that  theme,"  she  says,  <•  for  it  was  sung  to 
her  in  her  cradle."  The  &ther  replies,  «  Bin  the 
variations  are  extremely  pretty  and  tasteful ;"  smd 
a  flush  of  delight  goes  over  the  expressive  flue  of 
his  child.  The  setting  sun  glances  across  the  gi^ 
tar,  and  just  touches  a  rose  in  the  maidenV  bosom. 
The  happy  mother  watches  the  dear  group  earn- 
estly, and  sketches  rapidly  on  the  paper  before  h^. 
And  now  she,  too,  works  privately  in  her  own  room, 
and  has  a  secret  to  keep.  On  Fioretta's  fifteenth 
birth-day,  she  sends  by  her  hands  a  covered  pre- 
sent to  the  father.  He  opens  it,  and  finds  a  lovelj 
picture  of  himself  and  daughter,  the  rose  and  the 
guitar.  The  sunlight  glances  across  them  in  a 
bright  shower  of  fine  soft  rays,  and  touches  cm 
the  manuscript,  as  with  a  golden  finger,  the  fiefv 
beloved  notes,  which  had  made  them  smile.  As 
the  father  shrined  within  his  divine  art  the  memory 
of  their  first  hour  of  mutual  love,  so  the  mother 
has  embalmed  in  htr  beautiful  art  the  first  musical 
echo  from  the  heart  of  their  child. 

But  now  the  tune  of  life  passes  into*^  sadder 
mode.  Dora,  pale  and  emaciated,  lies  propped  up 
with  pillows,  her  hand  clasped  within  Fioretta's, 
her  head  resting  on  her  husband^s  shoulder. 

All  is  still — still.  Their  souls  are  kneeling  re- 
verently before  the  Angel  of  Death.  Heavy  sun- 
set guns,  from  a  neighbouring  fort,  boom  through 
the  air.  The  vibrations  shake  the  music-box,  and 
it  starts  up  like  a  spirit,  and  plays  the  cherished 
tune.  Dora  presses  her  daughter's  hand,  and  she, 
with  a  fiiint  smile,  warbles  the  words  they  hate  so 
often  sung.  The  dying  one  looks  up  to  Alessan- 
dro, with  a  deep  expression  of  unearthly  tender* 
ness.  Gazing  thus,  with  one  long-drawn  sigh,  h^ 
aflectionate  soul  floats  away  on  the  wings  of  that 
etherial  song.  The  memory  that  taught  endurance 
unto  love  leaves  a  luminous  expression,  a  farewell 
glory,  on  the  lifeless  countenance.  Attendant  an- 
gels smile,  and  their  blessing  falls  on  the  moumoa' 
hearts,  like  dew  from  heaven.  Fioretta  remains  tQ 
the  widowed  one,  the  graceful  blossom  of  his  lone- 
ly life,  the  incarnation  of  his  beloved  tune. 


A  STREET  SCENE. 

FBOM  LETTEBS  FHOM  NEW  TORX. 

This  other  day,  as  I  came  down  Broome-etreet, 
I  saw  a  street  musician,  playing  near  the  door  of  a 
genteel  dwelling.  The  organ  was  uncommonly 
sweet  and  mellow  in  its  tones,  the  tunes  were  slow 
and  plaintive,  and  I  fancied  that  I  saw  in  the 
woman's  Italian  face  an  expression  that  indicated 
sufficient  refinement  to  prefer  the  tender  and  the 
melancholy,  to  the  lively  "  trainer  tunes"  in  vogae 
with  the  populace.  She  lool^ed  like  one  who  bad 
sufTered  much,  and  the  sorrowful  music  seemed 
her  own  appropriate  voice.  A  litHe  giri  dang  to 
her  scanty  garments,  as  if  afraid  of  all  thii^  bat 
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ner  mover.    As  I  looked  at  thezn,  a  young  lady 
of  pleasing  countenance  opened  the  window,  and 
hpgan  to  sing  like  a  bird,  in  kea^ing  with  the  street 
organ.     Two  other  yoang  girls  canle  and  leaned 
on  her  shoolder ;  and  still  she  sang  on.     Blessings 
on  tier  gentle  heart !     It  was  evidently  the  spon- 
taneous gush  of  human  love  and  sympathy.     The 
beauty  of  the  iridtlent  attracted  attention.    A  group 
of  gentlemen  gradually  collected  round  the  organ- 
ist ;  and  ever  as  the  tune  ended,  they  bowed  re- 
spectfully toward  the  window,  waved  their  hats, 
and  called  out, «  More,  if  you  please !"  One,  whom 
I  knew  well  for  the  kindest  and  truest  soul,  passed 
round  his  hat ;  hearts  were  kindled,  and  the  silver 
fell  in  freely.     In  a  minute,  four  or  five  dollars 
were  collected  for  the  poor  woman.     She  spoke  no 
word  of  gratitude,  but  she  gave  such  a  look !  "  Will 
yoQ  go  to  the  next  street,  and  play  to  a  friend  of 
mine  ?"  said  my  kind-hearted  friend.     She   an- 
^vered,  in  tones  expressing  the  deepest  emotion, 
"  No,  sir,  God  bless  you  all — God  bless  you  ally" 
(making  a  courtesy  to  the  young  lady,  who  had 
sCept  back,  and  stood  sheltered  by  the  curtain  of 
the  window,)  *<  I  will  play  no  more  to-day ;  I  will 
go  honie^  now."  The  tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks, 
and  as  sike  walked  away,  she  had  ever  and  anon 
wiped  her  eyes  with  the  corner  of  her  shawl.     The 
group  of  gentlemen  lingered  a  moment  to  look  afler 
her,  then  Ittrning  toward  the  now  closed  window, 
they  gave  three  enthusisstic  cheers,  and  departed, 
better  thsn  they  came.     The  pavement  on  which 
they  stood  had  been  a  church  to  them ;  and  for  the 
next  hour,  at  least,  their  hearts  were  more  than 
usually  prepared  for  deeds  of  gentleness  and  mer- 
cy.    Why  are  such  scenes  so  uncommon?     Why 
do  we  thus  repress  our  sympathies,  and  chill  the 
genial  current  of  nature,  by  formal   observances 
^pd  restraints  1 


UNSELFISHNESS. 

FEOM  THE  SAXB. 


I  FOTTTfn  the  Battery  unoccupied,  save  by  chil- 
dren, whom  the  weather  made  as  merry  as  birdH. 
Every  thing  seemed  moving  to  the  vernal  tune  of 
'*Brtgiial  bankf*  are  freRh  an.i  fair, 
And  Grcia  woods  are  g^recii.'^ 

To  one  who  was  chasing  her  hoop,  I  said,  smil- 
ing, "  You  are  a  nice  little  girl."  She  stopped, 
looked  up  in  my  face,  so  rosy  and  happy,  and  lay- 
ing her  hand  on  her  brother's  shoulilcr,  exclaimed 
earnestly,  «  And  he  is  a  nice  little  boy,  too  !"  It 
was  a  simple,  child-like  act,  but  it  brought  a  warm 
gush  into  my  heart  Blessings  on  all  unsclfish- 
Beas !  on  all  that  leads  us  in  love  to  prefer  one 
another.  Here  lies  the  secret  of  universal  harmo- 
ny ;  this  is  the  diapason,  which  would  bring  us  all 
ioi^  tune.  Only  by  losing  ourselves  can  we  find 
ourselves.  How  clearly  docs  the  divine  voice  with- 
in us  proclaim  this,  by  the  hymn  of  joy  it  sings, 
whenever  we  witness  an  unselfish  deed,  or  hear  an 
unselfish  thought.  JPlessings  on  that  loving  little 
one  !  She  made  the  city  seem  a  garden  to  me.  I 
kissed  my  hand  to  her,  as  I  turned  ofif  in  quest  of 


the  Brooklyn  ferry.  The  sparkling  waters,  swarmed 
with  boats,  some  of  which  had  taken  a  big  ship  by 
the  hand,  and  were  leading  her  out  Ho  sea,  as  the 
prattle  of  childhood  often  guides  wisdom  into  the 
deepest  and  broadest  thought  « 


FLOWERS. 

FROM  THB  BAMK. 


How  the  universal  heart  of  man  blesses  flow- 
ers! They  are  wreathed  round  the  cradle,  the 
marriage  altar,  and  the  tomb.  The  Persian  in  the 
far  East,  delights  in  their  perfume,  and  writes  his 
love  in  nosegays ;  while  the  Indian  child  of  the 
far  west  clasps  his  hands  with  glee,  as  he  gathers 
the  abundant  blossoms — the  illuminated  scripture 
of  the  prairies.  The  Cupid  of  the  ancient  Hin- 
doos tipped  his  arrows  with  flowers,  and  orange 
buds  are  the  bridal  crown  with  us,  a  nation  of  yes- 
terday. Flowers  garlanded  the  Grecian  .altar,  and 
they  hang  in  votive  wreaths  before  the  Christian 
shrine. 

All  these  are  appropriate  uses.  Flowers  should 
deck  the  brow  of  the  youthful  bride,  for  they  are 
in  themselves  a  lovely  type  of  marriage.  They 
should  twine  round  the  tomb,  for  their  perpetually 
renewed  beauty  is  a  symbol  of  the  resurrection. 
They  should  festoon  the  altar,  for  their  firagrance 
and  their  beauty  ascend  in  perpetual  worship  be- 
fore the  Most  High. 


THE  SELF-CONSCIOUS  AND  THE  UN- 
CONSCIOUS. 


With  whizz  and  glare  the  rocket  rushed  upward, 
proclaiming  to  all  men, «  Lo,  I  am  coming !  Look  at 
me  I"  Gracefully  it  bent  in  the  air,  and  sprinkled 
itself  in  shining  fragments;  but  the  gem-like  sparks 
went  out  in  the  darkness,  and  a  stick  on  the  ground 
was  all  that  remained  of  the  rocket 

High  above  the  horizon  a  radiant  star  shone  in 
quiet  glory,  making  the  night  time  beautiful.  Men 
knew  not  when  it  rose ;  for  it  went  up  in  the  still- 
ness. 

In  a  rich  man's  garden  stands  a  pagoda.  The 
noise  of  the  hammers  told  of  its  progress,  and  all 
men  knew  how  much  was  added  to  it  day  by  day. 
It  was  a  pretty  toy,  with  curious  carving  and  gilded 
bells.  But  it  remained  as  skill  had  fashioned  it, 
and  grew  not,  nor  cast  seed  into  the  future. 

An  oak  noiselessly  dropped  an  acorn  near  by, 
and  two  leaves  sprang  from  the  ground,  and  be- 
came a  fair  young  tree.  The  gardener  said  to  the 
hawthorn,  *«  When  did  the  oak  go  above  you  V* 
1'hc  hawthorn  answered,  « I  do  not  know ;  for  it 
parsed  quietly  by  in  the  night" 

Thus  does  mere  talent  whizz  and  hammer,  to 
produce  the  transient  forms  of  things,  while  genius 
unconsciously  evolves  the  great  and  the  beautiful, 
and  **  casts  it  silently  into  everlasting  time." 
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[Bora  about  IMS.] 


Dr.  Bird  was  bom  at  Newcastle,  in  Dela- 
ware, and  receiyed  his  classical  and  professional 
education  in  Philadelphia.  It  is  now  seven  or 
eight  years  since,  alter  about  as  long  a  period 
of  active  and  various  literary  employment,  he 
laid  aside  his  pen,  apparently  with  an  intention 
never  to  resume  it,  and  r^ired  from  the  city  to 
the  quiet  of  his  native  town. 

His  history  is  in  this  respect  somewhat  pe- 
culiar. After  the  production  of  tliree  tragedies,* 
each  successful  on  the  stage,  and  one  perma- 
nently 80,  for  it  has  maintained  possession  of 
the  theatre  for  nearly  fourteen  years,  and  is 
still  acted  with  applause ;  with  no  failure  to 
annoy  him  and,  at  that  time,  no  rival ;  still  in 
youth,  and  full  of  resources  ;  with  a  portfolio 
filled  with  plays,  written  and  half-written,  and 
plans,  plots,  and  fables,  without  number ;  in 
the  midst  of  his  popularity ;  he  suddenly  de- 
serted the  drama  altogether,  resisting  the  per- 
suasions of  his  friends,  and  rejecting  numerous 
liberal  offers  which  were  made  to  him  by  actors 
and  managers.  Turning  from  the  drama  to 
prose  fiction,  and  seeming  to  be  as  much  at 
home  in  one  field  of  composition  as  the  other, 
he  produced  in  rapid  succession  his  various  ro- 
mances, writing  and  publishing  the  fourteen 
volumes  of  which  they  consist  within  a  period 
of  five  years,  at  the  end  of  which  he  sudden- 
ly and  without  any  apparent  reason,  entirely 
abandoned  the  field  of  letters. f 

The  first  work  which  Dr.  Bird  published, — 
for  not  one  of  his  plays  has  even  yet  been  given 
to  the  press, — was  Calavar,  or  the  Knight  of 
the  Conquest,  a  Romance  of  Mexico,  which  ap- 
peared in  1834.  The  scene  was  before  untried 
by  the  novelist,  and  the  events  and  characters, 
which  are  chiefly  historical,  are  admirably 
adapted  to  the  purposes  of  fiction.     Mr.  Pres- 


•The  Gladiator,  Oraloosa,  and  the  Broker  of  Bogota. 

t  It  is  probable  that  Dr.  Bird,  like  many  oihur»  iii  this 
country,  was  compelled  by  the  foohsh  and  wicked  law 
of  literary  piracy  which  deprives  the  foreign  author  of 
copyright,  to  abandon  the  field.  It  will  be  observed  that 
his  latest  work  appeared  about  the  lime  u(  the  com- 
mencement of  the  system  o(  cheap  publishing,  since 
whicli  iliere  have  been  comparatively  few  original 
books  isitued  in  America. 


cott,  in  a  note  to  his  History  of  the  Conqoesty 
alluding  to  tliis  picturesque  romance,  remarks 
that  the  autlior  ^*  has  studied  with  great  care 
the  costume,  manners,  and  military  asagee  of 
the  natives,''  and  '*  has  done  for  them  what 
Cooper  has  done  for  tke  wild  tribes  of  the 
north, — touched  their  rude  features  with  the 
bright  colouring  of  a  poetic  fancy.  He  has 
been  equally  fortunate  in  his  delineation  of  the 
picturesque  scenery  of  the  land,"  Mr.  Prescotl 
continues,  "  and  if  he  has  been  less  so  in  at- 
tempting to  revive  the  antique  dialogue  of  the 
Spanish  cavalier,  we  must  not  be  surprised : 
nothing  is  more  difiicult  than  the  skilful  exe- 
cution of  a  modem  antique."  I  quote  this  as 
the  judgment  of  the  most  competent  of  all  cri- 
tics respecting  whatever  relates  t%  Spanish- 
American  history.  Dr.  Bird  evidently  piepared 
himself  in  the  most  thorough  manner  for  his 
task,  and  until  the  appearance  of  the  admira- 
ble history  of  Mr.  Prescott,  there  was  perhaps 
in  the  English  language  no  work  from  which 
could  be  obtained  a  more  just  impression  of 
the  subjugation  of  the  empire  of  Aztecs  than 
from  Calavar.  * 

Ys^iXy  in  1835  Dr.  Bird  published  The  Infi- 
del, or  the  Fall  of  Mexico,  a  romance  in  which 
reappear  many  of  the  characters  of  his  earlier 
work,  and  which  may  be  regarded  as  its  se- 
quel, although  each  is  independent  and  com- 
plete. Tlie  Infidel  is  marked  by  the  traits 
whijch  distinguished  Calavar,  but  was  appa- 
rently written  with  much  more  care.  A  collo- 
quy at  its  beginning  brings  all  the  persons  of 
the  drama  in  a  masterly  manner  before  the 
reader,— each  with  his  peculiar  lineaments, 
with  his  passions,  interests,  and  designs,— 
and  their  individuality  is  happily  preserved 
throughout  the  work,  which  abounds  in  dra- 
matic situations,  brilliantly  executed  dialogues, 
and  graphic  descriptions  of  nature.  It  has 
more  concentration  of  action  and  a  more  inge- 
niously contrived  plot  than  Calavar,  and  was 
less  successful  only  bec^ue  the  subject  had 
now  lost  something  of  it#iiovelty. 

The  Hawks  of  Hawk  Hollow,  a  Tradisiaii 
of  Pennsylvania,  appeared  in  the  same  year. 
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and  is  as  different  in  style  as  in  subject  from 
the  romances  of  Mexico.  It  contains  some 
vigorous  writing,  and  original  and  powerful 
sketches  of  character ;  but  more  of  the  tumult 
and  brutality  of  border  life  than  is  worth  pre- 
serving in  literature. 

Sheppard  Left  came   out  anonymously  in 

'New  York  in  1836,  and  tliough  pever  claimed 
or  acknowledged  by  Dr.  Bird,  I  have  reasons 
for  being  confident  that  he  is  its  author.  The 
hero,  when  first  introduced  to  the  reader,  is  a 
New  Jersey  farmer,  in  moderate  circumstances, 
envious  of  every  one  richer  or  happier  than 
himself,  and  dreaming  of  wealth  and  ease  which 
he  lacks  the  industry  and  wit  to  acquire.  He 
at  last  resolves  to  search  for  buried  treasures, 
and  just  as  he  fancies  that  a  fortune  is  within 
his  grasp,  an  accident  stretches  him  a  corpse 
upon  the  scene  of  his  labours.  His  spirit  en- 
ters into  the  body  of  a  sporting  squire,  who  had 
broken  his  neck  just  in  time,  and  who  had  been, 
when  living,  the  object  of  Lee's  especial  envy. 
He  soon  finds  that  some  things  in  his  new 
sphere  artless  agreeable  than  he  had  supposed ; 
and  that  he  may  have  the  largest  experience 
of  conditimis,  his  soul  is  adroitly  shifted  into 
new  forms,  until,  having  been  a  dandy,  a  miser, 
a  quaker  philanthropist,  a  slave,  and  a  planter, 
he  once  more  becomes  plain  Sheppard  Lee, 
with  thirty  acres  of  the  soil  of  New  Jersey, 

^nd  enough  skill  as  a  ploughman  to  turn  it  to 
good  account.  The  book  abounds  with  whim 
and  burlesque,  pointed  but  playful  satire,  and 
felicitous  sketches  of  society.  The  various 
metempsychoses,  in  the  end,  are  declared  by  the 
hero's  sister  to  be  the  result  of  delirium,  occa- 
sioned by  harassing  pecuniary  difficulties ;  but 
Mr.  Lee  has  some  doubt  upon  the  subject,  and 
determines  to  mnke  public  his  own  veriion  of 
tlie  matter,  with  a  view  of  letting  everybody 
decide  for  himself. 

In  the  spring  of  1837  Dr.  Bird  grave  to  the 
public,  through  his  regular  publishers  in  Phi- 
ladelphia, Nick  of  the  Woods,  or  the  Jibbe- 
nainosay.  It  is  a  tile  of  early  border  life,  the 
period  of  its  incidents  being  about  ten  years  be- 
fore the  admission  of  Kentucky  to  the  Union; 
and  its  characters  present  such  motley  con- 
trasts as  are  brought  together  in  the  tessellated 
society  of  our  extreme  western  frontier.  One 
of  them  is  Roar^^g  Ralph  Stackpole,  a  wild, 
lawless  fellow,  and  the  original,  as  tlie  author 
siirmises,  of  a  race  since  very,  numerous,  and 
known  on  the  Mississippi  as  creatures  of  the 


half  horse  and  half  alligator  species,  or  "  riuj^- 
tail  roarers  from  Salt  River."  The  Indians,  of 
Dr.  Bird  2itb  vei%  different  from  thos^  of  Mr. 
Cooper,  and  it  may  be,  as  has  be^  often  con- 
tended, that  they  are  more  accurately  drawn ; 
but  I  think  not.  Brown  gave  us  glimpses  of 
Indian  life;  and  th^y  were  remarkably  pictur- 
esque and  truthful.  Since  he  wrote.  Cooper's 
Indian  characters  are  the  most  natural  as  well 
as  the  most  interesting  that  have  appeared  in 
our  fictitious  literature,  unless  the  tribes  of  the 
Mississippi  region  are  essentially  unlike  those 
of  the  St.  Lawrence  and  the  Mohawk.  Bird's 
Nick  of  the  Woods  is,  however,  a  singularly 
original  and  bold  conception,  executed  with 
remarkable  ability. 

Under  the  title  of  Peter  Pilgrim,  or  a  Ram- 
bler's Recollections,  Dr.  Bird,  in  1838,  pub- 
lished a  collection  of  magazine  papers,  among 
which  are  an  account  of  the  Mammoth  Cave, 
and  various  stories  illustrative  of  life  on  the 
western  border. 

In  1839  appeared  the  last  of  his  novels.  The 
Adventures  of  Robin  Day.  The  hero,  who 
relates  his  own  story,  came  ashore  with  the 
wreck  of  a  schooner,  one  wild  night  in  the 
iponth  of  September,  1796,  upon  the  coast  of 
New  Jersey,  and  lives  a  life 

*' Of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field," 

until  he  is  enabled  by  some  happy  accidents 
to  settle  in  peace  and  affluence,  and  write  his 
"  travel's  history." 

Dr.  Bird's  historical  romances  have  the  me- 
rit of  truthfulness,  a  phrase  which  implies  fide- 
lity, not  merely  of  narrative,  but  of  impersona- 
tion, feeling  and  manners,  and  a  nice  observ- 
ance of  all  the  elements  which  contribute  to 
the  costume  and  develope  the  spirit  of  an  age. 
His  characters  are  well  sketched  and  shaded, 
and  his  scenes  have  an  air  of  verisimilitude 
that  impresses  the  reader  with  an  idea  that  he 
is  perusing  a  narrative  of  real  events.  There 
rs  in  eachaof  his  novels  a  plot,  ingenious,  in- 
tricate, and  so  managed  as  to  produce  an  in- 
tense curiosity,  and  a  succession  of  surprises 
in  its  development.  His  style  is  varied  with 
the  nature  of  his  subjects.  In  Calavar  and  The 
Infidel  it  has  a  certain  stateliness  and  occasional 
pomp  which  is  suitable  to  scenes  so  grand  and 
romantic,  and  to  the  characters  of  the  time  and 
country.  Of  his  other  works,  the  diction  is 
simple  and  familiar,  and  sometimes  needlessly 
careless  and  inelegant. 
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FIRST  APPROACH  TO  MEXICO  FROM 
THE  MOUNTAINS, 

7BOM  CXLAVA0      *   »|^ 

« I  IU.TB  l^ard  that  the  cold  which  freezes  men 
U>  death,  begins  by  setting  them  to  sleep.  Sleep 
brings  dreams ;  and  dreams  are  often  most  vivid 
and  fontasticai,  before  we  have  yet  been  wholly 
lost  in  slumber.  Perhaps  'tis  this  most  biting  and 
benumbing  blast,  that  brings  me  such  phantoms. 
Art  thou  nQi  very  cold  1" 

*<  Not  very,  senior :  methinks  we  are  descending; 
and  now  the  winds  are  not  so  frigid  as  before." 

"  I  would  to  heaven,  for  the  sake  of  us  all,  that 
we  were  descended  yet  lower ;  for  night  approaches, 
and  still  we  are  stumbling  among  these  clouds,  that 
seem  to  separate  us  from  e^rth,  without  yet  advanc- 
ing us  nearer  to  heaven." 

While  the  cavalier  was  yet  speaking,  there  came 
from  the  van  of  the  army,  very  far  in  the  distance, 
a  shout  of  joy,  that  was  caught  up  by  those  who 
toiled  in  his  neighbourhood,  and  continued  by  the 
squadrons  that  brought  up  the  rear,  until  finally 
lost  among  the  echoes  of  remote  cliilk.  He  pressed 
forward  with  the  animation  shared  by  his  com- 
panions, and,  still  leading  Jacinto,  arrived,  at  last, 
at  a  place  where  the  mountain  dipped  downwards 
with  so  sudden  and  so  precipitous  a  declivity,  as  to 
interpose  no  obstacle  to  the  vision.  The  mists 
were  rolling  away  from  his  feet  in  huge  wreaths, 
which  gradually,  as  they  became  thinner,  received 
and  transmitted  the  rays  of  an  evening  sun,  and 
were  lighted  up  with  a  golden  and  crimson  |»- 
diance,  glorious  to  behold,  and  increasing  every 
moment  in  splendour.  As  this  superb  curtain  was 
parted  from  before  him,  as  if  by  cords  that  went  up 
to  heaven,  and  surged  voluminously  aside,  he  looked 
over  the  heads  of  those  that  thronged  the  side  of 
the  mountain  beneath,  and  saw,  stretching  away 
like  a  picture  touched  by  the  hands  of  angels,  the 
Ifair  valley  imbosomed  among  those  romantic  hills, 
whose  shadows  were  stealing  visibly  over  its  west- 
ern slopes,  but  leaving  all  the  eastern  portion 
dyed  with  the  tints  of  sunset.  The  green  plains 
studded  with  yet  greener  woodlands;  the  little 
mountains  raising  their  fairy-like  crests:  the  love- 
ly lakes,  now  gleaming  like  fioods  of  molten  sil- 
ver, where  they  stretched  into  the  sunshine,  and 
now  vanishing  away,  in  a  shadowy  expanse,  un- 
der the  gloom  of  the  growing  twilight ;  the  struc- 
tures that  rose,  vaguely  and  obscurely,  here  from 
their  verdant  margins,  and  there  from  their  very 
bosom,  as  if  floating  on  their  placid  i^aters,  seem- 
ing atone  time  to  present  the  image  of  a  city  crowned 
with  towers  and  pinnacles,  and  then  again  broken 
by  some  agitation  of  the  element,  or  confused  by 
some  vapour  swimming  through  the  atmosphere, 
into  the  mere  fragments  and  phantasms  of  edifices, 
— these,  seen  in  that  uncertain  and  fading  light, 
and  at  that  misty  and  enchanting  distance,  un- 
folded such  a  spectacle  of  beauty  and  peace  as 
plunged  the  neophyte  into  a  rcvery  of  rapture. 
The  trembling  of  the  page's  hand,  a  deep  sigh  that 
breathed  from  his  lips,  recalled  him  to  cunscions- 
ness,  witliout  however  dispelling  his  delight 

!: 


•*  By  the  cross  which  I  worship !"  L 
fills  me  with  amazement,  to  think  that  this  cursed 
and  malcfactious  earth  doth  contain  a  spot  tht 
so  much  like  a  paradise !     Now  do  I  remcn^r 
of  the  words  of  the  Senor  Gomez,  that  *  no  n> 
could  conceive  of  heaven,  till  he  had  looked  upon 
the  valley  of  Mexico,' — an  expresson  which,  at 
that  time,  1  considered  very  absurd,  and  somewhat 
pro&ne ;  yet,  if  I  am  not  no4|^ mistaken,  I  riiall 
henceforth,  d^btlessf  when  figuring  to  my  imagi- 
nation the  seats  of  bliss,  begin  by  thinmiig  afjthis 
very  prospect" 


A  NIGHT  VIEW  IN  MEXICO. 

raOM  THE  SAMK. 


«TrR!r,  senor,  from  these  pigmy  vases  to  the 
great  censers,  which  God  has  himself  raised  to  his 
majesty!" 

As  Do  Morla  spoke,  he  turned  from  the  altars, 
and  Don  Amador,  following  with  his  eyes  the  di- 
rection in  which  he  pointed,  beheld  a  spectacle 
which  instantly  drove  from  his  mind  the  thotfght 
of  the  idolatrous  urns.  Far  away  in  the  south- 
west, at  the  distance  of  eight  or  ten  leagues,  among 
a  mass  of  hills  that  upheld  their  brows  in  gloomy 
obscurity,  a  colossal  cone  elevated  its  majestic  b«ik 
to  heaven,  while  the  snows  which  inv^stt^  its  re- 
splendent sides  glittered  in  the  fires  that  ^row^ed 
its  summit  A  pillar  of  sm9ke,  of  awfol  hiie^tnd 
volume,  rose  to  an  enormous  altitude  above  iishead,  • 
and  then  parting  and  spreading  on  either  side 
through  the  serene  heaven,  lay  still  and  solemn, 
like  a  funeral  canopy,  over  its  radiant  pedestal. 
From  the  crater,  out  of  which  issued  this  portent- 
ous column,  arose  also,  time  by  time,  great  fiam^ 
with  a  sort  of  lambent  playfulness,  in  strange  t&M 
obvious  contrast  with  their  measurelci^s  mass  and 
power ;  while  ever  andtanon  globes  of  fin\  rushing 
up  through  the  pillar  df  vapour,  as  through  a  trans- 
parent cylinder,  burst  at  the  top,  and  spangled  the 
grim  canopy  with  stars.  No  shook  creephig  throush 
the  earth,  no  heavy  roar  stealing  along  the  atmo- 
sphere, attested  the  vigour  of  this  sublime  furnace; 
but  all  in  silence  and  solemn  tranquillity,  thespec- 
tacl^went  on, — ^now  darkling,  now  waxin^g  tem- 
porarily into  fd  oppressive  splendour,  as  if  for  ibe 
amusement  of  those  shadowy  phantoms  who  ssecmed 
to  sit  in  watch  upon  the  neighl>ouring  peaLs. 

"  This  is  indeed,"  said  Don  Amador,  rewerent- 
ly,  "  if  God  should  require  an  altar  of  fire,  such  a 
high  place  as  might  be  mecter  for  his  worship  than 
any  shrine  raised  by  the  hands  of  man.  God  is 
very  great  and  powerful !  The  sight  of  such  a  spec- 
tacle doth  humble  me  in  mine  own  thoughts :  for 
what  iif  man,  though  full  of  vanity  and  arrogance, 
in  the  sight  of  Him  who  builds  the  fire-otountains  !*' 

"  Padre  Olmedo,"  said  his  companion,  •<  will  asJi 
you,  what  is  this  fire-mountain,  though  to  tli^  eye 
so  majestic,  and  to  appearance,  so  eternal,  to  the 
creeping  thing  whose  spiirM|pf  immorta'**- 
hurn  on,  when  the  flames  o^onder  ^ 
quenched  for  eyer  V 

"It. is  very  true,"  said  the  neophyte 
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Uina  bum  away,  the  sea  wastes  itself  into  air,  but 
•  the  soul  that  God  has  given  as  consumes  not  The 
life  of  the  body  passes  away  like  these  flames;  the 
vitality  that  is  in  the  spirit  is  a  gift  that  heaven 
has  not  extended  to  the  stars  !*' 


"^H  STACKPO^^E  AND  THE 
QUAKER.        • 

FBOM  jnCK.    OP  THX  WOODS. 


RoAaiifo  Ralph   was  a  stout,  bandy-legged, 
broad-shouldered,  and  ,bull-headed  tatterdemalion, 
ugly,  mean,  and  villalkatis  of  look;  yet  with  an  im- 
pudent, swaggering,  joyous  self-esteem  traced  in 
every  feature  and  expressed  in  every  action  of  body, 
that  rather  disposed  the  beholder  to  laugh  than  to 
be  displeased  at  his  appearance.     An  old  blanket- 
coat,  or  wrap-rascal,  once  white,  but  now  of  the 
same  muddy  brown  hue  that  stained  his  visage,  and 
once  also  of  sufficient  length  to  defend  bis  legs, 
though  the  skirts  had  long  since  been  transferred 
to  Ihe  cufls  and  elbows,  where  they  appeared  in 
huge  patches,  covered  the  upper  part  of  his  txxjy ; 
while  the  lower  boasted  a  pnir  of  buckskin  breeches 
L   and  leather  wrappers,  somewhat  its  junior  in  age, 
J  hot  its  rival  in  mud  and  maculation.     An  old  round 
fur  hat,  intended  originally  for  a  boy,  and  only 
m^c  to  fit  his  head  by  being  slit  in  sundry  places 
at  the  bottoto,  thus  leaving  a  dozen  yawning  gaps, 
»  th rough  which,  as  through  the  chinks  of  a  lattice, 
stblc  out  as  many  stiff  bunches  of  black  hair,  gave 
to  the  capital  excrescence  an  air  as  ridiculous  as  it 
was  truly  uncouth,  which  was  not  a  little  increased 
by  the  absence  of  one  side  of  the  brim,  and  by  a 
loose  fragment  of  it  hanging  down  on  the  other. 
^o  give  something  martial  to  an  appearance  in 
other  respects  so  outlandish  ^nd  ludicrous,  he  had 
his  rifle,  and  other  usual  equipments  of  a  woods- 
min,  including  the  knife  and  tomahawk,  thtf  first 
of  which  he  carried  in  his  hand,  swinging  it  about 
at  every  moment,  with  a  vigour  and  apparent  care- 
lessness well  fit  to  discompose  a  nervous  person, 
had  any  such  happened  among  his  auditors.     As 
if  there  was  not  enough  in  his  figure,  visage,  and 
attire  to  move  the  mirth  of  beholders,  he  a(||ed  to 
his  other  attractions  a  variety  of  geHures  and  antics 
of  the  most  extravagant  kinds,  dancing,  leaping  and 
dodging  about,  clapping  his  hands  and  cracking  his 
keels  together,  with  the  activity,  restlessness,  and, 

we  may  add,  the  grace  of  a  jumping-jack 

Had  the  gallant  captain  of  horse-thieves  boasted 
the  blood,  as  he  afterwards  did  the  name,  of  an 
«<  alligator  half-breed,"  he  could  have  scarce  con- 
ducted himself  in  a  way  more  worthy  of  his  pa- 
rentage.    He  leaped  into  the  centre  of  the  throng, 
where,  ha^ng  found  elbow-room  for  his  purpose, 
he  performed  the  gyration  mentioned  before,  fol- 
lowmg  it  up  by  other  feats  expressive  of  his  hostile 
humour.     He  flapped  his  wings  and  crowed,  until 
every  chanticleer  ifl'  the  settlement  replied  to  the 
-''  Httle ;  he  snorted  and  neighed  like  a  horse; 
^  like  a  bull ;  he  barked  like  a  dog;  he 
m  Indian ;  he  whined  like  a  panther ; 


he  howled  like  a  wolf,  until  one  would  have  thought 
he  was  a  living  menagerie,  comprising  within  his 
single  bodyiHie  sfttdt  of  every  animal  noted  for  its 
love  of  conflict  ihen,  not  content  with  such  a 
display  of  readiness  to  fight  the  fisld,  he  darted 
from  the  centre  of  the  area  allowed  him  for  \dh  ex- 
ercise, and  invited  the  lookers-on  individually  to 
battle.  "  Wbar's  your  bufialo-bull,'^  he  cried,  **  to 
cross  horns  with  the  roarer  of  Salt  River  ?  Whar*s 
your  full-blood  colt  that  can  shake  a  saddle  off? 
h*yar*s  an  old  nag  can  kick  off  the  top  of  a  buck- 
eye !  Whar's  your  cat  of  the  Knobs?  your  wolf 
pfthe  Rolling  Prairies  1  h'yar's  the  old  brown  b*ar 
cati  claw  the  bark  off  a  gum-tree !  H^yar's  a  man 
for  you,  Tom  Bruce !  Same  to  you,  Sim  Roberts! 
to  you,  and  to  you,  and  to  you !  Ar'n't  I  a  ring- 
tailed  squealer  I  Can  go  down  Salt  on  my  back, 
and  swim  up  the  Ohio !  Whar's  the  man  to  fight 
Roaring  Ralph  Stackpole  V 

Now,  whether  it  happened  that  there  were  none 
present  inclined  to  a  contest  with  such  a  champion, 
or  whether  it  was  that  the  young  men  looked  upon 
the  exhibition  as  a  mere  bravado  meant  rather  to 
amuse  them  than  to  irritate,  it  so  occurred  that  not 
one  of  them  accepted  the  challenge ;  though  each, 
when  personally  called  on,  did  his  best  to  add  to 
the  roarer's  fury,  if  fury  it  really  were,  by  letting 
off  sundry  jests  in  relation  to  borrowed  horses  and 
regulators.* 

"  If  you're  ralely  ripe  for  a  fight.  Roaring  Ralph," 
cried  Tom  Bruce  the  younger,  who  had  shown, 
like  the  others,  a  greater  disposition  to  jest  than  to 
do  battle  with  the  champion,  «  here  comes  the  very 
man  for  jpu.  Look,  boys,  thar  comes  Bloody  Na- 
than !"  At  which  formidable  name  there  was  a 
loud  shout  set  up,  with  an  infinite  deal  of  laughing 
and  clapping  of  hands. 

"  Whar's  the  feller  t"  cried  Captain  Stackpole, 
springing  six  feet  into  the  air,  and  uttering  a  whoop 
of  anticipated  triumph.  **  Tve  hecrd  of  the  brute, 
and,  'tamal  death  to  me,  but  I'm  his  super-^pe- 
rinr  !  Show  me  the  crittur,  and  let  mc  fly  !  Cock- 
a-doodle-do !"  ^ 

«  Hurrah  for  Roaring  Ralph  Stackpole !"  cried 
the  young  men,  some  of  whom  procecd6d  to  pat 
him  on  the  back  in  compUment  to  his  courage, 
while  others  ran  forward  to  hasten  the  approach  of 
the  expected  antagonist 

The  appearance  of  the  comer,  at  a  distance, 
promised  an  equal  match  to  the  captain  of  horse- 
thieves  ; but  when  one  came  to  survey  him 

a  little  more  closely,  he  could  not  avoid  suspecting 
that  the  soubriquet,  instead  of  being  given  to  indi- 
cate warlike  and  dangerous  traits  of  character,  had 
l)een  bestowed  out  of  pure  wantonness  and  derision. 
His  visage,  seeming  to  belong  to  a  man  of  at  least 
forty-five  or  fif\y  years  of  age,  was  hollow,  and  al- 
most as  weather-worn  as  his  apparel,  with  a  long 
hooked  notie,  prominent  chin,  a  wide  mouth  ex- 
ceedingly straight  and  pinched,  with  a  melancholy 


•  It  is  «cnTce  necessary  to  inform  the  rpndcr,  that  by 
this  terra  must  lie  undcrniood  those  public-spiriicd  citi- 
zen*, umatcur  }nrk>kf tches.  who  mtmiiiisier  lynch-law 
in  diftrictR  where  regular  law  is  but  iaefficiently}  or  iiot 
at  all,  etfiubhehed. 
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or  contemplative  twist  at  the  comers,  and  a  pair 
of  black  staring  eyes  that  beamed  a  good-natured, 
humble,  and  perhaps  submissivef  simfiicity  of  dis- 
position. Hif  gait,  too,  as  he  stumbled  along  up 
the  hill,  with  a  shuffling,  awkward,  hesitating  step, 
was  more  like  that  of  a  man  who  apprehended  in- 
jury and  insult,  than  of  one  who  possessed  the  spi- 
rit to  resist  them.  The  &ct,  moreover,  of  sustain- 
ing on  his  own  shoulders  a  heavy  pack  of  deer  and 
other  skins,  to  relieve  the  miserable  horse  which 
he  led,  betokened  a  mercifiil  temper,  scarce  com- 
patible with  the  qualities  of  a  man  of  war  and  con- 
tention  

On  the  whole,  the  appearance  of  the  man  was 
any  thing  in  the  world  but  that  of  the  bulky  and 
ferocious  ruffian  whom  the  nickname  had  I^  Ro- 
land to  anticipate ;  and  he  scarce  knew  whether  to 
pity  him,  or  to  join  in  the  laugh  with  which  the 
young  men  of  the  settlement  greeted  his  approach. 
Perhaps  his  sense  of  the  ridiculous  would  have 
disposed  the  young  soldier  to  merriment;  but  the 
wistful  look  with  which,  while  advancing,  Nathan 
seemed  to  deprecate  the  insults  he  evidently  ex- 
pected, spoke  volumes  of  reproach  to  his  spirit,  and 
the  half-formed  smile  faded  from  his  countenance. 

"  Thar !"  exclaimed  Tom  Bruce,  slapping  Stack- 
pole  on  the  shoulder,  with  great  glee,  "  thar*s  the 
man  that  calls  himself  Dannger !  At  him,  for  the 
honour  of  Salt  River;  but  take  care  of  his  fore-legs, 
for,  I  tell  you,  he*8  the  Pennsylvania  war-horse." 

**  And  ar*n't  I  the  ramping  tiger  of  the  Rolling 
Fork  V*  cried  Captain  Ralph ;  ^<  and  can't  I  eat 
him,  hoss,  dog,  dirty  jacket,  and  alii  Hold  me  by 
the  tail,  while  I  devour  him  !"  ^ 

With  that  he  executed  two  or  three  escapades, 
demi voiles,  curvets,  and  other  antics  of  a  truly 
equine  character,  and  galloping  up  to  the  amazed 
Nathan,  saluted  him  with  a  neigh  so  shnll  and 
hostile  that  even  White  Dobbin  pricked  up  his 
ear^and  betrayed  other  symptoms  of  alarm. 

^'Surely,  colonel,  you  will  not  allow  that  mad 
ruffian  to  assail  the  poor  man  1" 

"  Oh,  Ralph  won't  hurt  him ;  he's  never  am- 
bitious, except  among  Injuns  and  horses.  He's 
only  for  skearing  the  old  feller." 

*<  And  who  may  the  old  fellow  be?  and  why  do 
you  call  him  Bloody  Nathan  1" 

«*  We  call  him  Bloody  Nathan,"  replied  the 
commander,  **  because  he's  the  only  man  in  all 
Kentucky,  that  won't  fight !  and  thar's  the  way  he 
beats  us  all  hollow.  Lord,  captitin,  you'd  hardly 
believe  it,  but  he's  nothing  more  than  a  poor  Penn- 
sylvania Quaker ;  and  what  brought'  him  out*  to 
Kentucky,  whar  thar's  nar  another  creatur'  of  his 
tribe,  thar's  no  knowing.  Some  say  he  war  dis- 
honast,  and  so  had  to  cut  loose  from  Pennsylvania ; 
but  I  never  heerd  of  him  stealing  any  thing  in  Ken- 
tucky :  I  reckon  thar's  too  much  of  the  chicken 
about  him  for  that  Some  say  he  is  hunting  rich 
lands ;  which  war  like  enough  for  any  body  that 
war  not  so  poor  and  lazy.  And  some  say  his  wits 
are  unsettle<l,  and  I  hold  that  that's  the  truth  of 
the  creatur';  for  he  does  nothing  but  go  wandering 
up  and  down  the  country,  now  h'yar  and  now  thar, 
hunting  for  meat  and  skinf ;  and  that's  pretty  much 


the  way  he  makes  a  living.  Thar's  thein  that^s 
good-natur'd,  that  calls  him  Wandering  Nathan, 
because  of  his  being  h'yar,  and  thar,  and  every- 
whar.  He  don't  seem  much  afear'd  of  the  Injuns ; 
but^  they  say,  the  red  brutes  never  disturbs  the 
Pennsylvania  Quakers.  Howsomcvcr,  he  makes 
himself  useful ;  for  sometimes  he  finds  Injun  sign 
whar  thar's  no  Injuns  thought  ^oC  and  so  he  gives 
information  ;  but  he  always  dues  it,  as  he  sayfi,  to 
save  bloodsheu;  not  to  bring  on  a  fight  He  comes 
to  me  once,  thar's  more  than  three  years  ago,  and 
instead  of  saying,  *  Gunnel,  thar's  twenty  Injuns 
lying  on  the  road  at  the  lower  fort  of  Salt,  whar 
you  may  nab  them ;'  says  he,  says  he,  *  Friend 
Thomas,  thee  must  keep  the  people  from  going 
nigh  the  ford,  for  thar's  Injuns  thar  that  will  hurt 
them;'  and  then  he  takes  himself  off;  whilst  I 
rides  down  thar  with  twenty-five  men  and  exter- 
minates them,  killing  six,  and  driving  the  others  the 
Lord  knows  whar.  He  has  had  but  a  hard  time 
of  it  among  us,  poor  creatur';  for  it  used  to  make 
us  wrathy  to  find  thar  war  so  little  fight  in  him, 
that  he  wouldn't  so  much  as  kill  a  murdering  In- 
jun. I  took  his  gun  from  him  once  ;  for  why,  he 
wtlhildn't  attend  muster  when  I  had  enrolled  him. 
But  I  pitied  the  brute;  for  he  war  poor,  and  thar 
war  but  little  corn  in  his  cabin,  and  nothing  to 
shoot  meat  with  ;  and  so  I  gave  it  back,  and  told 
him  to  take  his  own  ways  for  an  old  fool.** 

While  Colonel  Bruce  was  thus  delineating  the 
character  of  Nathan  Slaughter,  the  latter  found 
himself  surrounded  by  the  young  men  of  the  s^- 
tion,  the  hut  of  a  thousand  jests,  and  the  victim  of 
the  insolence  of  the  captain  of  horse-thieves.  It  is 
not  to  be  supposed  that  Roaring  Ralph  was  «eally 
the  bully  and  madman  that  his  extra\'agant  freaks 
and  expressions  seemed  to  proclaim  him.  Thes^ 
like  any  other  *<  actions  that  a  man  might  play, 
were  assumed,  partly  because  it  suited  his  humour 
to  be  fantastic,  and  partly  because  the  potting  of 
his  antic  disposition  on,  was  the  only  means  whkh 
he,  like  many  of  his  betters,  posEsessed  of  attracting 
attention,  and  avoiding  the  neglect  and  contempt 
to  which  his  low  habits  and  appearance  would  have 
otherwise  justly  consigned  him.  There  was,  there- 
fore, little  really  hostile  in  the  feelings  with  which 
he  approached  the  non-combatant ;  though  it  was 
more  than  probable,  the  disgust  be,  in  common  with 
the  other  warlike  personages,  entertained  toward 
the  peaceable  Nathan,  might  have  rendered  him  a 
little  more  malicious  than  usual. 

*«  Bloody  Nathan !"  said  ho,  as  soon  as  he  had 
concluded  his  neighing  and  cur\'etting,  <*  if  yoa 
ever  said  your  prayers,  now's  the  time.     Down 
with  your  pack, — for  I  can't  stand  deer's  ha'r  stick- 
ing in  my  swallow,  no  how  !" 

»<  Friend,"  said  Bloody  Nathan,  meekly,  « I  beg 
thee  will  not  disturb  me.  I  am  a  man  of  peace 
and  quiet." 

And  so  saying  he  endeavoured  to  pass  onwards, 
but  was  prevented  by  Ralph,  jduj^,  seizing  his  bcavy 
bundle  with  one  hand,  applMrhis  right  foot  to  it 
with  a  dexterity  that  not  only  removed  it  from  the 
poor  man's  back,  but  sent  the  dried  skins  st^telfaig 
over  the  road.    This  feat  was  rewatde^^  the 
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speetatocB  with  load  shouts,  all  which,  as  well  as 
the  insult  itself,  Nathan  bora  with  exemplary  pa- 
tience. 

(« Friend,'*  he  said,  **  what  does  thee  seek  of  me, 
that  thee  treats  me  thus  1"^ 

**  A  fight !"  replied  Captain  Stackpole,  uttering 
a  war-whoop ;  «  a  fight,  strannger,  for  the  love  of 
heaYen !"  '^ 

<*  Thee  seeks  it  of  the  wrong  pe^on,"  said  Na- 
thsD ;  «  and  I  beg  thee  will  get  thee  away." 

*<  What !"  said  Stackpole,  «  ar*nt  thee  the  Penn- 
sylvania  war-horse,  the  screamer  of  the  meeting- 
house, the  bloody-mouthed  b*ar  of  Yea-Nay-and- 
Vcrily  !" 

<*  I  am  a  man  of  peace,'*  said  the  submissive 
Slaughter. 

«  Yea  verily,  verily  and  yea !"  cried  Ralph,  snuf- 
fling through  the  nostrils,  but  assuming  an  air  of 
extreme  indignation ;  «  Strannger,  Pve  heerd  of 
you !  YouVe  the  man  that  holds  it  agin  duty  and 
conscience  to  kill  Injuns,  the  red-skin  screamers, — 
that  refuses  to  defend  the  women,  the  splendifer- 
ous creaturs !  and  the  little  children,  the  squal-a- 
baby  d'ars !  And  wharfo*  ?  Bec'ause  as  how  you're 
a  man  of  peace  and  no  fight,  you  superiferotis, 
long-legged,  no<soulcd  crittur !  But  I'm  the  gen- 
deman  to  make  a  man  of  you.  So  down  with 
your  gun,  and  'tamal  death  to  me,  I'll  whip  the 
cowardly  devil  out  of  you." 

"  Friend,"  said  Nathan,  his  humility  yielding  to 
a  feeling  of  contempt,  "  thee  is  theeself  a  cowardly 
parson,  or  thee  wouldn't  seek  a  quarrel  with  one, 
thee  knows,  can*t  fight  thee.  Thee  would  not  be 
so  ready  with  thee  match." 

With  that,  he  stooped  to  gather  up  his  skins,  a 
proceeding  that  Stackpole,  against  whom  the  laugh 
•ras  turned  by  this  sally  of  Nathan's,  resisted,  by 
catching  him  by  the  nape  of  the  neck,  twirling  him 
round,  and  making  as  if  he  really  would  have 
beaten  him. 

Even  this  the  peaceful  Nathan  bore  without 
anger  or  murmuring ;  but  his  patience  fied,  when 
Stackpole,  turning  to  the  little  dog,  which  by  brist- 
hng  its  back  and  growling,  expressed  a  half  incli- 
nation to  take  up  its  master's  quarrel,  applied  his 
foot  to  its  ribs  with  a  violence  that  sent  it  iplling 
some  five  or  six  yards  down  the  hill,  where  it  lay 
for  a  time  yelping  and  whining  with  pain. 

**■  Friend !"  said  Nathan,  sternly,  « thee  is  but  a 
dog  theeself,  to  harm  the  creature  !  What  will 
thee  have  with  me  1" 

«<  A  fight !  a  fight,  I  tell  thee  !"  replied  Captain 
Ralph,  *<  till  I  teach  thy  leatherified  conscience  the 
new  doctrines  of  Kentucky." 

*<  Fight  thee  I  cannot,  and  dare  not,"  said  Na- 
than ;  and  then  added,  *»  but  if  thee  must  have  thee 
deserts,  thee  thall  have  them.  Thee  prides  thee- 
self upon  thee  courage  and  strength — will  thee  ad- 
venture with  me  a  friendly  fall  1" 

«  Hurrah  for  Bloody  Nathan !"  cried  the  young 
men,  vastly  delighte^t  this  unwonted  spirit,  while 
Captain  Ralph  himself  expressed  his  pleasure,  by 
leaping  into  the  air,  crowing,  and  dashing  off  his  hat, 
wMchJie  kidced  down  the  hill  with  as  much  good 
will  as  n(i  had  previously  bestowed  upon  the  little  dog. 


^  Off  with  your  leather  night-cap,  and  down  with 
your  rifie,"  he  cried,  giving  his  own  weapon  into 
the  hands  <B  a  looker-on,  "  and  scrape  some  of  the 
grease  off  your  jacket;  for,  'tamal  death  to  me,  I 
shall  give  you  the  Virginny  lock,  fling  you  head- 
fo'most,  and  you'll  find  yourself,  in  a  twinkling, 
sticking  fiist  right  in  the  centre  of  the  'arth !" 

«  Thee  may  find  theeself  mistaken,"  said  Nathan, 
giving  up  his  gun  to  one  of  the  young  men,  but  in- 
stead of  rejecting  his  hat,  pulling  it  down  tight  over 
his  brows.  "  There  is  locks  taught  among  the  moun- 
tains of  Bedford  that  may  be  as  good  as  them  learned 
on  the  hills  of  Virginia. — I  am  ready  for  thee." 

"Cock-a-doodle-doo!"  cried  Ralph  Stackpole, 
springing  towards  his  man,  and  clapping  his  hands, 
one  on  Nathan's  left  shoulder,  the  other  on  his 
right  hip :  «  Are  you  ready  !" 

« I  am,"  replied  Nathan. 

"  Down  then,  you  go,  war  you  a  buffalo !"  And 
with  that  the  captain  of  horse-thieves  put  forth  his 
strength,  which  was  very  great,  in  an  effort  that  ap- 
peared to  Roland  quite  irresistible ;  though,  as  it 
happened,  it  scarce  moved  Nathan  from  his  position. 

«  Thee  is  mistaken,  friend  !"  he  cried,  exerting 
his  strength  in  return,  and  vrith  an  effect  that  no 
one  had  anticipated.  By  magic,  as  it  seemed,  the 
heels  of  the  captain  of  horse-thieves  were  suddenly 
seen  flying  in  the  air,  his  head  aiming  at  the  earth, 
upon  which  it  as  suddenly  descended  with  the  vio- 
lence of  a  bomb-shell ;  and  there  it  would  doubtless 
have  burrowed,  like  the  aforesaid  implement  of  de- 
struction, had  the  soil  been  soft  enough  for  the  pur- 
pose, or  exploded  into  a  thousand  fragments,  had 
not  the  shell  been  double  the  thickness  of  an  ordi- 
nary skull. 

*< Huzza!  Bloody  Nathan  for  ever!"  shouted 
the  delighted  villagers. 

«  He  has  killed  the  man,"  said  Forrester ;  "  but 
bear  witness,  all,  the  fellow  provoked  his  fate." 

"  Thanks  to  you,  strannger !  but  not  so  dead  as 
you  reckon,"  said  Ralph,  rising  to  his  feet  and 
scratching  bis  poll,  with  a  stare  of  comical  con- 
fusion. *<  I  say,  strannger,  here's  my  shoulders — 
but  whar's  my  head  ? — Do  you  reckon  I  had  the 
worst  of  it  1" 

*<  Huzza  for  Bloody  Nathan  Slaughter !  He  baa 
whipped  the  ramping  tiger  of  Salt  River ;"  cried 
the  young  men  of  the  station. 

**  Well,  I  reckon  he  has,"  said  the  magnanimous 
Captain  Ralph,  picking  up  his  hat:  then  walking 
up  to  Nathan,  who  had  taken  his  dog  into*  his  arms, 
to  examine  into  the  little  animal's  hurts,  he  cried, 
with  much  good-humoured  energy,—**  Thar's  my 
fo'-paw,  in  token  Fve  had  enough  of  you,  and  want 
no  mo'.  But  I  say,  Nathan  Slaughter,"  he  added, 
as  he  grasped  the  victor's  hand,  « it's  no  thing  you 
can  boast  of,  to  be  the  strongest  man  in  Kentucky, 
and  the  most  sevagarous  at  a  tussel, — h'yar  among 
murdering  Injuns  and  scalping  ninnegades,  and 
keep  your  fists  off  their  top-nots.  Thar's  my  idea : 
for  I  go  for  the  doctrine,  that  every  able-bodied  man 
should  sarve  his  country  and  hia  neighbours,  and 
fight  their  foes ;  and  them  that  does  is  men  and 
gentlemen,  and  them  that  don't  is  cowards  and 
rascals,  that's  my  idea.    And  ao,  fawwell." 
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The  development  of  the  transcendental  phi- 
losophy in  New  England  is  deserving  of  more 
consideration  than  can  here  be  bestowed  upon 
it.  I  can  remember  the  period  when  the  gene- 
ral principles  of  Locke,  with  a  slight  infusion 
of  Reid  and  Dugald  Stuart,  constituted  the  or- 
thodox philosophical  creed  of  New  England. 
The  first  shock  given  to  that  system  was  Pro- 
fessor Marsh's  calm,  profound  and  luminous 
exposition  of  the  doctrines  of  Coleridge,  in 
his  prefaces  to  the  American  editions  of  The 
Friend  and  the  Aids  to  Reflection.  This  was 
followed  by  Mr.  Brownson's  various  writings 
and  lectures,  developing,  in  a  popular  form,  the 
philosophy  of  Victor  Cousin  and  the  French 
school.  Almost  everybody  who  attended  a  lec- 
ture or  a  sermon  by  Mr.  Brownson,  was  at  once 
transformed  into  a  metaphysician,  and  could 
discourse  very  decisively  on  the  essential  dis- 
tinction between  reason  and  reasoning,  and 
could  look  with  compassion  on  all  who  held  to 
the  old  philosophy,  or  were  defective  in  insight. 
Cousin  was  very  grateful  to  his  American  dis- 
ciple, and  repeatedly  spoke  of  him  as  the  first 
metaphysician  in  the  United  States.  But  there 
have  been  changfes  of  the  moon  since  then,  and 
it  is  needless  to  say  that  Mr.  Brownson  now 
shines  in  the  light  of  a  different  system. 

Contemporary  with  Mr.  Brownson,  though 
very  different  in  mind  and  character,  was  Mr. 
Emerson,  the  transcendentalist  par  eminence^ 
and  the  most  original  of  the  school.  Neither 
Coleridge  nor  Cousin  was  sufficient  for  him, 
but  in  subtlety  and  daring  he  rather  approaches 
Fichte.  He  is  the  son  of  a  Unitarian  clergy- 
man of  Boston,  and  in  1821,  when  about  seven- 
teen years  of  age,  was  gpradirated  at  Harvard 
University.  Having  turned  his  attention  to 
theology,  he  was  ordained  minister  of  one  of 
the  congregations  of  his  native  city,  but  em- 
bracing soon  after  some  peculiar  views  in  re- 
gard to  the  forms  of  worship,  he  abandoned  his 
profession,  and  retiring  to  the  quiet  village  of 
Concord,  afler  the  manner  of  an  Arabian  pro- 
phet, gave  himself  up  to  "  thinking,"  prepa- 
ratory to  his  appearance  as  a  revelator.  His 
oration  entitled  Man-Thinking,  delivered  be- 
fore the  Phi  Beta  Kappa  Society  in  the  sum- 

440 


-TV 

mer  of  1837,  attracted  a  great  deal  of  attention, 
but  less  tlian  his  address  before  the  senior  class 
in  Divinity  College  at  Cambridge  in  the  fol- 
lowing year.  He  began  now  to  be  understood. 
His  peculiarity  was  not  so  much  hts  system 
as  his  point  of  view.  He  did  not  pretend  to 
reason,  but  to  discover ;  he  was  not  a  logician, 
but  a  seer ;  he  announced,  not  argued.  His 
prominent  doctrine  is,  that  the  deity  is  imper- 
sonal,— mere  being,  and  comes  to  telf-cory- 
8ci(ntsnes8  only  in  individuals.  The  distinc- 
tion of  this  from  pantheism  is  this,  that  while 
pantheism  ^'  sinks  man  and  oaiure  in  God," 
Mr.  Emerson  ^  sinks  God  and  nature  in  man." 

In  1838  Mr.  Emerson  published  Literary 
Ethics,  an  oration,  and  in  the  following  year 
a  small  volume  entitled  Nature.    In  1840  he 
commenced  The  Dial,  a  magazine  of  litera- 
ture, philosophy  and  religion,  which  was  con- 
tinued four  years;  in  1841  he  published  The 
Method  of  Nature,  an  oration ;  Man  the  Re* 
former,  a  lecture  on  some  of  the  prominent 
features  of  the  present  age ;  three  Lectures  on 
the  Times,  and  the  first  series  of  his  Essays. 
In  the  next  two  or  three  years  be  published 
little  except  his  papers  in  The  Dial,  but  in 
1844  he  gave  to  the  public  lectures  on  New 
England   Reformers,   the  Young  American, 
and  Negro  Emancipation  in  the  West  Indies, 
and  the  second  series  of  his  Essays.    He  has 
since  delivered  lectures  on  Swedenborg,  Napo- 
leon, New  England,  and  other  subjects,  which 
are  regarded  by  some  who  have  heard  them  as 
decidedly  the  finest  of  his  works;  and  in  De- 
cember, 1846,  he  published  a  volume  of  Poems, 
which  have  peculiar  and  remarkable  merits. 

Mr.  Emerson  is  ^'  a  seeker  with  no  Past  at 
his  back."  He  evidently  aims  to  break  the 
moulds  of  popular  beliefs,  and  to  get  at  the 
heart  of  the  matter,  to  look  around  and  within 
with  the  fresh  vision  of  "  a  first  man,"  and 
like  Adam  in  the  garden  to  put  his  own  name 
upon  what  he  sees.  He  has  none  of  the  ill 
humour  which  denies  because  others  affirm; 
he  simply  takes  leave  ta  look  for  himself. 
While  therefore  he  continually  sees  and  repre- 
sents things  in  singular  lights,  and  sometimes 
inverts  them,  so  that  it  would  seem  to  be  an 


/^^^>-''^£>,.,.,.^^^^^ 


RALPH    WALDO    EMERSON. 


441 


ineritable  conclusion  that  either  he  is  crazy 
or  we,  on  the  other  hand  he  regenerates  our 
faith,  by  giving  us  an  original  testimony  to 
great  truths.  Thus,  his  essay. on  The  Over- 
Soul,  notwithstanding  its  unscriptural  title,  is 
as  orthodox  as  St.  Paul. 

Whatever  appearances  there  may  be  to  the 
contrary,  Mr.  Emereon  is  no  destructive.     He 
is  a  builder,  a  bom  and  anointed  poet     His 
demand  is  Truth.  He  must  stand  face  to  face 
with  the  Absolute.     Insatiable  as  is  his  crav- 
ing for  truth,  he  is  always  orderly  and  serene. 
He  gives  no  sign  that  any  deterring  considera- 
tions have  ever  occurred  to  him.  Whatever  sug- 
gestions of  fear  or  policy  there  may  be,  they  are 
less  than  cobwebs  to  him.    They  cannot  im- 
pede, they  do  not  even  tease  him.  He  is  as  self- 
possessed  and  assured  as  if  he  carried  in  his 
pocket  a  commission,  signed  and  sealed  of  all 
mankind,  to  say  just  the  thing  that  he  is  saying. 
Mr.  Emeraon  is  never  commonplace.  Hence 
we  infer  that  he  is  a  genuine  worker.     He  can- 
not, like  a  host  of  others,  write  in  his  sleep. 
Every  thing  is  wrought  out  by  his  own  thought. 
I  have  sometimes  fancied  that  he  must,  in  his 
listless  moments,  repine  at  the  stubbornness 
of  his  genius,  which  can  bear  to  be  mute,  but 
wh?bh  cannot  declaim,  nor  tolerate  in  him  any 
attempt  at  *^  fine  writing."    There  is  a  very 
common  talent,  passing  for  a  great  deal  more 
than  it  is  worth, — the  sole  talent  of  many  quite 
distinguished  writers, — which  lies  in  the  put- 
ting of  words  together  so  fitly  and  musically 
that  they  seem  to  sing  a  new  truth,  when  it 
is  **an  old  song,''  with  no  variations.     Mr. 
Emerson  is  utterly  deficient  in  this  power. 
He  cannot  juggle  with  words.     He  has  no 
bank-notes :  nothing  but  bullion.    If  he  states 
an  old  and  world-known  truth,  he  does  it  with 
that  felicity  of  expression  which  gives  us  a 
fresh  sense  of  its  value,  and  we  confess  that 
the  same  thing  was  never  before  so  well  said. 
He  fit»  his  word  to  his  thought,  consulting  no 
ear  but  his  own. 

In  reading  M^r.  Emerson's  works  we  must 
observe  Coleridge's  admirable  rule :  "  When 
you  cannot  understand  an  author's  ignorance, 
account  yourself  ignorant  of  his  understand- 
ing.'^ At  the  slightest  glance  we  shall  find 
here  and  there  in  them  much  to  inspire  respect 
for  his  sagacity  and  admiration  for  his  genius. 
When  therefore  he  seems  to  be  unintelligible, 
or  absurd,  modesty  dictates  that  we  should  at 
least  entertain  the  question  whether  the  defect 
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be  in  him  or  us.  If  we  cannot  explain  his  igno- 
rance, we  shall  do  wisely  to  distrust  our  own 
understanding.  It  is  possible,  nay,  it  is  in  a  very 
high  degree  probable,  not  only  that  he  really 
has  a  meaning,  but  that  he  has  a  very  good  and 
a  very  great  meaning,  and  that  he  has  expressed 
it  in  the  very  best  form,  so  that,  were  we  as 
keen^ighted  as  he,  we  should  recognise  the 
beauty  both  of  the  thought  and  the  expression. 
An  ingenious  friend  and  admirer  of  Mr. 
Emerson,  a  few  years  since,  put  forth  some 
very  amusing  pencil  sketches  illustrative  of 
his  hard  sayings.  They  were  caricatures,  it 
is  true ;  but  they  implied  a  great  compliment. 
How  many  of  our  writers  of  established  fame 
use  language  sufficiently  picturesque  to  admit 
of  such  illustrations  1 

—In  connection  with  the  opposition  to  the 
old  school  of  metaphysics  may  be  mentioned 
Doctor  Walker,  the  Professor  of  Philosophy  in 
Harvard  University;  the  Reverend  Theodore 
Parker,  and  the  Reverend  William  B.  Greene. 
Doctor  Walker  delivered  in  Boston  a  few  yeare 
ago  three  series  of  lectures  on  Natural  Religion, 
in  which  he  steered  between  the  extremes  of 
both  parties,  confined  himself  to  no  particular 
system,  but  in  his  general  principles  coincided 
very  nearly  with  Cousin,  as  modified  by  Jouf- 
froy.  Mr.  Parker  may  also  be  classed  with  the 
school  of  Cousin,  but  his  metaphysics  are  con- 
fusedly blended  with  radical  notions  regarding 
government,  and  heretical  notions  regarding 
religion,— a  kind  of  aggregation  in  onemind  of 
what  is  most  oflTensive  in  the  diflferent  French 
and  Gerotan  schools.  Mr.  Greene  is  a  pow- 
erful and  original  thinker,  with  no  other  point 
of  agreement  with  the  transcendentalists  than 
the  negative  one  of  rejection  of  Locke. 

Opposed  to  all  these  is  Mr.  Bowen,  the  well- 
known  editor  of  the  North  American  Review, 
who  hates  transcendentalism  in  all  its  forms, 
deeming  it,  as  developed  in  New  England,  a 
monstrosity,  made  up  of  cant,  sentimentalism, 
and  unreason.  A  receiver  of  the  general  prin- 
ciples of  Locke,  as  modified  by  the  progress  of 
philosophical  discovery,  he  enforces  them  with 
great  energy  and  determination.  Though  I  dis- 
sent from  many  of  his  opinions,  and  question 
the  validity  of  his  positions,  I  still  think  that 
his  disquisitions  evince  a  strength,  breadth, 
and  acuteness  of  underetanding,  a  knowledge 
of  his  subjects,  and  a  directness  of  style  which 
place  them  very  high  among  American  contri- 
*  butions  to  the  science  of  metaphysics. 
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BEAUTY. 

FROM  RATUSE. 


The  pretence  of  a  higher,  namely,  of  the  spiri- 
tual element  is  essential  to  its  perfection.  The  high 
and  divine  beauty  which  can  be  loved  without  effe- 
minacy, is  that  which  is  found  in  combination  with 
the  human  will,  and  never  separate..  Beauty  is  the 
mark  God  sets  upon  virtue.  Every  natural  option 
ia  graceful.  Every  heroic  act  is  also  decent,  and 
causes  the  place  and  the  bystanders  to  shine.  We 
are  taught  by  great  actions  that  the  univense  is  the 
property  of  every  individual  in  it  Every  raUonal 
creature  has  all  nature  for  his  dowry  and  estate.  It 
is  his,  if  he  will.  He  may  divest  himself  of  it ;  He 
may  creep  into^a  corner,  and  abdicate  his  kingdom, 
as  most  men  ^o ;  but  he  is  entitled  to  the  world  by 
his  CQAstitution.  In  proportion  to  the  energy  of 
his  thought  and  will,  he  takes  up  the  workl  into 
himself.  <*  All  those  things  for  which  men  plough, 
build,  or  sail,  obey  virtue ;"  said  an  ancient  histo- 
rian.'  *<  The  winds  and  waves,''  said  Gibbon,  "  are 
always  on  the  side  of  the  ablest  navigators.'*  So 
are  the  sun  and  moon  and  all  the  stars  of  heaven. 
When  a  noble  act  is  done, — perchance  in  a  scene 
of  great  natural  beauty ;  when  Leonidas  and  his 
three  hundred  martyrs  consume  one  day  in  dying, 
and  the  sun  and  .moon  com^  each  and  look  at  them 
once  in  the  steep  defile  of  Thcrmopyl® ;  when  Ar- 
nold Winkelried,  in  the  high  Alps,  under  the  sha- 
dow of  the  avalanche,  gathers  in  his  side  a  sheaf 
of  Austrian  spears  to  break  the  line  for  his  com- 
rades; are  not  these  heroes  entitled  to  add  the 
beauty  of  the  scene  to  the  beauty  of  the  deed  ? 
When  the  bark  of  Columbus  nears  the  shore  of 
America ; — before  it,  the  beach  lined  with  savages, 
fleeing  out  of  all  their  huts  of  cane ;  the  sea  be- 
hinJ*;  and  the  purple  mountains  of  the  Indian 
Archipelago  around,  can  we  separate  the  man  from 
the  living  picture  1  Does  not  tlie  New  World 
clothe  his  form  with  her  palm-groves  and  savan- 
nahs as  fit  drapery?  Ever  does  natural  beauty 
steal  in  like  air,  and  envelope  great  actions.  When 
Sir  Harry  Vane  was  dragged  up  the  Tower-hill, 
sitting  on  a  sled,  to  suffer  death,  as  the  champion 
of  the  English  laws,  one  of  the  multitude  cried  out 
to  him,  "  You  never  sate  on  so  glorious  a  seat" 
Charles  II.,  to  intimidate  the  citizens  of  London, 
caused  the  patriot  Lord  Russel  to  be  drawn  in  an 
open  coach,  through  the  principal  streets  of  the 
city,  on  his  waf  \o  ihe  scaffold.  **  But,"  to  use 
the  simple  narrativ«  of  his  biographer,  « the  multi- 
tude imagined  they  saw  liberty  and  virtue  sitting 
by  his  side."  In  private  places,  among  sordid  ob- 
jects, an  act  of  truth  or  heroism  seems  at  once  to 
draw  to  itself  the  sky  as  its  temple,  the  sun  as  its 
candle.  Nature  stretcheth  out  her  arms  to  embrace 
roan,  only  let  his  thoughts  be  of  equal  greatness. 
Willingly  does  she  follow  his  steps  with  the  rose 
and  the  violet,  and  bend  her  lines  of  grandeur  and 
grace  to  the  decoration  of  her  darling  child.  Only 
let  his  thoughts  be  of  equal  scope,  and  the  frame 
will  suit  the  picture.  A  virtuous  n^^  is  in  unison 
with  her  works,  and  makes  the  central  figure  of  the 
▼isible  sphere. 


POETRY  A^D  NATURE. 

raOX  LITERAST  ETHICS. 


Bt  Latin  and  English  poetry,  we  were  bom  and 
bred  in  an  oratoiio  of  praiaes  of  nature, — fiowert, 
birds,  mountains,  sun,  and  moon ;  yet  the  natural- 
ist of  this  hour  finds  that  be  knows  nothing,  by 
all  their  poems,  of  any  of  these  fine  things ;  that  ha 
has  conversed  with  the  merest  surfiioe  and  show  of 
them  all :  and  of  their  essence,  or  of  their  history, 
knows  nothing.  Fo  rther  inquiry  will  discover  that 
nobody, — that  not  these  chanting  poets  themselves^ 
knew  any  thing  sincere  of  these  handsome  natures 
they  so  commended ;  that  they  contented  them- 
selves with  the  passing  chirp  of  a  bird  that  they 
saw  one  or  two  mornings,  and  listlessly  looked  at 
sunsets,  and  repeated  idly  these  few  glimpses  in 
their  song.  But,  go  into  the  forest,  you  shall  find 
all  new  and  undescribed.  The  screaming  of  the 
wild  geeae,  fiying  by  night ;  the  thin  \ioie  of  the 
companionable  titmouse,  in  the  winter  day ;  the  fall 
of  swarms  of  flies  in  autumn,  from  combats  high  in 
the  air,  pattering  down  on  the  leaves  like  rain ;  the 
angry  hiss  of  the  wood-birds;  the  pine  throwing 
out  its  pollen  for  the  benefit  of  the  next  century; 
the  turpentine  exuding  from  the  tree— «nd,  indeed, 
any  vegetation — any  animation,  any  and  all  are 
alike  unattempted.  The  man  who  stafids  on  the 
sea-shore,  or  who  rambles  in  the  woods,  seems  to 
be  the  first  man  that  ever  stood  pn  the  slKire,  or 
entered  a  grove,  his  sensations  and  his  world  are 
so  novel  and  strange.  Whilst  I  read  the  poets,  I 
think  that  nothing  new  can  be  said  about  morniog 
and  evening ;  but  when  I  see  the  daybreak,  I  am 
not  reminded  of  these  Homeric,  or  Sh&k^pearian, 
or  Miltonic,  or  Chaucerian  pictures.  No;  but  I 
feel,  perhaps,  the  pain  of  an  alien  worid^ — •a  world 
not  yet  subdued  by  the  thought ;  or,  I  am  cheered 
by  ttie  moist,  warm,  glittering,  budding,  melodious 
hour,  tliat  takes  down  the  narrow  walls  of  my  sool, 
and  extends  its  life  and  pulsation  to  the  very  hori- 
zon. That  is  morning,  to  cease  for  a  bright  boar 
to  be  a  prisoner  of  this  sickly  bsdy,  and  to  become 
as  large  as  nature. 

The  noonday  darkness  of  the  American  (brest, 
the  deep,  echoing,  aboriginal  woods,  where  the  liv- 
ing columns  of  the  oak  and  fir  tower  up  from  the 
ruins  of  the  trees  of  the  last  millennium ;  where, 
firom  year  to  year,  the  eagle  and  the  crow  see  no 
intruder ;  the  pines,  bearded  with  savage  moss,  jft 
touched  with  grace  by  the  violets  at  their  feet;  the 
broad,  cold  lowland,  which  forms  its  coat  of  vapour 
with  the  stillness  of  subtensjMan  crystallisation ; 
and  where  the  traveller,  amioiPhe  repulsive  plante 
that  are  native  in  the  swamp,  Uiinks  with  pleasing 
terror  of  the  distant  town ;  this  beauty, — ^haggard 
and  desert  beauty,  which  the  sun  and  the  moon, 
the  snow  and  the  rain  repaint  and  vary,  has  never 
been  recorded  by  art,  yet  is  not  indifi^rent  to  any 
passenger.  All  men  are  poets  at  heart  They 
serve  nature  for  bread,  but  her  loveliness  overoones 
them  sometimes.  What  mean  these  journeys  to 
Niagara ;  these  pilgrin^  to  the  White  Hills  1  Men 
believe  in  the  adaptations  of  utility,  always.  In 
the  mountains,  they  may  believe  in  the  sdaptatMos 
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of  the  eye.  Undoubtedly,  de  changes  of  geology 
have  a  relation  to  the  prosperous  sprouting  of  the 
corn  and  peas  in  my  kitchen  garden ;  but  not  less 
is  there  a  relation  of  beauty  between  my  soal  and 
the  dim  crags  of  Agiocochook  Uf  there  in  the 
douds.  Every  man,  when  this  is  told,  hearkens 
with  joy,  and  yet  hia  own  conversation  with  nature 
is  still  unsung. 


THE  POWER  OF  LOVE. 

ntOM  AN  EaSAT  ON   LOVB. 


Bk  our  experience  in  particulars  what  it  may, 
no  n^^  ever  forgot  the  visitations  of  that  power  to 
his  heart  and  brain,  which  created  all  things  new ; 
which  was  the  dawn  in  him  of  music,  poetry  and 
art ;  which  made  the  face  of  nature  radiant  with 
purple  light,  the  morning  and  the  night  varied  en- 
chantments;  when  a  single  tone  of  one  voice  could 
make  the  heart  beat,  and  the  most  trivial  circum- 
stance associated  vr'ith  one  form,  is  put  in  the  am- 
ber of  memory :  when  we  became  all  eye  when 
one  was  present,  and  all  memory  when  one  was 
gone ;  when  the  youth  becomes  a  watcher  of  win- 
dows, and  studious  of  a  glove,  a  veil,  a  ribbon,  or 
the  wheels  of  a  carriage ;  when  no  place  is  too  so- 
litary, and  non»  too  silent  for  him  who  has  richer 
company  and « sweeter  conversation  in  his  new 
thoughts,  than  any  old  friends,  though  best  and 
purest,  can  giVe  iiim ;  for,  the  figures,  the  motions, 
the  words  of  the  beloved  object  are  not  like  other 
images  written  in  water,  but,  as  Plutarch  said, 
^  enaloeUed  in  fire,"  and  make  the  study  of  mid- 
night. 

'•Thou  art  nol  irone  being  gone,  where'er  thou  art, 
Tboa  leav'si  in  hiin  ihy  waichml  eyes,  in  him  thy  loving 
heart.?' 

In  the  noon  and  the  afternoon  of  life,  we  still  throb 
at  the  recollection  of  days  when  happiness  was  not 
happy  enough,  but  must  be  drugged  with  the  relish 
of  pain  and  fear ;  for  he  touched  the  secret  of  the 
matter,  who  said  of  love, 

'/All  otJier  pleasures  are  not  worth  its  pains :" 
and  when  the  day  was  not  long  enough,  but  the 
night  too  must  be  consumed  in  keen  recollections; 
when  the  head  boiled  all  night  on  the  pillow  with 
the  generous  deed  it  resolved  on ;  when  the  moon- 
light was  a  pleasing  fever,  and  the  stars  were  letted, 
and  the  flowers  ciphers,  and  the  air  was  coined 
into  song ;  when  all  business  seemed  an  imperti- 
nence, and  all  the  men  and  women  running  to  and 
fro  in  Uie  streets,  mere  pictures. 

The  passion  remal^es  the  world  for  the  youth. 
It  makes  all  things  alive  and  significant  Nature 
grows  conscious.  Every  bird  on  the  boughs  of 
the  tree  sings  now  to  his  heart  and  soul.  Almost 
the  notes  are  articulate.  The  clouds  have  faces, 
as  he  looks  on  them.  The  trees  of  the  forest, 
the  waving  grass  and  the  peeping  flowers  have 
grown  intelligent;  and  almost  he  fears  to  trust 
them  with  the  secret  which  they  seem  to  invite. 
Yet  nature  soothes  and  sympathizes.  In  the  green 
soUtude  he  finds  a  dearer  borne  than  with  men. 

*  Fountain  heads  and  pathless  groves, 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves, 


Moonlight  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  sately  housed,  save  bats  and  owls, 
A  midnight  bell,  a  passing  groan. 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon." 

Behold  there  in  the  wood  the  fine  madman !  He 
is  a  palace  of  sweet  sounds  and  sights;  he  dilates; 
he  is  twice  a  man ;  he  walks  with  arms  akimbo ; 
he  soliloquizes ;  he  accosts  the  grass  and  the  trees; 
he  feels  the  bloo^  of  the  violet,  the  clover  and  the 
lily  in  Jiis  vegfis ;  and  he  talks  with  the  brook  that 
wets  his  foot 

The  causes  that  have  sharpened  his  perceptions 
of  natural  beauty,  have  made  him  love  music  and 
verse.  It  is  a  fact  often  observed,  that  men  have 
written  good  verses  under  the  mspiration  of  passion, 
who  cannot  write  well  under  any  other  drcimi- 
stances. 

The  like  force  has  the  passion  ov^r  all  his  na- 
ture. It  expands  the  sentiment;  it  make^  the 
clown  gentle,  and  gives  the  coward  heart  Into 
the  most  pitiful  and  abject  it  will  infuse  a  heart  and 
courage  to  defy  the  world,  so  only  it  have  the 
eountenance  of  the  beloved  object  In  giving<him 
to  another,  it  still  more  gives  him  to  himself.  He 
is  a  new  man,  with  new  perceptions,  niw  and 
keener  purposes,  and  a  religious  solemnity  of  cha- 
racter and  aims.  He  docs  not  longer  appertain  to 
his  family  and  4^ety.  lie  is  somewhat  He  is 
a  person.     He  iti  a  soul. 


GENIUS. 

tltOM  TRS  MEFUOD  OF  NATURX. 


ATfi)  what  is  Genius  but  finer  love,  a^love  imperc- 
sonal,  a  love  of  the  flower  and  perfection  of  things, 
and  a  desire  to  draw  a  new  picture  or  copy  of  the 
same  1  It  looks  to  the  cause  and  life :  it  proceeds 
from  within  outward,  whilst  talent  goes  fromi^ih- 
out  inward.  Talent  finds  its  models  an^^  Wthbds 
and  ends  in  society,  exists  for  exhibition,  and  goes 
to  the  soul  only  for' power  to  work.  Genius  is  its 
own  end,  and  draws  its  means  and  the  stvle  of  its 
architecture  from  within,  going-.abroad  only  fon 
audience  and  spectator,  as  we  adapt  our  voice  and 
phii^se  to  the  distance  and  character  of  the  ear  we 
speak  to.  All  your  learning  of  all  literatures  would 
never  enable  you  to  anticipate  one  of  its  thoughts 
or  •expressions,  and  yet  each  is  natural  and  fami- 
liar as  household  words.  Here  about  us  coils  for 
ever  the  ancient  enigma,  so  old  and  so  unutterable. 
Behold  !  there  is  the  sun,  and  tht  rain,  and  the 
rocks:  the  old  sun,  the  old  stoffba.  How  easy 
were  it  to  describe  all  this  fitly  :  yet  no  word  can 
pass.  Nature  is  a  mute,  and  man,  her  articulate 
speaking  brother,  lo !  he  also  is  a  mute.  Yet  when 
genius  arrives,  its  speech  is  like  a  river,  it  has  no 
straining  to  describe,  more  than  there  is  straining 
in  nature  to  exist  When  thought  is  best,  there 
is  most  of  it  Genius  sheds  wisdom  like  perfiime, 
and  advertises  us  that  it  flows  out  of  a  deeper 
source  than  the  foregoing  silence,  that  it  knows  so 
deeply  and  speaks  so  musically  because  it  is  itself 
a  mutation  of  tjie  thing  it  describes.  It  is  sun  and 
moon  and  wave  and  fire  in  music,  as  astronomy  is 
thoQght  and  harmony  in  masses  of  matter. 
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THE  COMPENSATIONS  OF  CALAMITY. 

FROM  Uf  X8QAT  ON  COMPSKSATION. 


Thi  changes  which  break  up  at  short  interrals 
the  prosperity  of  men,  are  advertisements  of  a  na- 
ture whose  law  is  growth.  Evermore  it  is  the  or- 
der of  nature  to  grow,  and  every  soul  is  by  this  in- 
trinsic necessity  quitting  its  whole  system  of  things, 
its  friends,  and  home,  and  laws,  ^d  faith,  as  the 
shell-fish  crawls  out  of  its  beautiAil  but  stony  case, 
because  it  no  longer  admits  of  its  growth,  and  slowly 
forms  a  new  bouse.  In  proportion  to  the  vigour  of 
the  individual,  these  revolutions  are  frequent,  until 
in  some  happier  mind  they  are  incessant,  and  all 
worldly  relations  hang  very  loosely  about  him,  be- 
coming, as  it  were,  a  transparent  fluid  membrane 
through  which  the  form  is  always  seen,  and  not  as 
in  most  men  an  indurat^  heterogeneous  fabric  of 
many  dates,  and  of  no  sMed  character,  in  which 
the  man  is  imprisoned.  Then  there  can  be  en- 
largement, and  the  man  of  to-day  scarcely  recog- 
nises the  man  of  yesterday.  And  such  should  be 
the  outward  biography  of  man  in  time,  a  putting  off 
of  dead  circumstances  day  by  day,  as  he  renews  his 
raiment  day  by  day.  But  to  us,  in  our  lapsed  estate, 
resting  not  advancing,  resisting  not  cooperating  with 
the  divine  expanilion,  this  growth  Cfmes  by  shocks. 

We  cannot  part  with  our  friei^ls.  We  cannot 
let  our  angels  go.  We  do  not  see  that  they  only 
go  out,  that  archangels  may  come  in.  We  are 
idolaters  of  the  old.  We  do  not  believe  in  the 
riches  of  the  soul,  in  its  proper  eternity  and  omni- 
presence. We  do  not  believe  there  is  any  force 
in  to-day  to  rival  or  re-create  that  beautiful  yester- 
day. We  linger  in  the  ruins  of  the  old  tent,  where 
once  we  had  bread  and  shelter  and  organs,  nor  be- 
lieve that  the  spirit  can  feed,  cover,  and  nerve  us 
ag^in.  We*  cannot  again  find  aught  so  dear,  so 
sweet,  so  graceful.  But  we  sit  and  weep  in  vain. 
The  voice  of  the  Almighty  saith,  "  Up  and  onward 
for  evermore  !"  We  cannot  stay  amid  the  ruins. 
Neither  will  we  rely  on  the  new ;  and  so  we  walk 
ever  with  reverted  eyes,  like  those  monsters  who 
look  backwards. 

And  yet  the  compensations  of  calamity  are  n^ade 
apparent  to  the  understanding  also,  after  long  in- 
tervals of  time.  A  fever,  a  mutilation,  a  cruel  dis- 
appointment, a  loss  of  wealth,  a  loss  of  friends  seems 
at  the  moment  unpaid  loss,  and  unpayable.  But 
the  sure  years  reveal  the  deep  remedial  force  ihat 
underlies  all  h^ts.  The  death  of  a  dear  friend, 
wife,  brother,  Ibver,  which  seemed  nothing  but 
privation,  somewhat  later  assumes  the  aspect  o^  a 
guide  or  genius ;  for  it  commonly  operates  revolu- 
tions in  our  way  of  life,  terminates  an  epoch  of 
infancy  or  of  youth  which  was  waiting  to  be  closed, 
breaks  up  a  wonted  occupation,  or  a  household,  or 
style  of  living,  and  allows  the  formation  of  new 
ones  more  friendly  to  the  growth  of  character.  It 
permits  or  constrains  the  formation  of  new  ac- 
quaintances, and  the  reception  of  new  influences 
that  prove  of  the  first  importance  to  the  neit  years; 
and  the  man  or  woman  who  would  have  remained 
a  sunny  garden  flower,  with  no  room  for  its  roots 
and  too  much  sunshine  for  its  head,  by  the  falling 


of  the  walls  and  the  neglect  of  the  g-^thiener,  ii 
made  the  banian  of  the  forest,  yielding  ahade  mil 
fruit  to  wide  neighbourhoods  of  men. 


TRAVELLING. 

nOU  BSAT  Olf  SSLF-RKLIAJICS. 


It  is  for  want  of  self-culture  that  the  idol  of  tra- 
velling, the  idol  of  Italy,  of  England,  of  Egypt,  re- 
mains for  all  educated  Americans.  They  who  made 
England,  Italy,  or  Greece  venerable  in  the  imagina- 
tion, did  so  not  by  rambling  round  creation  as  a 
moth  round  a  lamp,  but  by  sticking  &st  where  they 
were,  like  an  axis  of  the  earth.  In  manly  houn, 
we  feel  that  duty  is  our  place,  and  that  the  merrr- 
men  of  circumstance  should  follow  as  they  may. 
The  spul  is  no  traveller:  the  wise  man  stays  at 
home  with  the  soul,  and  when  his  necessities,  hb 
duties,  on  any  occasion  call  him  from  his  houw,  or 
into  foreign  lands,  he  is  at  home  still,  and  is  not 
gadding  abroad  from  himself,  ond  shall  make  men 
sensible  by  the  expression  of  his  countenance,  that 
he  goes  the  missionary  of  wisdom  and  virtue,  and 
visits  cities  and  men  like  a  sovereign,  and  not  like 
an  interloper  or  a  valet 

I  have  no  churlish  objection  to  the  cirrufftnari- 
gation  of  the  globe,  for  the  purpost^  of  art,  of  stu- 
dy, and  benevolence,  so  that  the  man  is  first  do- 
mesticated, or  does  not  go  abroad  with  the  hope  of 
finding  somewhat  greater  than  he  knows.  He  wbo 
travels  to  be  amused,  or  to  get  somewhat  which  he 
does  not  carry,  travels  away  from  himself,  and  grows 
old  even  in  youth  among  old  things.  In  Thebr5, 
in  Palmyra,  his  will  and  mind  have  become  old 
and  dilapidated  as  they.    He  carries  ruins  to  ruins. 

Travelling  is  a  fool's  paradise.  We  owe  to  our 
first  journeys  the  discovery  that  place  is  nothing. 
At  home  I  dream  that  at  Naples,  at  Rome,  I  can 
be  intoxicated  with  beauty,  and  lose  my  sadness. 
I  pack  my  trunk,  embrace  my  friends,  embark  oo 
the  sea,  and  at  last  wake  up  at  Naples,  and  there 
beside  me  is  the  stem  fact,  the  sad  self,  unrelenting, 
identical,  that  I  fled  from.  I  seek  the  Vatican,  aod 
the  palaces.  I  affect  to  be  intoxicated  with  sghts 
and  suggestions,  but  I  am  not  intoxicated.  My 
giant  goes  with  me  wherever  I  ga 

But  the  rage  of  travelling  is  itself  only  a  symp* 
tom  of  a  deeper  unsoundness  affecting  the  whd« 
intellectual  action.  The  intellect  is  vagabond,  and 
the  universal  system  of  education  fosters  mt- 
lessncss.  Our  minds  travel  when  our  bodies  are 
forced  to  stay  at  home.  We  imitate;  and  what 
is  imitation  but  the  travelling  of  the  mind  ?  Oar 
houses  are  built  with  foreign  taste ;  our  Selves  aie 
garnished  with  foreign  ornaments;  our  ojunioois 
our  tastes,  our  whole  minds  lean,  and  follow  the 
past  and  the  distant,  as  the  eyes  of  a  maid  follow 
her  mistress.  The  soul  created  the  arts  wherever 
they  have  flourished.  It  was  in  his  own  mind  that 
the  artist  sought  his  model.  It  was  an  applicatkai 
of  his  own  thought  to  the  thing  to  be  done  and  the 
conditions  to  be  observed.  And  why  need  we  cof^ 
the  Doric  or  the  Gothic  model?  Beautv,  coo- 
venience,  grandeur  of  thought,  and  quaint 
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sion  ftre  iH  near  to  us  as  to  any,  and  if  the  Ame- 
rican artist  will  study  with  hope  and  love  the  pre- 
cise thing  to  he  done  hy  him,  considering  the  cli- 
mate, the  iDil,  the  length  of  the  day,  the  wants  of 
the  people,  ^e  habit  and  form  of  the  government, 
he  will  create  a  house  in  which  all  these  will  find 
th^nselves  fitted,  and  taste  and  sentiment  will  be 
satisfied  also. 

Insist  on  yourself;  never  iq^tate.  Your  own 
gift  ^ou  can  present  every  moment  with  the  cumu- 
lative force  of  a  whole  life's  cultivation ;  but  of  the 
adopted  talent  of  another,  you  have  only  an  extem- 
poraneous, half  possession.  That  which  each  can 
do  best,  none  but  his  Maker  can  teach  him.  No 
man  yet  knows  what  it  is,  nor  can,  till  that  person 
has  exhibited  it  Where  is  the  master  who  could 
have  taught  Shakspeare  ?  Where  is  the  master  who 
could  have  instructed  Franklin,  or  Washington,  or 
Bacon,  or  Newton  1  Every  great  man  is  a  unique. 
The  Scipionism  of  Scipio  is  precisely  that  part  he 
could  not  borrow.  If  anybody  will  tell  me  whom 
the  great  man  imitates  in  the  original  crisis  when  he 
performs  a  great  act,  I  will  tell  him  who  else  than 
himself  can  teach  him.  Shakspeare  will  never  be 
made  by  the  study  of  Shakspeare.  Do  that  which 
is  assig  ncd  thee,  and  thou  canst  not  hope  too  much 
or  daito  too  much.  There  is  at  this  moment,  there 
is  £[>r  me  an  utterance  bare  and  grand  as  that  of  the 
colossal  chisel  of  Phidias,  or  trowel  of  the  Egyp- 
tians, or  the  pen  of  Moses,  or  Dante,  but  different 
from  all  these.  Not  possibly  will  the  soul  all  rich, 
all  eloquent,  with  thousand-cloven  t<Higue,  deign 
to  repeat  itself;  but  if  I  can  hear  what  these  pa- 
triarchs say,  surely  I  can  reply  to  them  in  the  same 
pitch  of  voice :  for  the  ear  and  the  tongue  are  iwo 
'  organs  of  one  nature.  Dwell  up  there  in  the  sim- 
ple and  noble  regions  of  thy  hfe,  obey  thy  heart, 
and  thou  shalt  reproduce  the  Foreworld  again. 


STATELINESS  AND  COURTESY. 

FROM    AN   ESSAY  OX  MAIiNESS. 


I  LIKE  that  every  chair  should  be  a  throne,  and 
hold  a  king.  I  prefer  a  tendency  to  statelincss,  to 
an  excess  of  fellowship.  Let  the  incommunicable 
objects  of  nature  and  the  metaphysical  isolation  of 
man  teach  us  independence.  Let  us  not  be  too 
much  acquainted.  I  would  have  a  man  enter  his 
house  through  a  hall  filled  with  heroic  and  sacred 
sculptures,  that  he  might  not  want  the  hint  of 
tranquillity  and  self-poise.  We  should  meet  each 
morning,  as  from  foreign  countries,  and  spending 
the  day  together,  i^iJMlId  depart  at  night,  as  into 
foreign  countries^  In  all  things  I  would  have  the 
island  of  a  man  inviolate.  Let  us  sit  apart  as  the 
gods,  talking  from  peak  to  peak  all  round  Olym- 
pus. No  degree  of  afiection  need  invade  this  re- 
ligion. This  is  myrrh  and  rosemary  to  keep  the 
other  sweet.  Lowers  should  guard  ^heir  strange- 
ness. If  they  forgive  too  much,  all  slides  into  con- 
fusion and  meanness.  It  is  easy  to  push  this  de- 
ference to  a  Chinese  etiquette ;  but  coolness  and 
absence  of  heat  and  haste  indicate  fine  qualities. 
A  gentleman  makes  no  noise :  a  lady  is  serene. 


Proportionate  is  our  disgust  at  those  invaders  who 
fill  a  studious  house  with  blast  and  running,  to  se- 
cure some  paltry  convenience.  Not  less  I  dislike 
a  low  sympathy  of  each  with  his  neighbour's  needs. 
Must  we  have  a  good  understanding  with  one  an- 
other's palates  ?  as  foolish  people,  who  have  lived 
long  together,  know  when  each  wants  salt  or  sugar. 
I  pray  my  companion,  if  he  wishes  for  bread,  to 
ask  me  for  bread,  and  if  he  wishes  for  sassafiras  or 
arsenic,  to  ^sk  m^for  them,  and  not  to  hold  out  his 
plate,  as  if  I  knew  already.  Every  natural  func- 
tion can  be  dignified  by  deliberation  and  privacy. 
Let  us  leave  hurry  to  slaves.  The  compliments 
and  ceremonies  of  our  breeding  should  signify, 
however  remotely,  the  recollection  of  the  grandeur 
of  our  destiny. 

The  fiower  of  courtesy  does  not  very  well  bide 
handhng,  but  if  we  dare  to  open  another  leaf,  and 
explore  what  parts  go  to  its  conformation,  we  shall 
find  also  an  intellectual  quality.  To  the  leaders  of 
men,  the  brain  as  well  as  the  fiesh  and  the  heart 
must  furnish  a  proportion.  Defect  in  manners  is 
usually  the  defect  of  fine  perceptions.  Men  are 
too  coarsely  made  for  the  delicacy  of  beautiful  car- 
riage and  customs.  It  is  not  quite  sufficient  to  good- 
breeding,  a  union  of  kindness  and  independence. 
We  imperatively  require  a  perception  of,  and  a 
homage  to  beauty  in  our  companions.  Other  vir- 
tues are  in  request  in  the  field  and  workyard,  but 
a  certain  degree  of  taste  is  not  to  be  spared  in  those 
we  sit  with.  I  could  better  eat  with  one  who  did 
not  respect  the  truth  or  the  laws,  than  with  a  sloven 
and  unpresentable  person.  Moral  qualities  rule 
the  world,  but  at  short  distances,  the  senses  are 
despotic.  The  same  discrimination  of  fit  and  fair 
runs  out,  if  with  less  rigour,  into  all  parts  of  life. 
The  average  spirit  of  the  energetic  class  is  good 
sense,  acting  under  certain  limitation^  and  to  cer- 
tain ends.  It  entertains  every  natural  gift  Social 
in  its  nature,  it  respects  every  thing  which  tends  to 
unite  men.  It  delights  in  measure.  The  love  of 
beauty  is  mainly  the  love  of  measure  or  proportion. 
The  person  who  screams,  or  uses  the  superlative 
degree,  or  converses  with  heat,  puts  whole  draw- 
ing-rooms to  fiight  If  you  wish  to  be  loved,  love 
measure.  You  must  have  genius,  or  a  prodigious 
usefulness,  if  you  will  hide  the  want  of  measure. 
This  perception  comes  in  to  polish  and  perfect  the 
parts  of  the  social  instrument  Society  will  pardon 
much  to  genius  and  special  gifts,  but,  being  in  its 
nature  a  convention,  it  loves  what  i»  conventional, 
or  what  belongs  to  coming  together*  That  makes 
the  good  and  bad  of  manners,  namely,  what  helps 
or  hinders  fellowship.  For,  fashion  is  not  good 
sense  absohite,  but  relative ;  not  good  sense  private, 
but  good  sense  entertaining  company.  It  hates 
comers  and  sharp  points  of  character,  hates  quar- 
relsome, egotistical,  sq^tary,  and  gloomy  people ; 
hates  whatever  can  interfere  with  total  blending  of 
parties ;  whilst  it  values  all  peculiarities  as  in  the 
highest  degree  refreshing,  which  can  consist  with 
good  fellowship.  And  besides  the  general  infusion 
of  wit  to  heighten  civility,  the  direct  splendour  of 
intellectual  power  is  ever  welcome  in  fine  society 
as  the  costliest  addition  to  its  rule  and  its  credit 
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TRUTH  AND  TENDERNESS. 
FBoac  AH  nsAT  on  rKmnisHXP. 

I  DO  not  wish  to  treat  friendships  daintily,  but 
with  roughest  courage.  When  they  are  real,  they 
are  not  glass  threads  or  frost-work,  but  the  soUdest 
thing  we  know.  For  now,  after  so  many  ages  of 
experience,  what  do  we  know  of  nature,  or  of 
ourselves  1  Not  one  step  has  man  taken  toward 
the  solution  of  the  problem  of  his  destiny.  In  one 
condemnation  of  folly  stand  the  whole  universe  of 
men.  But  the  sweet  sincerity  of  joy  and  peace, 
which  I  draw  from  this  alliance  with  my  brother's 
soul,  is  the  nut  itself  whereof  all  nature  and  all 
thought  is  but  the  husk  and  shell  Happy  is  the 
house  that  shelters  a  friend !  It  might  well  be 
built,  like  a  festal  bower  or  arch,  to  entertain  him 
a  single  day.  Happier,  if  he  know  the  solemnity 
of  that  relation,  and  honour  its  law !  It  is  no  idle 
band,  no  holiday  engagement  He  who  offers 
himself  a  candidate  for  that  covenant,  comes  up, 
like  an  Olympean,  to  the  great  games,  where  the 
first-born  of  the  world  are  the  competitors.  He 
proposes  himself  for  contests  where  Time,  Want, 
Danger  are  in  the  lists,  and  he  alone  is  victor  who 
has  truth  enough  in  his  constitution  to  preserve 
the  delicacy  of  his  beauty  from  the  wear  and  tear 
of  all  these.  The  gifls  of  fortune  may  be  present 
or  absent,  but  all  the  hap  in  that  contest  depends 
on  intrinsic  nobleness,  and  the  contempt  of  trifles. 
There  are  two  elements  that  go  to  the  composition 
of  friendship,  each  so  sovereign  that  I  can  detect 
no  superiority  in  either,  no  reason  why  either  should 
be  first  named.  One  is  Truth.  A  friend  is  a  per- 
son with  whom  I  may  be  sincere.  Before  him,  I 
may  think  aloud.  I  am  arrived  at  last  in  the  pre- 
sence of  a  man  so  real  and  equal,  that  I  may  drop 
even  those  undermost  garments  of  dissimulation, 
courtesy,  and  second  thought,  which  men  never 
put  off,  and  may  deal  with  him  with  the  simplicity 
and  wholeness,  with  which  one  chemical  atom 
meets  another.  Sincerity  is  the  luxury  allowed, 
like  diadems  and  authority,  only  to  the  highest 
rank,  that  being  permitted  to  speak  truth,  as  hav- 
ing none  above  it  to  court  or  conform  unto.  Every 
man  alone  is  sincere.  At  the  entrance  of  a  second 
person,  hypocrisy  begins.  We  parry  and  fend  the  ap-* 
proach  of  our  fellow  man  by  compliments,  by  gossip, 
by  amusements,  by  affairs.  We  cover  u  p  our  thought 
from  him  under  a  hundred  folds.  I  knew  a  man  who, 
under  a  certain  religious  fi«nzy,cast  off  his  drapery, 
and  omitting  all  compliment  and  commonplace, 
spoke  to  the  conscience  of  every  person  he  encoun- 
tered, and  that  with  great  insight  and  beauty.  At 
first  he  was  resisted,  and  all  men  agreed  he  was  mad. 
But  persisting,  as  indeed  he  could  not  help  doing, 
for  some  time  in  this  course,  he  attained  to  the  ad- 
vantage of  bringing  every  man  of  his  acquaintance 
into  true  relations  with  him.  No  man  would  think 
of  speaking  falsely  with  him,  or  of  putting  him  off 
with  any  chat  of  markets  or  reading-rooms.  But 
every  man  was  constrained  by  so  much  sincerity 
to  face  him,  and  what  love  of  nature,  what  poetry, 
what  symbol  of  truth  he  had,  he  did  certainly  show 
him.    But  to  most  of  us  society  shows  not  its  face* 


and  eye,  but  its  side  and  ita  back Mte  can^el- 

dom  go  erect.  Almost  every  man  we  meet  requires 
some  civility,  requires  to  be  humoured ; — he  hu 
some  fame,  some  talent,  some  whim  of^ligion  or 
philanthropy  in  his  head  that  is  not  to  be  ques- 
tioned, and  so  spoils  all  conversatidb  with  him. 
But  a  friend  is  a  sane  man  who  exercises  notcny 
ingenuity  but  me.  My  friend  gives  me  entertain- 
ment without  requiring  me  to  stoop,  or  to  lisp,  or  to 
mask  myself.  A  friend,  therefore,  is  a  sort  of  para- 
dox in  nature.  I  who  alone  am,  I  who  see  nothing 
in  nature  whose  existence  I  can  affirm  with  equal 
evidence  to  my  own,  behold  now  the  res^^mblanoe 
of  my  being  in  all  its  height,  variety  and  curiosity, 
reiterated  in  a  foreign  form ;  so  that  a  friend  may 
well  be  reckoned  the  masterpiece  of  nature. 

The  other  element  of  friendship  is  Tenderness. 
We  are  holden  to  men  by  every  sort  of  tie,  by  blood, 
by  pride,  by  fear,  by  hope,  by  lucre,  by  lust,  by  hate, 
by  admiration,  by  every  circumstance  and  badge 
and  trifie,  but  we  can  scarce  believe  that  eo  much 
»  character  can  subsist  in  another  as  to  draw  us  by 
love.  Can  another  be  so  blessed,  and  we  so  pure, 
that  we  can  ofier  him  tenderness  1  When  a  roan 
becomes  dear  to  me,  I  have  touched  the  goal  of 
fortune.  I  find  very  little  written  directly  to  the 
heart  of  this  matter  in  books.  And  yet  I  have  one 
text  which  I  cannot  choose  but  remember.  Mj 
author  says,  *<  I  offer  myself  faintly  and  bluntly  to 
those  whose  I  efiTectually  am,  and  tender  myself 
least  to  him  to  whom  I  am  the  most  devoted."  I 
wish  that  friendship  should  have  feet,  as  well  as 
eyes  and  eloquence.  It  must  plant  itself  on  the 
ground,  before  it  walks  over  the  moon.  I  wish  it 
to  be  a  little  of  a  citizen,  before  it  is  quite  a  cheruK 
We  chide  the  citizen  because  he  makes  love  a  coid- 
modity.  It  is  an  exchange  of  gifU,  of  useful  1<»ds; 
it  is  good  neighbourhood ;  it  watches  with  the  sick; 
it  holds  the  pall  at  the  funeral ;  and  quite  loses 
sight  of  the  delicacies  and  nobility  of  thc<rr1ation. 
But  though  we  cannot  find  the  god  under  this  di** 
guise  of  a  sutler,  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  we  cannot 
forgive  the  poet  if  he  spins  his  thread  too  fine,  and 
does  not  substantiate  bis  romance  by  the  munici- 
pal virtues  of  justice,  punctuality,  fidelity,  and  pity. 
I  hate  the  prostitution  of  the  name  of  friendship  to 
signify  modish  and  worldly  alliances.  I  mudl  pre- 
fer the  company  of  plough-boys  and  tin-pedlais,  to 
the  silken  and  perfumed  amity  which  only  cele- 
brates its  days  of  encounter  by  a  frivolous  display, 
by  rides  in  a  curricle,  and  dinners  at  the  best  ta- 
verns. The  end  of  friendship  is  a  commerce  the 
most  strict  and  homely  that  can  be  joined;  more 
strict  than  any  of  which  weJiavc  experience.  It 
is  for  aid  and  comfort  through  all  tlie  relations  and 
passages  of  life  and  death.  It  is  fit  for  serene  days, 
and  graceful  gifls,  and  country'  rambles,  but  also 
for  rough  roads  and  hard  fare,  shipwreck,  poverty, 
and  persecution.  It  keeps  company  with  the  sallies 
of  the  wit  an^  the  trances  of  rc^gion.  We  are  to 
dignify  to  each  other  the  daily  needs  and  offices  of 
man's  life,  and  embellish  it  by  courage,  wisdom  aiid 
unity.  It  shonld  never  fall  into  something  usual 
and  settled,  but  should  be  alert  and  inventive,  and 
add  rhyme  and  reason  to  what  was  drudgery^. 
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Mr.  Theodore  S.  Fay  is  a  native  of  New 
York,  and  was  educated  for  the  bar.  In  1833 
he  published  Dreams  and  Reveries  of  a  Quiet 
Man,  containing  The  Little  Genius,  and  other 
essays,  written  for  the  New  York  Mirror,  of 
wh  ich  he  was  at  that  time  one  of  the  ed  iters.  It 
is  a  collection  of  agreeable  papers  on  a  great 
rariety  of  subjects,  indicating  delicacy  of  taste 
and  feeling,  and  is  very  well  described  by  the 
title. 

In  1833  Mr.  Fay  went  to  EJurope  where  he 
remained  three  years.  In  this  period  he  wrote 
his  pleasant  journal  of  travels  entitled  The 
Minute  Book,  and  his  first  novel,  Norman  Les- 
lie, a  Tale  of  the  Present  Times,  founded  upon 
a  domestic  tragedy  which  a  few  years  before 
had  excited  intense  interest  in  the  city  of  New 
York.  It  was  published  in  1835,  and  was 
very  successful,  passing  to  a  second  edition 
within  a  few  months.  In  1837  he  was  ap- 
pointed Secretary  of  Legation  for  the  United 
States  at  the  court  of  Berlin,  where  he  has 
since  resided.  Here  he  wrote  the  best  of  his 
works.  The  Countess  Ida,  which  was  pub- 
lished in  New  York  and  London  in  June, 
1840.  pis  object,  as  stated  in  a  short  preface, 
is  ^to  illustrate  a  principle,  and  to  record  his 
protest  against  a  useless  and  barbarous  custom, 
which,  to  the  shame  of  his  own  country,  exists 
here  in  a  less  modified  form  than  the  good 
sense  and  good  taste  of  European  communi- 
ties, to  say  nothing  of  their  moral  and  reli- 
gious feeling,  would  sanction."  This  custom 
is  duelling,  and  the  plot  is  so  constructed  as 
to  show  the  possibility  of  resisting  a  practice 
founded  uppn  a  ^alse  sense  of  honour,  and 
of  meeting  calmly  and  bearing  patiently  the 
taunts,  the  contempts  and  the  infamy  which  a 
conscientious  regard  to  duty,  in  defiance  of  the 
prejudices  of  society,  never  fails  to  bring  upon 
the  man  li'ho  dares  to  be  called  a  coward.  The 
principal  character  is  Claude  Wynclham,  an 
English  gentleman,  travellin^n  Pwssia.  Vin- 
dicating his  character,for  courage  by  the  most 
intrepid  bearing  in  perilous  situations,  he  re- 
fuses to  fight>  after  receiving  every  species 
of  wrong  and  insult,  even  to  a  blow,  and  his 


friends,  the  dearest,  wisest,  best  of  them  even, 
desert  him.  Of  course  he  in  the  end  has  a 
'*  happy  issue  out  of  his  difficulties,"  and 
poetical  justice  is  done  to  all  the  parties.  The 
story  is  skilfully  managed,  and  some  of  the 
scenes  are  exceedingly  effective.  It  may  be 
that,  as  in  most  works  of  a  didactic  aim,  the 
good  characters  are  somewhat  too  heavenly 
minded,  and  the  bad  as  much  below  a  reason- 
able degree  of  wickedness,  but  if  so  it  detracts 
more  from  the  artistical  beauty  of  the  work 
than  from  its  moral  effect. 

Mr.  Fay's  next  work  was  Hoboken,  a  Ro- 
mance of  New  York,  published  in  1843.  As 
in  Norman  Leslie  and  The  Countess  Ida,  he 
has  endeavoured  in  this  novel  to  awaken  the 
feelings  of  the  heart  and  array  the  convictions 
of  the  judgment  against  duelling.  Henry  and 
Franklin  Lenox  are  sons  of  a  popular  lawyer, 
and  lovers  of  Fanny  Elton,  by  whom  they  are 
both  rejected.  Subsequently  the  younger  Le- 
nox resents  an  insult  offered  to  her  by  a  Cap^in 
Glendennifig  of  the  British  army,  by  knock- 
ing him  down  in  the  tlieatre,  and  a  duel  fol- 
lows, in  which  his  bullet  passes  through  the 
hat  of  his  adversary,  who  fires  into  thid  air, 
and  makes  an  apology.  The  parties  become 
friends,  and  Glendenning  returns  to  Montreal, 
where  he  is  taunted  by  Colonel  Nicholson,  his 
commanding  officer,  with  having  tro  precipi- 
tately adjusted  his  quarrel.  He  revisits  New 
York,  and  in  a  second  meeting  with  Lenox 
kills  him.  The  elder  brother,  on  being  re- 
jected by  Miss  Elton,  goes  abroad,  and  while 
travelling  on  the  continent  with  the  Earl  of 
Middleton,  previously  introduc«!|iJ  to  the  reader 
as  Colonel  Nicholson,  encounters  Glenden- 
ning, whose  life  has  been  embittered  by  his 
unhappy  affair  in  New  York,  and  who  now 
in  his  presence  accuses  the  earl  of  having 
forced  him  to  the  fatal  duel  with  Franklin 
Lenox.  H»  ascertains  the  truth  of  the  charge, 
challenges  Middleton,  and  kills  him.  Re- 
turning to  America  he  learns  that  his  rejec- 
tion by  Fanny  Elton  was  caused  by  the  slan- 
ders of  an  enemy,  and  is  married  to  her. 
Woven  with  the  main  plot  is  the  iiistory  of 
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the  gradual  conversion  of  Henry  Lenox  from 
deism  to  the  true  faith  and  a  holy  life.  The 
plot  is  ingenious,  and  the  incidents  natural  and 
drramatic,  but  the  novel  is  on  the  whole  inferior 
to  the  Countess  Ida. 


Mr.  JPay's  last  work  is  a  novelette  entitled 
Robert  Rueful,  published  in  1844.  Besides 
his  books  he  has  written  much  in  the  literary 
journals,  and  among  other  things  a  series  of 
very  clever  papers  on  Shakspeare. 


^^t^t^^^^^^^^^t0^0^0^0^^^0^t^^^^^f^fk^m 


A  DUEL. 
FROM  THE  courrrras  ida^ 


[Claude  Wyxdham  i«  in  Berlin,  where  he  has  been  the 
subject  of  coniiiiued  persecutions  by  a  soi-disaiU  lx)rd 
Eikin^ou.  who.  after  many  unsucccBstul  eilbrtaio  bring 
about  a  hostile  meeting,  finally  strika  him  at  a  court  ball. 
Denliam.  a  friend  to  Wyndham,  just  arrived  from  Lou- 
don, witnesses  the  act,  and  while  our  hf*ro.  stiinf:  almost 
to  madness  by  the  injury,  is  endeavouring,  in  the  privacy 
of  a  night  walk  in  the  Thiergartcn,  to  rej^ain  the  mastery 
of  his  passions,  he  gives  the  duellist  a  meeting.] 

Claude  went  back  to  his  hotel  in  a  state  of 
mind  bordering  on  distraction,  but  it  had  the  efiect  i 
to  divert  him  from  the  consideration  of  himself.  It 
seemed  that  a  fatal  duel  on  his  account,  in  return 
for  an  insult  which  he  had  declined  to  resent,  was 
all  that  was  necessary  to  sink  him  to  the  lowest 
depths  in  the  world's  esteem,  if  not  in  his  own. 
But  that  was  a  less  insupportaUe  reflection  than 
the  situation  of  Mrs.  Denham  and  the  sweet  little 
girl,  who  were,  probably,  yet  locked  in  peaceful 
slumber,  unconscious  of  the  thunder-bolt  about  to 
fall  upon  them.  He  would  have  gone  again  to  the 
police,  but  he  had  no  precise  information  to  give, 
and  he  felt  sure,  too,  that  it  was  too  late  for  inter- 
ference. There  was,  however,  still  a  hcpa.  It  was 
po^ible  either  that  chance  might  iptcrrupt  the 
meeting— H)r  that  Elkington  might  fall — or  that,  if 
Denham  should  receive  a  wound,  it  might  not  be 
mortal.  But  then  the  utter  recklessness  of  Den- 
ham— his  knowledge  of  Elkington*s  af&ir  with  the 
cards — and  the  unerring  skill,  as  well  as  remorseless 
character  of  the  latter,  recurred  to  him  with  an  ago- 
nizing force.  As  he  entered  the  hotel  he  saw  that 
there  was  an  imusual  confusion.  Several  waiters 
wore  running  to  and  fro.  One  of  them  came  up  to 
him  quickly  as  soon  as  he  saw  him. 

"  You  had  better  go  to  Madam  Denham." 

"  Has  any  thing  happened  1" 

"  Mr.  Denham  has  gone  off." 

«  And  not  yet  returned  1" 

«  No." 

He  breathed  again.  He  had  felt  an  unutterable 
fear  on  approaching  the  house. 

»*  Thank  God !"  he  said,  «  all  may  yet  be  well." 

"  The  lady  is  in  a  bad  way,  sir ;  she's  very  ill." 

At  this  moment  a  voice  from  a  servant  at  the  top 
of  the  stairs  called  out, 

"  Has  Mr.  Wyndham  come  in  yet  ?" 

"  You'd  better  go  to  hm,  sir,"  said  the  landlord. 
"  I  fear  something  very  dreadful  has — " 

Claude  recovered  from  a  momentary  faintness, 
nerved  his  heart,  and  entered  the  room.  All  that 
he  had  imagined  of  horrible  was  surpassed  by  Mrs. 
Denham.  She  was  pale  as  death  herself.  Her 
hair  hung  in  disorder  about  her  beautiful  and  light- 
ly clothed  person.     Her  eyes  were  distended  with 


terror,  and  the  little  Ellen  clung  to  her  bosom,  weep- 
ing aloud,  and  winding  her  arms  around  her  neck 
affectionately,  and  repeating, 

« Dear  sister,  my  dear,  dear  sister.  He  will 
come,  he  will  come.  He  will  indeed,  indeed  he 
will !" 

Mrs.  Denham's  eyes  were  peiiectly  dry  and  start* 
ing  from  her  head.     She  looked  an  image  of  trage- 
dy itself.     The  moment  Claude  entered  she  saw 
him,  for  her  wild  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  door;  she 
sprang  up  with  an  hysterical  laugh,  and,  ruj^hiog 
upon  him  as  a  lioness  on  one  who  had  robbed  her 
of  her  young,  she  uttered,  in  tones  that  pierced  hu 
heart  and  froze  his  blood,  the  dreadful  words : 
«  Ah !  and  now  then  !  whereas  CharUt  f* 
«  He  is — ^he  is — " 
"  Is  he  here  1     Is  he  here  !" 
«  No— not  here — not  this  instant" 
«  Where  is  he,  then  ?     muU  have  jou  done 
with  him  1" 

«  My  dearest  madam-—" 
"  Is  he  alive ?     Is  he  dead?" 
«  No,  no — G'xl  grant — I  hope — not — not  dead,*" 
muttered  Claude,  trembling  beneath  the  powerfol 
agitation  of  this  scene. 

"Is  he  safe!     Will  he  come!     What  do  yw 
know  1     Is  there  any  hope  t" 
« I  think — I  believe — " 

"  What  do  you  know?  Speak — as  before  your 
God.     If  you  deceive  me  !" 

Claude  turned  away,  and,  pressing  his  extended 
hand  against  his  forehead,  shook  as  one  by  the  bed 
of  the  beloved  and  the  dying. 

She  released  her  hold  on  him,  and  her  hands 
fell  nerveless  by  her  side. 

"  Then  he  is  Jead.  Oh  God — oh  G«i — I  hate 
oHen  feared  this."     She  sank  back  into  a  chair. 

"  Charles — my  husband — it  is  a  dream — it  is 
impossible." 

Claude  approached  her,  and  took  her  cold  hand 
in  his. 

«  My  dear  friend,  hear  me.  It  is  too  late  to  de- 
ceive you  as  to  what  has  occurt^d.  Your  husband 
has  gone  out  to  comply  with  a  strange  custom,  bol 
we  have  no  news  of  him,  upon  my  honour.  It  is 
very  possible  he  may  return — ali^-e — unhurt.  Be- 
lieve me,  dearest  madam,  there  are  many  reasons 
to  hope— indeed,  indeed  there  are." 

"  I'm  sure  there  are,"  said  Ellen,  climbing  op 
and  again  winding  her  arms  around  her  neck,  and 
covering  h4t  lips;  forehead,  and  face  with  kk^^^. 
"  You  do  not  know  any  thing,  then  !" 
"  Nothing." 

«  And  he  may  return  1  His  step  may  be  heard 
— his  beloved  image  may  once  more  bless  my  eyes! 
Hark — hark" — her  face  lighted  up  verith  intense 
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pleastire—M it  i»— it  is— ha,  ha!  ha,  U^!'*  She 
screamed  with  joj,  and  darted  toward  the  door, 
which  opened  and  admitted— *a  stranger. 

The  shock  was  too  much  for  the  poor  girt  She 
woald  have  fiillen  at  full  length  upon  the  floor  bad 
not  Claude  caught  her  on  his  arm.  He  lifted  her 
to  the  sofii,  and,  consigning  her  to  the  care  of  the 
maid,  turned  to  the  new-comer. 

**  Who  are  you,  sir — and  what  is  your  message  V* 

'<  Sir,"-  said  the  man,  <*  I  am  a  Commissioner  of 
the  HoteL  I  have  been  sent  to  the  lodgings  of 
Lord  Elkington  with  directions  to  let  you  know 
when  he  returned." 

*«  And  he  fuu  returned  V*  said  Claude,  in  a  low 
tone,  and  with  a  shudder  of  inexpressible  horror. 

**  He  has." 

"  Alone  1" 

"  Alone." 

nVyndham  r^pnira  to  the  hotel  of  Ix>rd  Elkington,  who 
offers,  as  satLf/netktft,  for  the  murder  of  bis  friend,  to  fig^ht 
him — a  proposition  which  is  declined.  An  intimation 
follows  that  the  presence  of  a  man  who  has  so  Utile  re- 
aped for  the  usages  of  society  is  unwelcome,  and  he 
goea  back  to  his  own  lodgings.] 

«  Has  be  come  home  t  Is  he  here  t  Have  you 
seen  him!  Have  you  heard  any  thing  of  himi" 
were  the  fearful  questions  from  every  lip  as  Claude 
returned  to  his  hotel. 

**  Madam  Denham  is  nearly  distracted,"  said  the 
landlord.     "  She  calls  for  you.     Pray  go  to  her." 

"  I  dare  not,"  said  Claude,  with  a  shudder. 

*<  She  has  demanded  to  be  informed  the  instant 
you  come  in,"  said  the  man.  « She  is  in  a  state 
of  intense  excitement  and  agony.  She  walks  the 
floor  with  frantic  steps,  as  pale  as  a  sheet.  Some- 
times  she  groans  and  weeps,  sometimes  she  prays. 
She*s  in  a  terrible  way.  It's  quite  dreadful — and 
the  poor  little  girl,  too,  is  so  distressed.  My  God  ! 
what  sort  of  a  man  must  her  husband  be,  to  leave 
her  in  such  a  condition  ?" 

A  servant  here  came  for  Mr.  Wyndham.  He 
must  go  instantly  to  Madam  Denham.  It  was 
with  a  faltering  heart  that  Claude  complied  with 
this  request,  and  once  more  approached  the  door 
where  so  lately  he  bade  adieu  to  the  friend  who, 
perhaps,  was  now  in  eternity.  As  he  did  so,  he 
heard  the  hasty  steps  of  the  bereaved  widow — her 
deep  groans — ^her  bursting  sobs.  He  entered.  Her 
look  made  him  shudder. 

•«  Speak !"  cried  she.     «  Charles—" 

'*  I  know  nothing,"  said  Claude. 

**  Have  you  seen  Lord  Elkington  1" 

Claude  hesitated. 

«<Is  he  living]" 

"  He  is." 

«  Oh,  Mr.  Wyndham,  for  the  love  of  God,  tell 
me  all.  You  know,  I  am  sure  you  do.  I  can  bear 
it  better  than  this  suspense.  Tell  me — my  husband 
is  wounded — ^is  perhaps — «he  clasped  her  hand  with 
quivering  lips  and  sobbed  convulsively  — *»  dead  /" 

«<  I  do  not  know.  I  have  heard  nothing  distinct- 
ly.    He  may  be  alive — " 

«  Oh,  .God  bless  you  for  that  word.  He  may 
yet  live.  But  where  is  he?  Why  does  he  not  re- 
turn ?  Perhaps  he  is  wounded.  Perhaps  he  is 
this  instant  dying !" 
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She  pressed  her  hands  against  her  brain. 

«  Ah,  cruel,  cruel  Charles!  Is  it  you  who  have 
abandoned  me  thus  ?  you,  who  have  torn  my  heart 
— inflicted  these  horrid  pangs  ?  I  will  no  longer 
wait    I  will  go  seek  him." 

She  rushed  to  the  door, 

«  My  dear,  dear  sister,"  said  Ellen,  «you  cannot 
go.  You  do  not  know  where  he  is.  You  are  not 
dressed.  If  he  were  in  the  street,  he  would  soon 
be  here.  If  not,  where  would  you  go  1  Stay  with 
me,  my  dear,  dear  sister.  God  will  take  care  of 
us ;"  and  the  sweet  child  again  folded  her  in  her 
arms,  and  pressed  her  ashy  cheek  against  her  little 
bosom. 

"He  might  come,  too,  during  your  absence," 
said  the  maid  respectfully. 

"  Oh  yes !  true !"  she  said,  with  a  frightful  smile. 

Hours  passed  away  as  if  they  were  ages.  Noon 
— evening — night — ^and  still  Denham  came  not— 
and  no  news.  Claude  had  again  addressed  him- 
self to  the  police.  They  were  abroad  in  search  of 
the  parties,  but  they  could  obtain  no  intelligence 
as  to  where  they  had  gone,  or  what  had  become 
of  them.  Elkington  was  not  at  his  lodgings — La- 
dy Beverly  had  Icfl  town  the  day  before  for  Ham- 
burg, as  if  in  anticipation  of  some  difHculty.  It 
was  reported,  too,  that  Elkington,  early  in  the  morn- 
ing, had  also  gone,  but  whither  no  one  knew.  His 
escape  had  been  connived  at  by  so  many  gentle- 
men, who  thought  they  were  aiding  a  gallant  fel- 
low out  of  an  unjust  danger,  that  the  police  could  get 
ho  trace  of  him.  Indeed,  from  many  considera- 
tions, they  conducted  the  pursuit  with  no  great 
activity.  Although  duelling  was  strictly  prohibited 
in  Prussia,  and  particularly  by  the  great  Frederic, 
whose  clear  mind  had  seen  all  its  folly  and  wicked- 
ness, the  crime  was  then — as  we  fear,  alas,  it  is  now 
—considered  as  one  of  those  genteel  misdemeanours 
of  which  a  large  class  of  educated,  and  many  ex- 
cellent men,  are  rather  proud  than  ashamed.  The 
magistrate  who  sternly  sentences  a  poor,  ignorant 
creature  for  having  stolen  wherewithal  to  support 
fainting  life,  cannot  condemn  the  passionate  fool 
who  submits  his  disagreements  with  his  friends  to 
the  chances  of  mortal  combat,  and  who  shows  so 
little  respect  for  himself— rhis  adversary— nsociety — 
and  God,  as  to  stake  two  lives  on  a  throw,  and 
thus  sanction  one  crime  by  joining  it  with  another. 
The  police  also  felt  that  the  parties  were  English- 
men— that  securing  a  surviver  in  such  a  case  would 
place  them  in  an  awkward  dilemma.  Lord  Elking- 
ton*s  rank  and  fortune,  moreover,  threw  a  sort  of 
exemption  over  his  actions  in  the  public  opinion, 
and  it  was  understood  also  that  the  injury  had  been 
words  oflcnsive  to  his  honour  as  a  gentleman. 

Poor  Mrs.  Denham.  It  seemed  impossible  that 
she  could  endure  the  interminable  length  of  this 
day ;  but  the  very  intensity  of  her  apprehensions 
prevented  her  from  sinking  into  the  insensibility 
which  nature  would  otherwise  have  provided  for  her 
relief.  As  the  night  approached,  her  agony  had 
reached  a  slate  of  nervousexcitement.which  rendered 
it  necessary  to  call  in  a  physician ;  but  she  would  take 
nothing,  and  permit  no  remedies  to  be  adopted,  till 

she  should  receive  direct  intelligence  of  Mr.  Denham. 
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Nine  o'clock  struck — ten — eleven — twelve ;  still 
Denham  came  not,  and  no  news  of  him  could  be  ob- 
tained. It  was  now  near  one.  The  widow — for 
all  felt  that  she  was  such  except  berself,  and  she 
still  hoped — was  almost  deprived  of  her  senses.  At 
every  whisper  she  started,  at  every  step  in  the 
street  she  trembled.  Sometimes  the  sound  of 
horses'  feet  would  advance  from  the  distance.  Her 
features  would  light  up :  the  noise  approached,  and 
seemed  about  to  stop  at  the  door,  but  went  on,  and 
was  lost  again  in  ilie  distance ;  now  a  shout  in  the 
street  startled  her — now  an  oath.  Sometimes  she 
heard  the  tramping  of  the  soldiers*  feet,  as  the 
guard  were  led  round  to  their  posts ;  and  once  a 
pATiy  of  riotous  young  men  went  by,  and,  by  a 
cruel  coincidence,  stopped  immediately  beneath  the 
window,  shouting  forth  a  glee,  which  was  inter- 
rupted by  peals  of  laughter.  Then  they  departed 
singing,  their  voices  softening  as  they  retreated,  and 
dying  at  last  utterly  away ;  leaving,  they  little  knew 
what — silence,  solitude,  and  despair  behind  theoL 

"  Mr.  Wyndham,"  said  Mrs.  Denham,  sudden- 
ly, in  a  voice  of  sternness,  which  made  him  think 
her  senses  were  failing,  *<  you  are  the  cause  of  this !" 

**  My  dearest  madam — " 

"  Fou— coward !" 

"  Great  Heaven  !" 

**  You  knew  my  husband  had  the  heart  of  a  lion. 
You  knew  he  couldn't  sec  his  friend  abused,  and 
you — yim  meanly  took  a  blow — a  blow  !  a  base, 
blasting  blow  !  and  yet  you  /a^— cowanl !  and  he, 
my  brave,  my  noble,  my  lion-hearted  Charles,  for 
your  infamy  has  risked  liis  life — which,  God  in  his 
mercy  be  praised,  is  but  a  risk.  He  will  not  f)ori8h. 
It  is  impossible.  He  will  come.  He  is  wounded, 
doubtless,  but  what  do  I  care  for  wounds  1  He 
will  come,  or  he  will  send  for  me.  I  shall  nurse 
him.  Ho  will  recovor ;  but  you^  sir,  must  never 
look  for  his  friendship  again ;  nor  his,  nor  mine, 
nor  the  world's  esteem,  nor  your  own.  You  are  a 
dishonoured  man.  I  had  rather  be  Elkington  than 
you.     A  blow  !  coward  !'* 

There  was  suddenly  a  knock  at  the  door.  Mrs. 
Denham  fell  back  in  her  chair,  laughing  hysteri- 
cally, 'i'he  intruder  was  a  messenger  of  the  po- 
lice, to  know  whether  any  news  hud  been  received 
of  the  uiTair. 

One  o'clock.  The  heavy  peal  went  floating  and 
quivering  over  the  silent  to  vn,  and  struck  into  the 
hearts  of  all  present,  for  they  now  foreboded  the 
worst.  The  solemn  sound,  as  it  died  away,  called 
forth  new  groans,  sobs,  and  hysterical  screams.  All 
conversation  ceased.  There  was  as  little  room  for 
remark  as  for  hope  or  consolation.  I'hcy  sat  like 
those  unhappy  beings  v\e  sometimes  read  of  on  a 
wreck,  waiting  in  mute  despair  till  the  broken  hulk 
goes  down  with  them  for  ever. 

Two  o'clock  struck.  Mrs.  Denham  had  sunk 
into  a  state  of  exhaustion,  when  a  sharp,  heavy 
knock  announced  an  end  of  this  suspense.  There 
was  decision  in  it  The  door  was  opened  by  a  ser- 
vant, and  a  step  was  heard  in  the  hall,  quick,  light, 
buoyant.  It  approached,  and  all  eyes  were  turned 
toward  the  door. 

**  Ah  God  !  he  is  here  at  last,"  cried  Mrs.  Den- 


ham, with  a  smile  of  inef&ble  happiness,  and  gasp* 
ing  for  breath.  The  new-comer  entered.  It  wis 
again  a  stranger.  A  start  of  horror  went  round 
the  room,  and  a  low  shudder  was  heard  from  Mn. 
Denham,  who  buried  her  face  in  her  hands. 

«  Mr.  Wyndham  t"  said  the  stranger,  who  was 
a  gentleman  in  dress  and  appearance. 

Claude  stepped  forward  and  recognised  Beau- 
fort 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  that  gentleman,  with 
a  polite  smile ;  "  will  you  permit  me  to  have  one 
word  with  you  1" 

He  cast  a  glanc«  around  upon  the  rest  of  the 
company,  but  without  in  the  least  changing  his 
manner.  He  was  a  man  of  the  world,  and  well 
knew  what  he  was  going  to  see  when  he  under- 
took the  mission. 

Claude  followed  him  into  an  adjoining  chamber. 

"Devilish  painfnl  duty,  ray  dear  fellow— disa- 
greeable thing — in  fact,  d— d  awkward — but — * 

**  Speak  out,  and  tell  me  what  has  happened," 
said  Claude,  sternly ;  ^*  /  also  have  my  duties." 

*«  Sir !"  said  Beaufort,  "  your  tone  is  very  extra- 
ordinary, but  your  excitement  excuses  any  liberty ; 
I  have  promised  to  let  you  know  that  your  friend 
is  hnrt." 

<*Hurt!  Oh,  Beaufort!  Oh,  Heaven  be  praised ! 
is  he  only  hurt  1" 

"  Why,  his  wound  is  had — d — d  bad.  He— he 
— in  short,  he's — ^e«e/,  sir." 

"  Dead  !"  said  Claude,  with  awe,  with  horror  un- 
utterable.    "  Denham  !  my  friend !" 

<*  Yes,  dead  enough,  sir.  This  is  possibly  rather 
annoying  to  you.  I'm  devilish  sorry — I  am,  poci- 
tivelv." 

*•  Dead !"  echoed  Claude,  the  sound  of  his  friend's 
living  voice  ringing  in  his  ears ;  his  beaming,  laugh- 
ing eyes  flashing  full  before  his  imagination. 

<*  To  say  the  truth,  this  morning  at  P .     He 

behaved  very  well— devilish  well — I'm  quite  soie 
you'll  be  glad  to  hear  that  The  thing  was  perfcci- 
ly  well  managed,  I  assure  you.  Perfectly.  Nothing 
could  be  handsomer  or  fairer.  Elkington  missed 
him  the  first  shot  Devilish  odd,  too— wasn't  it! 
The  second  he  hit  him.  He's  a  terrible  dog.  The 
ball  went  directly  through  the  heart  He  leaped 
six  feet  in  the  air,  and  he  was  a  dead  man  before 
he  came  down.  I  protest  I  never .  saw  any  thing 
so  handsomely  done." 

"And  I  am  to  bear  this  news  to  his  wife  !** 

"  Certainly  !  I've  done  my  part  I  stood  oy  him 
to  the  last  and  have  brought  the  corpse  in  town. 
It  will  be  here  in — let  me  see,  half  past  two — it'll 
certainly  l)e  three.  By-thc-way,  madam  is  a  fine- 
looking  creature.  Devilish  pretty  in  that  drcsfc 
Poor  girl !  I'm  devilish  sorry.  You'll  take  good 
care  of  her,  Wyndham  ?  Egad,  you're  a  lucky 
dog!  Where  are  you  going  to  have  th«  body 
put  ?" 

«  Did — did  my'friend  leave  me  no  message  " 

"  Oh,  apropos— what  a  forgetful  dog  I  am !  Cet^ 
tainly — a  note  for  yoiu^ 

«  Give  it  me." 

"  Yes,  devilish  queer  that  I  should  forget  thai 
88  the  poor  man  isn't  likely  to  trouble  me  witk 
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another  in  a  hurry.  He  put  it  in  my  hand  the  very 
last  thing.  He  behaved  immensely  well,  positive- 
ly. I  really  thought  at  first  that  he  was  going  to 
touch  Elkington ;  his  ball  grazed  his  sleeve.  £1- 
kington  smokeil  a  scgar  through  the  whole  affair. 
He's  a  capital  follow.  Why — Fve  lost  your  letter 
— no — ^yes,  I  have — no— -ah,  here  it  ia." 
«  Who  has  the  body  t" 

"  Two  men.  We  hired  *em  to  bring  it  in  town 
in  the  carriage.  Egad!  it's  been  all  day  in  a 
wbdmill.  We  had  to  disperse,  you  see.  Elking- 
ton's  gone  this  morning  at  twelve ;  I  start  to-night 
I  shall  run  over  to  Carlsbad.  This  cursed  German 
cuisine  plays  the  devil  with  one's  stomach.  Won't 
you  smoke  1" 

Claude  did  not  answer.  He  was  reading  the 
note  he  had  just  received,  which  struck  his  nerves 
and  soul  with  an  agony  of  horror  and  grief,  traced, 
as  it  was,  by  one  now  in  the  grave. 

"  Well— -adieu,"  said  BeauforL  »« Lehen  ne  wohlf 
mtin  freund  I     Au  revoir^^^ 

And  the  young  man,  lighting  his  segar  and  ar- 
ranging the  curls  around  his  forehead,  went  out. 


POVERTY. 

ntOM  THE  BAMK. 


Pehr  APS  of  all  the  evils  which  can  befall  a  man, 
poverty,  if  not  the  very  worst,  is,  as  society  is  con- 
structed, the  most  dilBcuIt  to  endure  with  cheerful- 
ness, and  the  most  full  of  bitter  hdmiliations  and 
pains.  Sickness  has  its  periods  of  convalescence, 
and  even  guilt  of  repentance  and  reformation.  For 
the  Ios.4  of  friends  time  affords  relief,  and  religion 
and  philosophy  open  consolation.  But  poverty  is 
unremitting  misery,  perplexity,  restlessness,  and 
rhame.  It  is  the  vulture  of  Prometheus.  It  is  the 
rock  of  Sisyphus.  It  throws  over  the  universal 
world  an  aspect  which  only  the  poor  can  see  and 
know.  The  woe?  of  life  become  more  terrible,  be- 
cause they  fall  unalleviated  upon  the  heart;  and 
its  pleasures  sicken  even  more  than  its  woes  as  they 
are  beheld  by  those  who  cannot  enjoy  them.  The 
poor  man  in  society  is  almost  a  felon.  The  cold 
openly  sneer,  and  the  arrogant  insult  with  impuni- 
ty. The  very  earth  joins  his  enemies,  and  spreads 
verdant  glades  and  tempting  woods  where  his  foot 
may  never  tread.  The  very  sky,  with  a  human 
malice,  when  lus  fellow-beings  have  turned  him 
beneath  its  dome,  bites  him  with  bitter  winds  and 
drenches  him  with  pitiless  tempests.  He  almost 
ceases  to  be  a  man,  and  yet  he  is  lower  than  the 
brute ;  for  they  are  clothed  and  fed,  and  have 
their  dens;  but  the  penniless  wanderer,  turned 
with  suspicion  from  the  gate  of  the  noble  or  the 
thatched  roof  of  the  poor,  ie  helplessly  adrift  amid 
more  dangers  and  pains  than  befall  any  other 
creature. 


CROSSING  THE  ALPS. 

raOX  TBS  MINUTE  BOOK. 


Our  journey  across  the  Splugen  was,  to  us,  a  day 
memorable  for  ever.  Our  recollections  are  of  gran- 
deur— gloomy  vastness — awful  solitude.  The  road 
winds  up,  and  up,  and  up— a  mad  stream,  white 
with  foam,  thundering  all  day  by  its  side — amid 
slopes  and  cliils,  forests  and  vales — then  a  plain  and 
poor  hut,  or  a  ragged  town  and  some  beggars.  You 
pause  and  rest;  and  then,  again,  up  and  up — wind- 
ing and  turning — sometimes  through  tremendous 
ravines — sometimes  by  magnificent  waterfall»^ 
sometimes  along  giddy  and  yawning  gulfs — ^yet, 
still,  always  up  and  up.  Then  the  face  of  the 
earth  changes,  and  the  grass  fades  nearly  away, 
and  the  naked,  everlasting  rocks  lift  their  gray  backs 
through  the^vSoiL  The  tempests  of  six  thousand 
years  have  beaten  against  them.  Now,  the  road, 
steals  through  a  desert  of  endless  stones,  broken 
and  scattered  about — now  through  a  long,  dark  gal- 
lery, wet  and  dripping — now  at  the  brink  of  a  tre- 
mendous precipice,  which  your  imagination  would 
receive  as  the  summit  of  any  mountain ;  but,  anon, 
the  toiling,  panting,  sweating  horses  drag  yon 
around  an  angle  of  rock;  and,  lo !  above  you  over- 
hang other  cliils  and  other  mountains  in  the  sky ; 
piles,  swells  and  pyramids  of  snow  and  ice ;  and, 
so  near  their  awful  heights  as  to  startle  you,  the 
white  line  runs  yet  higher  and  higher,  and  you  be- 
lieve not  that  it  is  your  path  still  so  far  above  you 
— and  yet  it  is.  The  earth  is  now  totally  changed, 
and  the  temperature,  and  atmosphere,  and  heavens 
are  changed.  You  wrap  your  heavy  cloak  around 
you  in  the  biting  cold.  Dark  clouds  are  rolling 
gloomily  over  your  path,  and  the  white  snow  shines 
beneath  you,  and  the  winter  winds  shakes  violently 
the  closed  glasses  of  your  carriage ;  and,  as  the 
road,  still  mounting  and  bending  up  and  up,  turns 
your  face  now  to  the  right — now  to  the  left>^— you 
catch,  far  below,  such  awful  gleamings  of  subUme 
scenery — such  dim,  wild  depths  of  azure— such 
forms  of  cold  blue  lifted  and  built  up  around  you 
in  the  eternal  silence,  and  shrouded  in  mist  and 
storm,  that  your  very  soul  is  hushed  and  chilled, 
and  you  feel  as  if  the  King  of  Terrors  had  here 
fixed  his  home ;  and,  were  a  tpectre  to  stand  in 
your  path,  or  to  lean  and  beckon  to  you  from  his 
car  of  rolling  mist,  you  would  behold  him,  without 
starting,  for  your  imagination  can  scarcely  be  more 
excited.  A  cataract,  which,  on  the  plain,  would 
draw  all  Europe  to  it,  is  here  no  curiosity.  Its 
lonely  thunder  swells  and  dies  away  in  the  intermi- 
nable solitude.  Twenty  times  we  thought  ourselves 
at  the  height  of  this  stupendous  road,  and  yet  its  zig- 
zag course  appeared  ever  mounting  far  before  us  up 
and  up,  till  the  cold  grew  extreme,  and  the  dark- 
ness of  night  overlooked  us ;  and  we  were  com- 
pletely lost  and  enveloped  in  heavy,  wet  clouds, 
rolling  around  us  hke  a  mighty  ocean. 
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QEORGE  B.  CHEEVER 


[Bona  about  1M6.] 


The  Reverend  Gkoroe  B.  Chcbter,  D.  D., 

is  a  native  of  Hallowell  in  Maine,  and  was 
grraduated  at  Bowdoin  College  in  that  state  in 
1835.  After  completing  his  theological  stu- 
dies he  was  for  several  years  minister  of  a  Con- 
gregational church  in  Salem,  Massachusetts, 
where  he  made  his  first  appearance  as  an  author 
in  the  allegory  of  Deacon  Giles's  Distillery, 
which  is  as  happy  in  its  invention  and  execu- 
tion as  it  is  severe  and  just  in  its  satire.    In 

1828  he  published  Studies  in  Poetry,  and  in 

1829  and  1832  selections  from  our  Poets  and 
Prose  Writers,  which  indicated  a  large  acquain- 
tance and  fine  taste  in  literature.  In  the  last 
mentioned  year  he  prefixed  to  an  edition  of  the 
works  of  Leighton,  remarks  on  the  life,  charac- 
ter, and  writings  of  that  prelate,  and  became 
a  contributor  to  the  North  American  Review, 
his  best  articles  in  which  are  on  Bunyan,  Cole- 
ridge, Hebrew  Poetry,  and  the  Letters  of  Junius. 
He  has  since  written  largely  in  the  American 
Monthly  Magazine,  The  Biblical  Repository, 
The  Christian  Spectator,  The  American  Quar- 
terly Register,  The  Literary  and  Theological 
Review,  and  other  periodicals,  on  various  sub- 
jects of  religion  and  letters,  with  a  keenness  of 
discrimination,  force  of  logic,  and  elegance  of 
diction,  which  commanded  for  his  articles  the 
attention  of  cultivated  and  thoughtful  minds. 

In  1837  he  went  abroad,  and  passed  two 
years  and  a  half  chiefly  in  Egypt,  Turkey,  and 
Southern  Europe.  On  his  return  he  became 
pastor  of  the  Allen  Street  Presbyterian  Church 
in  the  city  of  New  York. 

In  1841  he  published  God's  Hand  in  Ame- 
rica; in  1842  Essays  on  Capital  Punishment; 
in  1843,  The  Characteristics  of  a  Christian 
Philosopher,  a  Discourse  in  commemoration  of 
the  Virtues  and  Attainments  of  James  Marsh, 
and  The  Elements  of  National  Greatness,  a 
Discourse  before  the  New  England  Society ; 
in  1844  Lectures  on  Hierarchical  Despotism; 
and  in  1845  Lectures  on  The  Pilgrim's  Pro- 
gress and  the  Life  and  Times  of  John  Bunyan. 
The  general  character  of  all  these  works  will 
be  rightly  inferred  from  the  titles.  That  on 
Bunjran  is  the  longest,  and  in  a  literary  point 


of  view  much  the  best. ,  It  is  a  genial  and  v^ 
ry  able  commentary  on  the  life,  character,  aod 
writings  of  the  greatest  genius  except  Milton 
who  lived  in  England  in  the  age  of  the  Puri- 
tans. It  was  perhaps  suggested  by  a  work  of 
Southey,  who  was  unfitted  by  political  and 
ecclesiastical  prejudices  for  doing  justice  to 
the  unordained  priest  of  Bedford,  with  whom 
Dr.  Cheever  had  on  nearly  every  point  a  very 
hearty  sympathy. 

In  1845  Dr.  Cheever  made  a  second  visit  to 
Europe,  and  on  his  return  published  The  Pil- 
grim in  the  Shadow  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  a  few 
months  after.  The  Pilgrim  in  the  Shadow  of  the 
Jungfrau.*  These  are  souvenirs  of  wander- 
ings among  the  Alps  and  the  cities  from  which 
they  can  be  discerned,  written  in  a*  style  sin- 
gularly glowing  and  picturesque,  and  indicat- 
ing a  quick  perception  and  enthusiastic  love 
of  the  gran4  and  beautiful  in  nature.  It  has 
been  complained  of  Dr.  Cheever  that  he  intro- 
duces too  frequently  his  religious  opinions, 
and  is  too  apt  to  find  '^sermons"  in  every 
thing  he  hears  or  sees.  But  a  traveller  who 
has  no  individuality  has  no  merit;  one  who 
does  not  worship  when  he  comes  into  the  pr^ 
sence  of  the  sublimest  works  of  God  is  no 
Christian ;  and  one  who  can  regard  without 
a  feeling  of  indignation  a  people  oppressed 
and  debased  by  a  political  and  religious  des- 
potism is  no  American.  *'A  pilgrim  may 
wander  all  over  the  eartli,"  says  Dr.  Cheever^ 
*^  and  find  no  spot  where  men  are  bound  to 
God  by  so  many  ties  of  mercy  as  we  are  in 
our  own  dear  native  country,  or  where  old 
and  young,  rich  and  poor,  have  so  much  cznse 
for  heartfelt  rejoicing."  He  sees  all  other 
lands  in  the  light  of  his  own,  and  in  this  re- 
spect contrasts  finely  with  those  weak-minded 
Americans  who  excite  so  much  contempt  when 
abroad  by  obtrusive  exhibitions  of  their  want 
of  patriotism.  His  worst  fault  is  an  occa- 
sional carelessness  or  undignified  familianty 
of  diction,  whicn  may  perhaps  be  attributed 
to  hasty  preparation  for  the  press. 

•  Volumes  XJ.  and  XL.  of  Wiley  k,  Putnam  •  UbfTf 
of  American  Books. 
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MONT  BLANC  FROM  THE  COL  DE 

BALME. 

raOX  THX  WAIfDXRIXaS  OF  A  PILGRni. 


Thi  Col  de  Balme  is  about  seven  thousand  feet 
hight  and  lying  as  it  does  across  the  vale  of  Cha- 
mouny  at  the  end  toward  Martigny  and  the  valley 
of  the  Rhone,  through  which  runs  the  grand  route 
of  the  Simplon  from  Switzerland  to  Italy,  you  have 
from  it  one  of  the  most  perfect  of  all  views  both  of 
Mont  Blanc  and  the  vale  of  Chamouny,  with  all 
the  other  mountain  ridges  on  every  side.  You 
have,  as  it  were,  an  observatory  erected  for  you, 
seven  thousand  feet  high,  to  look  at  a  mountain  of 
sixteen  thousand. . . . 

*  Till  we  arrived  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of 
^e  summit,  the  atmosphere  was  clear,  and  Mont 
Blanc  rose  to  the  view  with  a  sublimity  which  it 
seemed  at  every  step  could  scarcely  be  rivalled, 
and  which  yet  at  every  step  was  increasing.  The 
path  is  a  wuiding  ascent,  practicable  only  for  mules 
or  on  foot  A  north-east  wind,  in  this  last  quarter 
of  an  hour,  was  driving  the  immensity  of  mist  from 
the  other  side  of  the  mountain  over  the  summit, 
enveloping  all  creation  in  a  thick  frosty  fog,  so 
that  when  we  got  to  the  solitary  house,  we  were 
surrounded  by  an  ocean  of  cold  gray  cloud,  that 
left  neither  mountain  nor  the  sun  itself  distinguish- 
able. And  such,  thought  we,  is  the  end  of  all  our 
moming*s  starvation,  perils,  and  labours ;  not  to 
see  an  inch  before  us ;  all  this  mighty  prospect,  for 
which  alone  one  might  worthily  cxosa  the  Atlantic, 
hidden  from  us,  and  quite  shutout!  We  could 
have  wept,  perhaps,  if  we  had  not  been  too  cold 
and  too  hungry.  Our  host  burned  up  the  remain- 
der of  his  year's  supply  of  wood  to  get  us  a  fire, 
and  then  moat  hospitably  provided  us  with  a  break- 
fast of  roast  potatoes,  whereby  all  immediate  dan- 
ger of  6imishing  was  deferred  to  a  considerable 
distance.  But  our  bitter  disappointment  in  the 
fog  was  hard  to  be  borne,  and  we  sat  brooding  and 
mourning  over  the  gloomy  prospect  for  the  day, 
and  wondering  what  we  had  best  do  with  our- 
selves, when  suddenly,  on  turning  toward  the  win- 
dow, Mont  Blanc  was  flashing  in  the  sunshine. 

Such  an  instantaneous  and  extraordinary  reve- 
lation of  splendour  we  never  dreamed  of.  The 
clouds  had  vanished,  we  could  not  tell  where,  and 
the  whole  illimitable  vast  of  glory  in  this,  the  heart 
of  Switzerland's  Alpine  grandeurs,  was  disclosed ; 
the  snowy  Monarch  of  Mountains,  the  huge  gla- 
ciers, the  jagged  granite  peaks,  needles,  and  rough 
enormous  crags  and  ridges  congregated  and  shoot- 
ing up  in  every  direction,  with  the  long  beautiful 
vale  of  Charaouny  visible  from  end  to  end,  far 
beneath,  as  still  and  shining  as  a  picture !  Just 
over  the  longitudinal  ridge  of  mountains  on  one 
nde  was  Uie  moon  in  an  infinite  depth  of  ether;  it 
seemed  as  if  we  could  touch  it;  and  on  the  other 
the  sun  was  exulting  as  a  bridegroom  commg  out 
of  his  chamber.  The  clouds  still  sweeping  past 
us,  now  concealing,  now  partiftdly  veiling,  and  now 
revealing  the  view,  added  to  its  power  by  such 
sudden  alternations. 

Far  down  the  vale  floated  in  mid  air  beneath  us 


a  few  fleeces  of  doud,  below  and  beyond  which  lay 
the  valley  with  its  villages,  meadows,  and  winding 
paths,  and  the  river  running  through  it  like  a  sil- 
ver thread.  Shortly  the  mists  congregated  away 
beyond  this  scene,  rolling  masses  upon  masses, 
penetrated  and  turned  into  fleecy  silver  by  the 
sunlight,  the  whole  body  of  them  gradually  retreat- 
ing over  the  south-western  end  and  barrier  of  the 
valley.  In  our  position  we  now  saw  the  diflerent 
gorges  in  the  chain  of  Mont  Blanc  lengthwise, 
Charmontiere,  Du  Bois,  and  the  Glacier  du  Bos- 
son  protruding  its  whole  enorme  from  the  valley. 
The  grand  Mulet,  with  the  vast  snow-depths  and 
crevoitea  of  Mont  Blanc  were  revealed  to  us.  lliat 
sublime  summit  was  now  for  the  first  time  seen  in 
its  solitary  superiority,  at  first  appearing  round  and 
smooth,  white  and  glittering  with  perpetual  snow, 
but  as  the  sun  in  his  higher  path  cast  shadows 
from  summit  to  summit,  and  revealed  ledges  and 
chasms,  we  could  see  the  smoothness  broken .  Mont 
Blanc  is  on  the  right  of  the  valley,  looking  up  from 
the  Col  de  Balme ;  the  left  range  being  much  lower, 
though  the  summit  of  the  Buet  is  near  ten  thousand 
feet  in  height  Now  on  the  Col  de  Balme  we  are 
midway  in  these  sublime  views,  on  an  elevation  of 
seven  thousand  feet,  without  an  intervening  barrier 
of  any  kind  to  interrupt  our  sight 

On  tlie  Col  itself  we  are  between  two  loftier 
heights,  both  of  which  I  ascended,  one  of  them  be- 
ing a  ridge  so  sharp  and  steep,  that  though  I  got 
up  without  much  danger,  yet  on  turning  to  look 
about  me  and  come  down,  it  was  absolutely  fright- 
ful. A  step  either  side  would  have  sent  me  sheer 
down  a  thousand  feet ;  and  the  crags  by  which  I 
had  mounted  appeared  so  loosely  perched,  as  if  I 
could  shake  and  tumble  them  from  their  places  by 
my  hand.  The  view  in  every  direction  seemed 
infinitely  extended,  chain  behind  chain,  ridge  after 
ridge,  in  almost  endless  succession. 

But  the  hour  of  most  intense  splendour  in  this 
day  of  glory  was  the  rising  of  the  clouds  in  Cha- 
mouny,  as  we  could  discern  them  like  stripes  of 
amber  floating  in  an  azure  sea.  They  rested  upon, 
and  floated  over  the  successive  glacier  gorges  of 
the  mountain  range  on  either  hand,  like  so  many 
islands  of  the  blest,  anchored  in  mid-heaven  below 
us;  or  like  so  many  radiant  files  of  the  white-robed 
heavenly  host  floating  transversely  across  the  val- 
ley. This  extended  through  its  whole  length,  and  it 
was  a  most  singular  phenomenon ;  for  through  these 
ridges  of  cloud  we  could  look  as  through  a  telescope 
down  into  the  vale  and  along  to  its  farther  end ;  but 
the  intensity  of  the  light  flashing  from  the  snows 
of  the  mountains  and  reflected  in  these  fleecy  ra- 
diances, almost  as  so  many  secondary  suns,  hung 
in  the  clear  atmosphere,  was  well-nigh  blinding.  * 

The  scene  seemexi  to  me  a  fit  symbol  of  celestial 
glories ;  and  I  thought  if  a  vision  of  such  intense 
splendour  could  be  arrayed  by  the  divine  power  out 
of  mere  earth,  air,  and  water,  and  made  to  assume 
such  beauty  indescribable  at  a  breath  of  the  wind, 
a  movement  of  the  sun,  a  slight  change  in  the  ele- 
ments, what  mind  could  even  dimly  and  distantly 
form  to  itself  a  conception  of  the  splendours  of  the 
world  of  heavenly  glory. 
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MONT  BLANC  FROM  THE  VAL 
D'AOSTE. 

nU>M  THS  SAME. 


Mont  Blakc  from  the  Italian  side,  from  the 
Val  d'Aoste,  is  presented  to  the  eye  in  a  greater 
unity  of  sublimity,  with  a  more  undivided  and  over- 
whelming impression  than  from  any  other  point 
In  the  vale  of  Chamouny  you  are  almost  too  near; 
you  are  under  the  mountain,  and  not  before  it ; 
and  from  the  heights  around  it  there  are  other  ob- 
jects that  command  a  portion  of  your  admiration. 
But  here  Mont  Blanc  is  the  only  object,  as  it  were, 
between  you  and  eternity.  It  is  said  that  on  this 
side  the  mountain  rises  in  almost  a  sheer  perpen- 
dicular precipice  thirteen  thousand  feet  high ;  an 
object  that  quite  tyrannizes  over  the  whole  valley, 
so  that  you  see  nothing  else;  and  in  a  day  of  such 
glowing  brilliancy  as  I  am  writing  of,  you  desire  to 
see  nothing  else,  for  it  seems  as  if  heaven's  splen- 
dours were  coming  down  upon  you ! 

It  was  between  four  and  five  in  the  afternoon  that 
I  came  upon  this  view — and  I  gazed,  and  gazed, 
and  gazed,  ahnost  wishing  that  I  could  spend  as 
many  days  as  there  were  minutes  in  the  same  po- 
sition, and  full  of  regret  to  leave  a  spot  of  such 
glorious  beauty.  The  splendour  was  almost  blind- 
ing. A  brilliant  sun,  a  few  fleecy  clouds  around 
the  mountain,  a  clear  transparent  atmosphere,  the 
▼alley  invested  with  the  richest  verdure,  range  afler 
range  of  mountains  retreating  behind  one  another, 
tints  softening  from  shade  to  shade,  the  light  min- 
gling with,  and,  as  it  were,  entering  into,  the  green 
herbage  and  forming  with  it  a  soft,  luminous  com- 
position, dim  ridges  of  hazy  light,  and  at  the  close 
of  this  perspective  of  magnificence,  Mont  Blanc 
sheeted  with  snow,  and  flashing  like  a  type  of  the 
Celestial  City  ! 

Coming  suddenly  upon  such  a  scene,  you  think 
that  no  other  point  of  view  can  possibly  be  equal 
to  this,  and  you  are  tempted  not  to  stir  from  the 
spot  till  sundown ;  but,  looking  narrowly,  you  see 
that  tlie  road  scales  the  clifTs  at  some  distance  be- 
yond, at  an  overhanging  point  where  Mont  Blanc 
will  still  be  in  fiill  view ;  so  you  pass  on,  plunging 
for  a  few  moments  into  a  wood  of  chestnuts,  and 
losing  Mont  Blanc  entirely.  Then  you  emerge, 
admiring  the  rich  scene  through  which  you  have 
been  advancing,  until  you  gain  the  point  which 
you  observed  from  a  distance,  where  the  road  cir- 
cles the  jagged,  outjutting  crags  of  the  mountain 
at  a  great  distance  above  the  bottom  of  the  valley, 
and  then  again  the  vision  of  glory  bursts  upon  you. 
What  combinations !  Forests  of  the  richest,  deep- 
est green,  vast  masses  of  foliage  below  you,  as  fresh 
ahd  glittering  in  the  sunlight  as  if  just  washed  in 
a  June  shower,  mountain  crags  towering  above, 
the  river  Doire  thundering  far  beneath  you,  down 
black,  jagged,  savage  ravines ;  behind  you,  at  one  end 
of  the  valley,  a  range  of  snow-crowned  mountains; 
before  you,  the  same  vast  and  magnificent  perspec- 
tive which  arrested  your  admiration  at  first,  with  its 
infolding  and  retreating  ranges  of  verdure  and  sun- 
light, and  at  the  close,  Mont  Blanc  flashing  as  light- 
ning, as  it  were  a  mountain  of  pure  alabaster. 


The  fleecy  clouds  that  here  and  there  circled  and 
touched  it,  or  like  a  cohort  of  angels  brushed  its 
summit  with  their  wings,  added  greatly  to  the 
glory;  for  the  sunlight  reflected  from  the  snow 
upon  the  clouds,  and  from  the  clouds  upon  the 
snow,  made  a  more  glowing  and  dazzling  splen- 
dour. The  outlines  of  the  mountains  being  so 
sharply  defined  against  the  serene  blue  of  the  sky, 
you  might  deem  the  whole  mass  to  have  been  cut 
out  from  the  ether.  You  have  this  view  for  hours, 
as  you  pass  up  the  valley,  but  at  this  particular 
point  it  is  the  most  glorious. 

It  was  of  such  amazing  effulgence  at  this  hour, 
that  no  langiiage  can  give  any  just  idea  of  it 
Gazing  steadfastly  and  long  upon  it,  I  began  to 
comprehend  what  Coleridge  meant  when  he  said 
that  he  almost  lost  the  sense  of  his  own  being  in 
that  of  the  mountain,  so  that  it  seemed  to  be  a  part 
of  him  and  he  of  it  Gazing  thus,  your  sense  al- 
most becomes  dizzy  in  the  tremulous  etliilgence. 
And  then  the  sunset !  The  rich  hues  of  sunset 
upon  such  a  scene !  The  golden  light  upon  the 
verdure,  the  warm  crimson  tints  upon  the  snow, 
the  crags  glowing  like  jasper,  the  masses  of  shade 
I  cast  from  summit  to  summit,  the  shafts  of  Hgfat 
shooting  past  them  into  the  sky,  and  all  this  flood 
of  rich  magnificence  succeeded  so  rapidly  by  the 
cold  gray  of  the  snow,  and  gone  entirely  when  the 
stars  are  visible  above  the  moutains,  and  it  is  night! 


, 


THE  MER  DE  GLACE. 

ntOM  THE  BAMS. 


At  Montanvert  you  find  yourself  on  the  ex- 
tremity of  a  plateaUf  so  situated,  that  on  one  side 
you  may  look  down  into  the  dread  frozen  sea,  and 
on  the  other,  by  a  few  steps,  into  the  lovely,  green 
vale  of  Chamouny.  What  astonishing  variety 
and  contrast  in  the  spectacle!  Far  beneath,  s 
smiling  and  verdant  valley,  watered  by  the  Arve, 
with  hamlets,  fields  and  gardens  the  abode  of  life, 
sweet  children  and  flowers: — far  above,  savage 
and  inaccessible  crags  of  ice  and  granite,  and  a 
cataract  of  stiflTened  billows,  stretching  away  be- 
yond sight — the  throne  of  Death  and  Winter. 

From  the  bosom  of  the  tumbling  sea  of  ioe, 
enormous  granite  needles  shoot  into  the  sky,  ob- 
jects of  singular  sublimity,  one  of  them  rising  tn  the 
.great  height  of  thirteen  thousand  feet,  seven  thou- 
sand above  the  point  where  you  are  standini;.  This 
is  more  than  double  the  height  of  Mount  Washing- 
ton in  our  country,  and  this  Hmazing  pinnade  of 
rock  looks  like  the  spire  of  an  interminable  colos- 
sal cathedral,  with  other  pinnacles  around  it  So 
snow  can  cling  to  the  summits  of  these  jagged 
spires ;  the  lightning  does  not  splinter  them ;  the 
tempests  rave  round  them;  and  at  their  base, 
those  eternal  drifting  ranges  of  snow  are  formed, 
that  sweep  down  into  the  frozen  sea,  and  feed  the 
perpetual,  immeasul^ble  masses  of  llw  gUder. 
Meanwhile,  the  laughing  verdure,  sprinkled  with 
flowers,  plays  upon  tho  edges  of  the  enormoos 
masses  of  ice — so  near,  that  you   may  aloBOift 
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touch  the  ice  with  one  hand,  and  with  the  other 
pluck  the  violet.  So,  oftentimes,  the  ice  and  the 
verdure  are  mingled  in  our  earthly  pilgrimage ; — 
80,  sometimes,  in  one  and  the  same  family  you 
may  see  the  exquisite  refinements  and  the  crabbed 
repugnancies  of  human  nature.  So,  in  the  same 
house  of  God,  on  the  same  bench,  may  sit  an  an- 
gel and  a  murderer ;  a  villain,  like  a  glacier,  and  a 
man  with  a  heart  like  a  sweet  running  brook  in 
the  sunshine. 

The  impetuous  arrested  cataract  seems  as  if  it 
were  ploughing  the  j'ocky  gorge  with  its  turbulent 
surges.  Indeed  the  ridges  of  rocky  fragments 
along  the  edges  of  the  glacier,  called  moraineSf  do 
look  precisely  as  if  a  colossal  iron  plough  had 
torn  them  from  the  mountain,  and  laid  them  along 
in  one  continuous  furrow  on  the  frozen  verge.  It 
is  a  scene  of  stupendous  sublimity.  These  mighty 
granite  peaks,  hewn  and  pinnacled  into  Gothic 
towers,  and  these  rugged  mountain  walls  and 
buttresses, — what  a  cathedral !  with  this  cloud* 
less  sky,  by  starlight,  for  its  fretted  roof— ^he 
chanting  wail  of  the  tempest,  and  the  rushing  of 
the  avalanche  for  its  organ.  How  grand  the 
thundering  sound  of  the  vast  masses  of  ice  tum- 
bling from  the  roof  the  Arve-cavern  at  the  foot  of 
(he  glacier !  Does  it  not  seem,  as  it  sullenly  and 
heavily  echoes,  and  rolls  up  from  so  immense  a 
distance  below,  even  more  sublime  than  the  thuu- 
der  of  the  avalanche  above  us  ? 


AVALANCHES  OF  THE  JUNGFRAU. 


FBOM  THE  8AJIB. 


Ordi^abtlt,  in  a  sunny  day  at  noon,  the  ava- 
lanches are  falling  on  the  Jungfrau  about  every 
ten  minutes,  with  the  roar  of  thunder,  but  they  are 
much  more  seldom  visible,  and  sometimes  the  tra- 
veller crosses  the  Wengern  Alp  without  witnessing 
them  at  all.  But  we  were  so  very  highly  favoured 
as  to  see  two  of  the  grandest  avalanches  poftiiible  in 
the  course  of  about  an  hour,  between  twelve  oVIock 
and  two.  One  cannot  command  any  language  to 
convey  an  adequate  idea  of  their  magnificence. 
You  are  standing  far  below,  gazing  up  to  where 
the  great  disc  of  the  glittering  Alp  cuts  the  hea- 
vens, and  drinking  in  the  influence  of  the  silent 
scene  around.  Suddenly  an  enormous  mass  of 
snow  and  ice, in  itself  a  mountain,  seems  to  move; 
it  breaks  from  the  toppling  outmost  mountain  ridge 
of  snow,  where  it  is  hundreds  of  feet  in  depth,  and 
in  its  first  fall  of  perhaps  two  thousand  feet,  is 
broken  into  millions  of  fragments.  As  you  first 
see  the  flash  of  distant  artillery  by  night,  then  hear 
the  roar,  so  here  you  may  see  the  white  flashing 
mass  majestically  bowing,  then  hear  the  astound- 
ing din.  A  cloud  of  dusty,  misty,  dry  snow  rises 
into  the  air  from  the  concussion,  forming  a  white 
volume  of  fleecy  smoke,  or  misty  light,  from  the 
bosom  of  which  thunders  forth  the  icy  torrent  in  its 
second  prodigious  fall  over  tb|  rocky  battlements. 
The  eye  follows  it  delighted  as  it  ploughs  through 
the  path  which  preceding  avalanches  have  worn, 
till  it  coimes  to  the  brink  of  a  vast  ridge  of  bare 


rock,  perhaps  more  than  two  thousand  feet  per- 
pendicular. Then  pours  the  whole  cataract  over 
the  gulf  with  a  still  louder  roar  of  echoing  thunder, 
to  which  nothing  but  the  noise  of  Niagara  in  its 
sublimity  is  cx>mparable.  Nevertheless,  you  may 
think  of  the  tramp  of  an  army  of  elephants,  of  the 
roar  of  multitudinous  cavalry  marching  to  battle, 
of  the  whirlwind  tread  of  ten  thousand  bisons 
sweeping  across  the  prairie,  of  the  tempest  surf  of 
ocean  beating  and  shaking  the  continent,  of  the 
sound  of  torrent  floods  or  of  a  numerous  host^  or  of 
the  voice  of  the  Trumpet  on  Sinai,  exceeding  loud, 
and  waxing  louder  and  louder,  so  that  all  the  peo- 
ple in  the  camp  trembled,  or  of  the  rolling  orbs  of 
that  fierce  chariot  described  by  Milton, 

Under  whose  burning  wheels 
The  steadfast  empyrean  shook  Uiroughout. 

It  is  with  such  a  mighty  shaking  tramp  that  the 
avalanche  down  thunders.  Another  fall  of  still 
greater  deptli  ensues,  over  a  second  similar  castel- 
lated ridge  or  reef  in  the  face  of  the  mountain,  with 
an  awful  majestic  slowness,  and  a  tremendous 
crash,  in  its  concussion,  awakening  again  the  re- 
verberating peals  of  thunder.  Then  the  torrent 
roars  on  to  another  smaller  fall,  till  at  length  it 
reaches  a  mighty  groove  of  snow  and  ice,  like  the 
slide  down  the  Pilatus,  of  which  Playfair  has 
given  so  powerfully  graphic  a  description.  Here 
its  progress  is  slower,  and  last  of  all  you  listen  to 
the  roar  of  the  falling  fragments  as  they  drop  out 
of  sight  with  a  dead  weight  into  the  bottom  of  the 
gulf,  to  rest  there  for  ever.  Now  figure  to  your- 
self a  cataract  like  that  of  Niagara,  (for  I  should 
judge  the  volume  of  one  of  these  avalanches  to  be 
probably  every  way  superior  in  bulk  to  the  whole 
of  the  Horse-shoe  fall,)  poured  in  foaming  gran- 
deur, not  merely  over  one  great  precipice  of  two 
hundred  feet,  but  over  the  successive  ridgy  preci- 
pices of  two  or  three  thousand,  in  the  face  o{  a 
mountain  eleven  thousand  feet  high,  and  tumbling, 
crashing,  thundering  down,  with  a  continuous  din 
of  far  greater  sublin)ity  than  the  sound  of  the 
grandest  cataract.  Placed  on  the  slope  of  the 
Wengern  Alp,  right  opposite  the  whole  visible 
side  of  the  Jungfrau,  we  have  enjoyed  two  of  these 
mighty  spectacles,  at  about  half  an  hour's  internal 
between  them.  The  first  was  the  most  sublime, 
the  second  the  most  beautiful.  The  roar  of  the 
falling  mass  beq:ins  to  be  heard  the  moment  it  is 
loosened  from  the  mountain ;  it  pours  on  with  the 
sound  of  a  vast  body  of  rushing  water;  then  comes 
the  first  great  concussion,  a  booming  crash  of  thun- 
ders, breaking  on  the  still  air  in  mid  heaven ;  your 
breath  is  suspended  as  you  listen  and  look ;  the 
mighty  glittering  mass  shoots  headlong  over  the 
main  precipice,  and  the  fall  is  so  great  that  it  pro- 
duces to  the  eye  that  impression  of  dread  majestic 
slowness,  of  which  I  have  spoken,  though  it  is 
doubtless  more  rapid  than  Niagara.  But  if  you 
should  see  the  cataract  of  Niagara  itself  coming 
down  five  thousand  feet  above  you  in  the  air,  there 
would  be  the  same  impression.  The  image  re- 
mains in  the  mind,  and  can  never  fade  from  it ;  it 
is  as  if  you  had  seen  an  alabaster  cataract  from 
heaven. 
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Charles  Fenno  Hoffman,  son  of  Judge 
Josiah  Ogden  Hoffman,  was  born  in  the  city 
of  New  York,  in  the  year  1806.  The  name 
Fenno  he  derives  from  his  maternal  grand- 
father, a  distinguished  politician  of  the  federal 
party  in  Philadelphia,  during  the  administra- 
tion of  Washington.  His  father's  family  came 
to  New  York  from  Holland,  before  the  days 
of  Peter  Stuyvesant,  and  have  ever  held  an 
honourable  position  in  the  state.  His  father, 
in  his  younger  days,  was  often  the  successful 
competitor  of  Hamilton,  Burr,  Pinkney,  and 
other  professional  giants,  for  the  highest  ho- 
nours of  the  legal  forum,  and  his  brother,  Mr. 
Ogden  Hoffman,  still  maintains  the  family 
reputation  at  the  bar. 

When  six  years  old,  he  was  sent  to  a  Latin 
grammar-school  in  New  York,  from  which, 
at  the  age  of  nine,  he  was  transferred  to  the 
Poughkeepsie  Academy,  a  seminary  upon  the 
Hudson,  about  eighty  miles  from  the  city, 
which  at  that  time  enjoyed  great  reputation. 
The  harsh  treatment  he  received  here  induced 
him  to  run  away,  and  his  father,  finding  that 
he  had  not  improved  under  a  course  of  severity, 
did  not  insist  upon  his  return,  but  placed  him 
under  the  care  of  an  accomplished  Scottish 
gentleman  in  one  oi  the  rural  villages  of  New 
Jersey.  During  a  visit  home  from  this  place, 
when  about  twelve  years  of  age,  he  met  with 
an  injury  which  involved  the  necessity  of  the 
immediate  amputation  of  his  right  leg,  above 
the  knee.  The  painful  circumstances  are  mi- 
nutely detailed  in  The  New  York  Evening 
Post,  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  October,  1817,  from 
which  it  appears,  tliat  while,  with  other  lads, 
attempting  tlie  dangerous  feat  of  leaping  aboard 
a  steamer  as  she  passed  a  pier,  under  full  way, 
he  was  caught  between  the  vessel  and  the 
wharf.  The  steamer  swept  by,  and  left  him 
clinging  by  his  hands  to  the  pier,  crushed  in 
a  manner  too  frightful  for  description.  This 
deprivation,  instead  of  acting  as  a  disqualifi- 
cation for  the  manly  sports  of  youth,  and  thus 
turning  the  subject  of  it  into  a  retired  student, 
seems  rather  to  have  given  young  Hoffman  an 
especial  ambition  to  excel  in  field  sports  and 
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pastimes,  to  the  still  further  neglect  of  per- 
haps more  useful  acquirements.  At  fifteen  he 
entered  Columbia  College,  and  hq^,  as  at  pre- 
paratory schools,  was  noted  rather  for  success 
in  gymnastic  exercises  than  in  those  of  a  more 
intellectual  character.  His  reputation,  judg- 
ing from  his  low  position  in  his  class,  con- 
trasted with  the  honours  that  were  awarded 
him  by  the  college  societies  at  their  anniver- 
sary exhibitions,  was  greater  with  the  students 
than  with  the  faculty,  though  the  honorary 
degree  of  Master  of  Arts,  conferred  upon  him 
under  peculiarly  gratifying  circumstances,  afWr 
leaving  the  institution  in  his  third  or  junior 
year  without  having  graduated,  clearly  im- 
plies that  he  was  still  a  favourite  with  his 
alma  mater. 

Immediately  after  leaving  college — being 
then  eighteen  years  old — he  commenced  the 
study  of  the  law  with  Mr.  Harmanus  Bleecker, 
of  Albany.  When  twenty-one,  he  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  bar,  and  in  tlie  succeeding  three 
years  he  practised  in  the  courts  of  the  city  of 
New  York.  During  this  period  he  wrote 
anonymously  for  the  New  York  American — 
having  made  his  first  essay  as  a  writer  for  the 
gazettes  while  in  Albany — and  soon  after,  I 
believe,  became  associated  with  Mr.  Charies 
King  in  the  editorship  of  that  paper.  Cer- 
tainly he  gave  up  the  legal  profession,  for  the 
successful  prosecution  of  which  he  appears 
to  have  been  unfitted  by  his  love  of  books, 
society,  and  the  rod  and  gun,  and  since  that 
time  has  devoted  his  attention  almost  con- 
stantly to  literature. 

In  October,  1833,  Mr.  Hoffman  left  New 
York  to  travel  in  the  western  states  and  terri- 
tories; and  arriving  at  Detroit  by  way  of 
Pennsylvania  and  Ohio,  directed  his  coarse 
through  the  peninsula  of  Michigan  and  the 
northern  parts  of  Indiana  and  Illinois  to  the 
Prairie  du  Chien,  on  the  upper  Mississippi, 
which  was  the  northern  and  western  limit  of 
his  journey.  On  his  return  he  passed  tiiroogh 
Missouri,  Kentucky,  Tennessee,  and  Virginia, 
and  reached  home  near  the  close  of  June,  1834. 
Of  this  tour  he  gave  a  very  interesting  accoimt 
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in  two  volumes,  entitled,  A  Winter  in  the 
West,  published  in  New  York  and  London 
early  in  1835.  Although  Mr.  Irving  soon 
after  gave  to  the  public  his  Tour  on  the  Prai- 
ries, in  which  he  has  described,  with  his  cus- 
tomary felicity,  similar  scenes  and  characters, 
Mr.  HofTman's  work  i^ined  the  popular  fa- 
roar  with  which  it  was  originally  received. 
It  has  since  passed  through  several  editions, 
and  will  continue  to  be  admired  so  long  as 
graphic  delineations  of  nature,  spirited  sketchqp 
of  men  and  manners,  and  richness  and  purity 
of  style,  are  appreciated. 
P  Mr.  Hoffman's  second  work.  Wild  Scenes 
in  the  Forest  and  the  Prairie,  appeared  origi- 
nally in  London,  in  1837,  and  an  impression 
of  it,  embracing  some  important  additions, 
was  printed  in  New  York,  in  1843.  In  this 
he  has  given  some  very  happy  and  original 
scenic  and  legendary  illustrations  of  American 
subjects,  and  has  been  equally  successful  in 
the  tender  and  the  humorous. 

It  was  followed,  in  1840,  by  Greyslaer,  a 
RoQidnce  of  the  Mohawk,  founded  on  the 
celebrated  criminal  trial  of  Beauchamp,*  for 
the  murder  of  Colonel  Sharpe,  the  Solicitor 
General  of  Kentucky,  the  particulars  of  which, 
softened  away  in  the  novel,  are  minutely  de- 
tailed in  the  appendix  to  his  Winter  in  the 
West^  Some  of  the  English  critics  pro- 
nounced the  scenes  between  Greyslaer  and 
Alida  de  Roos  melodramatic  and  improbable ; 
but  the  au^enticated  facts  of  the  tragedy  are 
stranger  than  the  fiction.  In  transferring  the 
scene  of  his  tale  from  Kentucky  to  the  valley 
of  the  Mohawk,  and  at  the  same  time  carry- 
ing baA  the  date  of  it  half  a  century,  little 
violence  is  done  to  the  probabilities  of  the 
story,  as  the  reader  will  be  satisfied  when  he 
reflects  upon  the  changes  which  fifty  years 
bjive  wrought  sitice  New  York  was  a  frontier 
state,  exposed  to  the  border  warfare  of  the  In- 
dians. Bait,  the  Hunter,  in  this  novel,  is  a 
well-«onceived  and  admirably  sustained  cha- 
racter, American,  in  the  genuine  sense  of  the 
word.  Greyslaer  has  so  many  traits  about 
bim  which  find  a  response  in  our  conscious- 
ness, that  we  cannot  but  think  his  original 
existed  somewhere  else  than  in  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  novelist.  I  do  not  refer  so  much 
to  his  habits  and  manners,  as  to  his  idiosyn- 

*  Mr.  William  Gilmore  SimmB  has.  since  the  publica- 
bca4f  Qreyslaf^,  written  a  novel  entitled  Beauchampe, 

wkich  is  ibonded  on  the  same  history. 
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cracies— his  ways  of  feeling  and  thinking. 
No  one  who  has  not  reflected  upon  his  emo- 
tions, and  indulged  often  in  self-meditation, 
can  fully  recognise  the  chief  merit  of  this 
character,  considered  as  a  type  of  real  .hu- 
manity. \ 

The  Knickerbocker  Magazine  was  first  is- 
sued  under  the  editorial  auspices  of  Mr.  Hoff- 
man, .and  he  subsequently  became  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  American  Monthly,  one  of  the 
ablest  literary  periodicals  ever  published  in 
this  country.  Wliile  editor  of  this  work  he 
also  conducted,  for  one  year,  the  New  York 
Mirror,  and  wrote  a  series  of  zealous  and  able 
papers  in  favour  of  a  law  of  international  copy- 
right for  The  New  Yorker. 

In  1843  he  published  The  Vigil  of  Faith, 
a  Legend  of  the  Andirondack  Mountains,  of 
which  several  editions  have  since  appeared  in 
this  country  and  England.  It  contains  much 
fine  description  and  sentiment ;  the  narrative 
is  remarkably  well  managed,  and  in  no  other 
poem  has  Indian  superstition  or  tradition  been 
used  with  more  skill  or  success.  But  his  re- 
putation as  a  poet  rests  mainly  on  his  songs, 
which  are  unquestionably  the  finest  that  have 
been  produced  in  this  country.  They  are  sim- 
ple, entire  and  glowing,  and  evidently  grew 
out  of  his  own  experiences  and  observation. 
The  Myrtle  and  Steel,  Sparkling  and  Bright, 
Rosalie  Clare,  and  others,  have  a  spontaneous 
lyrical  flow,  ap  earnest  sincerity  of  feeling, 
and  an  inherent  delicacy  that  distinguish  only 
the  best  works  of  this  description. 

A  few  years  ago  Mj.  Hoffman  wrote  a  novel 
under  the  title  of  The  Red  Spur  of  Ramapo, 
of  wliich  high  expectations  were  formed  by 
his  friends,  from  the  knowledge  they  had  of 
his  enthusiasm  in  regard  to  the  scenes  and  cha- 
*racter8  introduced  into  it,  and  the  unusual  de- 
gree of  labour  he  had  bestowed  upon  its  com- 
position. Just  after  the  completion  of  his 
arrangements  with  the  publishers,  and  when 
it  had  been  announced  as  in  the  press,  he  was 
taken  ill,  and  before  his  recovery  the  servant 
who  attended  his  chambers,  had  **  used  all  the 
paper  that  was  written  on  to  kindle  fires,  and 
carefully  preserved,  in  the  gentleman's  port- 
folio, all  the  pieces  that  were  unsoiled !"  He 
has  not  since  had  courage  to  undertake  a  novel, 
but  he  continues  to  write  for  the  magazines, 
and  his  occasional  stories  and  poems  are 
among  the  most  popular  contributions  which 

are  made  to  these  works. 
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BEN  BLOWER'S  STORY; 

OS  HOW  TO  RELISH  A.  niLEP. 


«  Ans  you  sure  that's  Thb  Flamk  over  by  the 
shore  r* 

«  Oertingf  maimy !  I  could  tell  her  pipes  acrost 
the  Maioura."* 

«»And  you  will  overhaul  herl" 

«  Won't  we  though !  I  tell  ye,  Strannger,  so 
sure  as  my  name's  Ben  Blower,  that  that  last  tar  bar*! 
I  hove  in  the  furnace  has  put  jist  the  smart  chance 
of  go-ahead  into  us  to  cut  off  The  Flame  firom 
yonder  pint,  or  send  our  boat  to  kingdom  come." 

«  The  devil !"  exclaimed  a  bystander  who,  in- 
tensely interested  in  the  race,  was  leaning  the 
while  against  the  partitions  of  the  boiler-room. 
**  I've  chosen  a  nice  place  to  see  the  fun,  near  this 
infernal  powder-barrel !"  ' 

"  Not  so  bad  as  if  you  were  in  it !"  coolly  ob- 
served Ben,  as  the  other  walked  rapidly  away. 

"  As  if  he  were  in  it!  in  what!  in  the  boiler!" 

**  Ceiting  I  Don't  folks  sometimes  go  into  bilers, 
manny  1"    • 

« I  should  think  there'd  be  other  parts  of  the 
boat  more  comfortable." 

<*  That's  right ;  poking  fun  ^t  me  at  once't ;  but 
wait  till  we  get  through  this  brush  with  the  old 
Flame,  and  I'll  tell  ye  of  a  regular  fixin  scrape  that 
a  man  may  get  into.  It's  true,  too,  every  word 
of  it — as  sure  as  my  name's  Ben  Blower.'* 

**  You  have  seen  the  Flame  th^i  afore,  Strann- 
ger  !  Six  year  ago,  when  new  upon  the  river,  she 
was  a  raal  out  and  outer,  I  tell  ye.  I  was  at  that 
time  a  hand  aboard  of  her.  Yes,  I  belonged  to  her 
at  the  time  of  her  great  race  with  the  *  Go-liar.' 
You've  heem,  mayhap,  of  the  blow-up  by  which 
we  lost  it !  They  made  a  great  fuss  about  it ;  but 
it  was  nothing  but  a  mere  fiz  of  hot  water  after  all. 
Only  the  springing  of  a  few  rivets,  which  loosened 
a  biter  plate  or  two,  and  let  out  a  thin  spirting  upon 
some  niggers  that  hadn't  sense  enough  to  get  out 
of  the  way.  W^ell,  the  « Go-liar'  took  off  our  pas- 
sengers, and  we  ran  into  Smasher's  Landing  to 
repair  damages,  and  bury  the  poor  fools  that  were 
killed.  Here  we  laid  for  a  matter  of  thirty  hours 
or  so,  and  got  things  to  rights  on  board  for  a  bran 
new  start.  There  was  some  carpenters'  work  yet 
to  be  done,  but  the  captain  said  that  that  might  bo 
fixed  off  jist  as  well  when  we  were  under  way — 
we  had  worked  hard — ^he  weather  was  sour,  and 
we  needn't  do  any  thing  more  jist  now — we  might 
take  that  afternoon  to  ourselves,  but  the  next  morn- 
ing he'd  get  up  steam  bright  and  airly,  and  we'd 
all  come  out  new.  There  was  no  temperance 
society  at  Smasher's  Landing,  and  I  went  ashore 
upon  a  lark  with  some  of  the  hands." 

I  omit  the  worthy  Benjamin's  adventures  upon 
land,  and,  despairing  of  fully  conveying  his  lan- 
guage in  its  original  Doric  force,  will  not  hesitate 
to  give  the  rest  of  his  singular  narrative  in  my  own 
words,  save  where,  in  a  few  instances,  I  can  recall 
his  precise  phraseology,  which  the  reader  will 
easily  recognise. 

*  The  namo  *'  Missouri"  is  thus  generally  pronounced 
upon  the  western  waters. 


«  The  night  was  raw  and  sleety  when  I  regained 
the  deck  of  our  boat     The  officers,  instead  of  leav- 
ing a  watch  above,  had  closed  up  every  thing,  and 
shut  themselves  in  the  cabin.     The  fire-room  only 
was  open.     The  boards  dashed  from  the  outside  by 
the  explosion  had  not  yet  been  replaced.    The  flcbr 
of  the  room  was  wet,  and  there  was  scarcely  a 
corner  which  afforded  ^shelter  ftvm  the  driving 
storm.     I  was  about  leaving  the  room,  resigned  to 
sleep  in  the  open  air,  and  now  bent  only  upon  get- 
ting under  the  lee  of  some  bulkhead  that  would 
protect  me  against  the  wind.     In  passing  out  I 
kept  my  arms  stretched  forward  to  feel  my  way  in 
the  dark,  but  my  feet  came  in  contact  with  a  heavy 
iron  lid ;  I  stumbled,  and,  as  I  fell,  struck  one  of 
my  hands  into  the  *■  manhole,'  (I  think  this  was  the 
name  he  gave  to  the  oval-shaped  opening  in  tha> 
head  of  the  boiler,)  through  which  the  smith  had 
entered  to  make  his  repairs.     I  fell  with  my  arm 
thrust  so  far  into  the  aperture  that  I  received  a 
pretty  smart  blow  in  the  face  as  it  came  in  contact 
witli  the  head  of  the  boiler,  and  I  did  not  hesitate 
to  drag  my  body  after  it,  the  moment  I  recovered 
from   this  stunning  efl^t,   and   ascertained   my 
whereabouts.     In  a  word  I  crept  into  the  bculer, 
resolved  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  night  there.     The 
place  was  dry  and  sheltered.     Had  my  bed  been 
softer,  I  would  have  had  all  that  man  could  desire; 
as  it  was,  I  slept,  and  slept  soundly.  * 

« I  should  mention  though,  that,  before  closing 
my  eyes,  I  several  times  shifted  my  position.  I 
had  gone  first  to  the  farthest  end  of  the  boiler,  then 
again  I  had  crawled  back  to  the  manhole,  to  put 
my  hand  out  and  feel  that  it  was  really  still  <^n. 
The  warmest  place  was  at  the  farther  end,  wbeir  I 
finally  established  myself,  and  that  I  knew  from 
the  first  It  was  foolish  in  me  to  think  that  the 
opening  through  which  I  had  juat  entered  could  be 
closed  without  my  hearing  it,  and  that  too,  when 
no  one  was  astir  but  myself;  but  th^HHov  ^"^  the 
side  of  my  face  made  me  a  httle  nervous  perhaps ; 
besides,  I  never  could  bear  to  be  abut  up  in  any 
place — it  always  gives  a  wild-like  filing  about  the 
head.  You  may  laugh,  Stranger,  but  I  believe  I 
should  suffocate  in  an  empty  church,  if  I  boot  firlt 
that  I  was  so  shut  up  in  it  that  I  could  not  get  oat 
I  have  met  men  afore  now  just  like  me,  or  worse 
rather — much  worse.  Men  that  it  nuide  sort  of 
furious  to  be  tied '  down  to  any  thing,  yet  so  sr^- 
liko  and  contradictory  in  their  natures  that  joq 
might  lead  them  anywhere  so  long  as  they  didn't 
feel  the  string.  Stranger,  it  takes  all  sorts  of  peo- 
ple to  make  a  world !  and  we  may  have  a  good 
many  of  the  worst  kind  of  white-men  here  out  west 
But  I  have  seen  folks  upon  this  river — quiet  look- 
ing chaps,  too,  as  ever  you  see — who  were  so  tee> 
totally  carankterankterout  that  they'd  shoot  the 
doctor  ^o'd  tell  them  they  couldn't  live  wbea 
ailing,  and  make  a  die  of  it,  just  out  of  E|ute,  when 
told  they  mutit  get  welt  Yes,  fellows  as  food  of 
the  good  things  of  earth  as  you  and  I,  yet  who'd 
rush  like  mad  right  over  the  gang-plank  of  life,  if 
once  brought  to  believe  that  they  had  to  stay  m 
this  world  whether  they  wanted  to  leave  it  or  not 
Thunder  and  bees !  if  such  a  fellow  as  that  had 
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heard  the  cocks  crow  as  I  did — awakened  to  find 
darkness  about  him — darkness  so  thick  you  might 
cut  it  with  a  knife — heard  other  sounds,  too,  to  tell 
that  it  was  morning,  and  scrambling  to  fumble  for 
that  manhole,  found  it,  too,  black— closed — black 
and  -even  as  the  rest  of  the  iron  coffin  around  him, 
closed,  with  not  a  rivet-hole  to  let  God's  light  and 
air  in — why — why — ^he'd  'a  nuounded  right  down 
on  the  spot,  as  I  did,  and  I  ain't  ashamed  to  own 
it  to  no  white-man." 

The  big  drops  actually  stood  upon  the  poor  fel- 
low's brow,  as  he  now  paused  for  a  moment  in  the 
recital  of  his  terrible  story.  He  passed  his  hand 
orer  his  rough  features,  and  resumed  it  with  lesi' 
agitation  of  manner. 

«  How  long  I  may  have  remained  there  senseless 
I  don't  know.  The  doctors  have  since  told  me  it 
must  have  been  a  sort  of  fit — more  like  an  apoplexy 
than  a  swoon,  for  the  attack  finally  passed  off  in 
sleeps — Yes,  I  slept ;  I  know  that,  for  I  dreamed — 
dreamed  a  heap  o*  things  afore  I  awoke, — there  is 
but  one  dream,  however,  that  I  have  ever  been  able 
to  recall  di:}tinctly,  and  that  must  have  come  on 
shortly  before  I  recovered  my  consciousness.  My 
resting-place  through  the  night  had  been,  as  I  have 
told  you,  at  the  far  end  of  the  boiler.  Well,  I  now 
dreamed  that  the  manhole  was  still  open — and, 
what  seems  curious,  rather  than  laughable,  if  you 
take  itjn  connection  with  other  things,  I  fancied 
that  my  legs  had  been  so  stretched  in  the  long  walk 
I  had  taken  the  evening  before,  that  they  now 
reached  the  whole  length  of  the  boiler,  and  ex- 
tended through  the  opening. 

•<  At  first,  (in  my  dreaming  reflections,)  it  was  a 
comffi^ble  thought,  that  no  one  could  now  shut  up 
the  manhole  without  awakening  me.  But  soon  it 
seemed  as  if  my  feet,  which  were  on  the  outside, 
were  becoming  drenched  in  the  storm  which  had 
originally  driven  me  to  seek  this  shelter.  I  felt 
the  chilling  r^  upon  my  extremities.  They  grew 
colder  and  colder,  and  their  numbness  gradually 
extended  ifrnriird  to  other  parts  of  my  body.  It 
seemed,  b<^ever,  that  it  was  only  the  under  side 
of  my  person  that  was  thus  strangely  visited.  I 
laid  u|>on  my  back,  and  it  must  have  been  a  spe- 
cies of  nightmare  that  afHicted  me,  for  I  knew  at 
last  that  I  was  dreaming,  yet  felt  it  impossible  to 
rouse  myself.  A  violent  fit  of  coughing  restored, 
at  last,  Diy  powers  of  volition.  The  water,  which 
had  been  slowly  rising  around  me,  had  rushed  into 
my  mouth ;  I  awoke  to  hear  the  rapid  strokes  of 
the  pump  which  was  driving  it  into  the  boiler ! 

«*  My  whole  condition — no — not  all  of  it — ^not 
yet — my  prexeni  condition  flushed  with  new  horror 
upon  me.  But  I  did  not  again  swoon.  The  chok- 
ing sensation  which  had  made  me  faint,  when  I 
first  discovered  how  I  was  entombed,  gave  way  to 
a  livelier,  though  less  overpowering  emoti<m.  I 
shrieked  even  as  I  started  from  my  slumber.  The 
previous  discovery  of  the  closed  aperture,  wiUi  the 
instant  oblivion  that  followed,  seemed  only  a  part 
of  ny  dream,  and  I  threw  my  arms  about  and 
looked  eagerly  for  the  opening  by  which  I  had  en- 
tered the  horrid  place — ^yes,  looked  for  it,  and  felt 
for  it,  though  it  was  the  terrible  conviction  that  it 


was  closed — a  second  time  brought  home  to  me— 
which  prompted  my  frenzied  cry.  Every  sense 
seemed  to  have  tenfold  acuteness,  yet  not  one  to  act 
in  unison  with  another.  I  shrieked  again  and  again 
— imploringly — desperately — savagely.  I  filled  the 
hollow  chamber  with  my  cries,  till  its  iron  walls 
seemed  to  tingle  around  me.  The  dull  strokes  of 
the  accursed  pump  seemed  only  to  mock  at,  whil# 
they  deadened  my  screams. 

**  At  last  I  gave  myself  up.  It  is  the  struggle 
against  our  fate  which  frenzies  the  mind.  We 
cease  to  fear  when  we  cease  to  hope.  I  gave  my- 
self up,  and  then  I  grew  calm ! 

*<  I  was  resigned  to  die — resigned  even  to  my 
mode  of  death.  It  was  not,  I  thought,  so  very  new 
after  ^,^as  to  awaken  unwonted  horror  in  a  man. 
Thousands  have  been  sunk  to  the  bottom  of  the 
oceanr^lit  up  in  the  holds  of  vessels — beating 
themselves  against  the  battened  hatches-— dragged 
down  from  the  upper  world  shrieking,  not  for  life, 
but  for  death  only  beneath  the  eye  and  amid  the 
breath  of  heaven.  Thousands  have  endured  that 
appalling  kind  of  suffocation.  I  would  die  only  as 
many  a  better  man  had  died  before  me.  I  could 
meet  such  a  death.  I  said  so— I  thought  so— I  felt 
so — felt  so,  I  mean,  for  a  minute— or  more ;  ten 
minutes  it  may  have  been— or  but  an  instant  of 
time.  I  know  not — nor  does  it  matter  if  I  could 
compute  it.  There  won  a  time,  then,  when  I  was 
resigned  to  my  &te.  But,  good  God  !  was  I  re* 
signed  to  it  in  the  shape  in  which  next  it  came  to 
appall  Stranger,  I  felt  that  water  growing  hot 
about  my  limbs,  though  it  was  yet  mid-leg  deep. 
I  felt  it,  and,  in  the  same  moment,  heard  the  roar 
of  the  furnace  that  was  to  turn  it  into  steam  before 
it  could  get  deep  enough  to  drown  one ! 

«You  shudder, — It  was  hideous.  But  did  I 
shrink  and  shrivel,  and  crumble  down  upon  that 
iron  floor,  and  lose  my  senses  in  that  horrid  agony 
of  fear  t — No ! — though  my  brain  swam  and  the 
life-blood  that  curdled  at  my  heart  seemed  about 
to  stagnate  there  for  ever,  still  /  knew  !  I  was  too 
hoarse — too  hopeless,  from  my  previous  efforts,  to 
cry  out  more.  But  I  struck — feebly  at  first,  and 
then  strongly — frantically  with  my  clenched  fist 
against  the  sides  of  the  boiler.  There  were  peo- 
ple moving  near  who  mutt  hear  my  blows !  Could 
not  I  hear  the  grating  of  chains,  the  shuffling  of 
^et,  the  very  rustle  of  a  rope— hear  them  all,  within 
a  few  inches  of  me  ?  I  did — but  the  gurgling  wa- 
ter that  was  growing  hotter  and  hotter  around  my 
extremities,  made  more  noise  within  the  steaming 
chald  ron,  than  did  my  frenzied  blows  against  its  sides. 

"  Latterly  I  had  hardly  changed  my  position,  but 
now  the  growing  heat  of  the  water  made  me  plash 
to  and  fro ;  lifting  myself  wholly  out  of  it  was  im- 
possible, but  I  could  not  remain  quiet.  I  stumbled 
upon  something — it  was  a  mallet ! — a/:hance  tool 
the  smith  had  lefl  there  by  accident  With  what 
wild  joy  did  I  seize  it — with  what  eager  confidence 
did  I  now  deal  my  first  blows  with  it  against  the 
walls  of  my  prison  !  But  scarce  had  I  intermitted 
them  for  a  moment  when  I  heard  the  clang  of  the 
iron  door  as  the  fireman  flung  it  wide  to  feed  the 
flames  that  were  to  torture  me.    My  knocking  was 
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unheard,  though  I  could  hear  him  to«  the  tticks 
into  the  furnace  beneath  me,  and  drive  to  the  door 
when  his  infernal  oven  was  fully  crammed. 

«  Had  I  yet  a  hope  ?  I  had,  but  it  rose  in  my 
m'md  side  by  fide  with  the  fear  that  I  might  now 
become  the  agent  of  preparing  myself  a  more 
fnghtfol  death — Yes !  when  I  thought  of  that  fur- 
nace with  its  fresh-fed  flames  curling  beneath  the 
iron  upon  which  I  stood — a  more  frightful  death 
even  than  that  of  being  boiled  alive  !  Had  I  dis- 
covered that  mallet  but  a  short  time  sooner — ^but 
no  matter,  I  would  by  its  aid  resort  to  the  only 
expedient  now  left 

« It  was  this : — I  remembered  having  a  marline- 
spike  in  my  pocket,  and  in  less  time  than  I  have 
taken  in  hinting  at  the  consequences  of  thuf  .using 
it,  I  had  made  an  impression  upon  the  sides  of  the 
boiler,  and  soon  succeeded  in  driving  it  through. 
The  water  gushed  through  the  aperture — would 
they  see  it  ? — No ;  the  jet  could  only  play  against 
a  wooden  partition  which  must  hide  the  stream 
from  view — it  must  trickle  down  upon  the  decks 
before  the  leakage  would  be  discovered.  Should  I 
drive  another  hole  to  make  that  leskage  greater? 
Why,  the  water  within  seemed  already  to  be  sensibly 
diminished — so  hot  had  become  that  which  re- 
mained— should  more  escape,  would  I  not  bear  it 
bubble  and  hiss  upon  the  fiery  plates  of  iron  that 

were  already  scorching  the  soles  of  my  feet  ? 

*  <<  Ah !  there  is  a  movement — voices — I  hear  them 
calling  for  a  crowbar: — The  bulkhead  cracks  as 
they  pry  off  the  planking.  They  have  seen  the 
leak — they  are  tiding  to  get  at  it ! — Good  God  ! 
why  do  they  not  first  dampen  the  fire  1 — Why  do 
thev  call  for  the — the — 

**  Stranger,  look  at  that  finger !  it  can  never  re- 
gain its  natural  size — but  it  has  already  done  all 
the  service  that  man  could  expect  from  so  humble 
a  member — Sir,  that  hole  would  have  been  plugged 
up  on  the  inttant,  unless  /  had  jammed  my  finger 
through  I 

**  r heard  the  cry  of  horror  as  they  saw  it  with- 
out— ^the  shout  to  drown  the  fire— the  first  stroke 
of  the  cold  water-pump.  They  say,  too,  that  I 
was  conscious  when  they  took  me  out — but  I — I 
remember  nothing  more  till  they  brought  a  julep 
to  my  bed-side  arterwards,  And  that  jtdep  I — ^* 

** Cooling!  was  it!" 

"Strankobb!!  !"  • 

Ben  turned  away  his  head  and  wept— He  could 
no  more. 


THE  FLYING  HEAD. 
A  LEGEND  OF  SACONDAGA  LAKE. 

FBOM  WILD  BCE?IBS  Uf  TUB  FORXST  AITD  PSAIRIS. 


*^The  Great  God  hath  sent  U8  signs  in  the  f>ky!  we 
have  heard  uncommon  noise  in  the  heavens,  and  have 
seen  hkaos  fall  down  upon  the  earihl"  Spttch  of  Tahayor 
doris,  a  Mohawk  sachem^  at  Albany^  Oct  25th,  lOtiO.— Cox<< 
DKN^s  Five  Nation*. 

It  hath  tell'iale  tongues; — this  casing  air 

That  walls  us  in — and  their  wandering  breath 
Will  whisper  the  horror  everywhere. 

That  clings  to  that  ruthless  deed  ot' death. 
And  a  vengeful  eye  from  the  gory  tide 
Will  open  to  blast  the  parricide. 

Thb  country  about  the  head- waters  of  the  great 


Mohegan,  (as  the  Hudson  is  sometimes  called,) 
though  abounding  in  game  and  fish,  was  never,  in 
the  recollection  of  the  oldest  Indians  living,  nor  in 
that  of  their  fathers'  fathers,  the  permanent  ren- 
dence  of  any  one  tribe.  From  the  black  mountain 
tarns,  where  the  eastern  fork  takes  its  rise,  to  the 
silver  strand  of  Lake  Pleasant,  through  which  the 
western  branch  makes  its  way  after  rising  in  Sacon- 
daga  Lake,  the  wilderness  that  intervenes,  and  all 
the  mountains  round  about  the  fountain-heads  of 
the  great  river,  have,  from  time  immemorial,  been 
infested  by  a  class  of  beings  with  whom  no  good 
man  would  ever  wish  to  come  in  contact. 
*  The  young  men  of  the  Mohawk  have,  indeed, 
often  traversed  it,  when,  in  ;ears  gone  by,  they  went 
on  the  war  path  after  the  hostile  tribes  of  the  north ; 
and  the  scattered  and  wandering  remnants  of  their 
people,  with  an  occasional  hunting-par^  from  the 
degenerate  bands  that  survive  at  St.  Regis,  will  veC 
occasionally  be  tempted  over  these  haunted  grounds 
in  quest  of  the  game  that  still  finds  a  refuge  in  that 
mountain  region.  The  evil  shapes  that  were  for- 
merly so  troublesome  to  the  red  hunter,  seem,  in 
these  later  days,  to  have  become  less  restless  at  his 
presence ;  and,  whether  it  be  that  the  day  of  their 
power  has  gone  by,  or  that  their  vindictiveness  has 
relented  at  witnessing  the  fate  which  seems  to  be 
universally  overtaking  the  people  whom  they  onoe 
delighted  to  persecute — certain  it  is,  that  the  few 
Indians  who  now  find  their  way  to  this  part  of  the 
country  are  never  molested,  except  by  the  white 
settlers  who  are  slowly  extending  their  clearings 
among  the  wild  hills  of  the  north. 

The  «  Fltik o  Head,"  which  is  supposed  to  have 
first  driven  the  original  possessors  of  these  hontint^ 
grounds,  whosoever  they  were,  from  their  homes, 
and  which,  as  long  as  tradition  runneth  back,  in  the 
old  day  before  the  whites  came  hither,  guarded  them 
from  the  occupancy  of  every  neighbouring  tribe, 
has  not  been  seen  for  many  years  bj^  any  credible 
witness,  though  there  are  those  who  innst  that  it 
has  more  than  onoe  appeared  to  them,  hoverioj 
as  their  fathers  used  to  describe  it,  over  the  lake  i 
which  it  first  bad  its  birth.     The  existence  of  th 
fearful  monster,  however,  has  never  been  disputei 
Rude  representations  of  it  are  still  occasiomlly  oic 
with  in  the  crude  designs  of  those  degenerate  abo 
rigines  who  earn  a  scant  subsistence  by  makio 
birchen  baskets  and  ornamented  pouches  for  sue 
travellers  as  are  curious  in  their  manufacture  c 
wampum  and  porcupine  quills;  and  the  orii^  an 
history  of  the  Flying  Head  survives,  white  evei 
the  name  of  the  tribe  whose  crimes  first  called  i 
into  existence,  has  passed  away  for  ever. 

It  was  a  season  of  great  severity  with  that  feigat 
ten  people  whose  coundl-fires  were  lighted  oo  tb( 
mountain  promontory  that  divides  Sacoodaga  fitw 
the  siitor  lake  into  which  it  discharges  itself.* 

A  long  and  severe  winter,  with  but  little  aooi 
had  killed  the  herbage  at  its  roots,  and  the  mook 
and  deer  had  trooped  off  to  the  more  InxuritB 

*  A  hamlet  is  now  growing  up  on  this  beautiful  lao 
tain  slope,  and  the  scenery  in  the  vie  niiv  is  likelv  » 
soon  better  known,  from  the  late  e«tablia)imem  of  a  b 
of  posi^oaches  between  Sacoodaga  Lake  and  Saraxp* 
Springs. 
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ptstures  along  the  Mohawk,  whither  the  hantera 
of  the  hills  dared  not  follow  them.  The  fishing, 
too,  failed ;  and  the  famine  became  so  devouring 
among  the  mountains,  that  whole  families,  who  had 
no  hunters  to  provide  for  them,  perished  outright. 
The  young  men  would  no  longer  throw  the  slender 
product  of  the  chase  into  the  common  stock,  and 
the  women  and  children  had  to  maintain  life  as 
well  as  they  could  upon  the  roots  and  berries  the 
woods  afTorded  them. 

The  sufferings  of  the  tribe  became  at  length  so 
galling,  that  the  young  and  enterprising  began  to 
talk  of  migrating  from  the  ancient  seat  of  their 
people ;  and,  as  it  was  impossible,  surrounded  as 
they  were  by  hostile  tribes,  merely  to  shifl  their 
hunting-grounds  for  a  season  and  return  to  them 
at  some  more  auspicious  period,  it  was  proposed 
that  if  they  could  efiect  a  secret  march  to  the  great 
lake  off  to  the  west  of  them,  they  should  launch 
their  canoes  upon  Ontario,  and  all  move  away  to 
a  new  home  beyond  its  broad  waters.  The  wild 
rice^  of  which  some  had  been  brought  into  their 
country  by  a  runner  from  a  distant  nation,  would, 
they  thought,  support  them  in  their  perilous  voy- 
age along  the  shores  of  the  great  water,  where  it 
grows  in  such  profusion ;  and  they  believed  that, 
once  safely  beyond  the  lake,  it  would  be  easy  enough 
to  find  a  new  home  abounding  in  game  upon  those 
flowery  plains  which,  as  they  had  heard,  lay  like  one 
immense  garden  beyond  the  chain  of  inland  seas. 

The  old  men  of  the  tribe  were  indignant  at  the 
bare  suggestion  of  leaving  the  bright  streams  and 
sheltered  valleys,  amid  which  their  spring-time  of 
life  had  passed  so  happily.  They  doubted  the  ex- 
istence of  the  garden  regions  of  which  their  chil- 
dren sp6ke ;  and  they  thought  that  if  there  were 
indeed  such  a  country,  it  was  madness  to  attempt 
to  reach  it  in  the  way  proposed.  They  said«  too, 
that  the  famine  was  a  scourge  which  the  Master 
of  Life  iiflicted  upon  his  people  for  their  crimes ; 
that  if  its  pains  were  endured  with  the  constancy 
and  firmness  that  became  warriors,  the  visitation 
would  soon  pass  away ;  but  that  those  who  fled 
from  it  i^ould  only  war  with  their  destiny,  and  that 
chastisenent  would  follow  them,  in  some  shape, 
wheresoever  they  might  flee.  Finally,  they  added 
that  they  would  rather  perish  by  inches  on  their 
native  kills— 4hey  would  rather  die  that  moment, 
than  leave  them  for  ever,  to  revel  in  plenty  upon 
stranger  plains. 

*«  Be  it  so ;  they  have  spoken  !**  exclaimed  a  fierce 
and  insolent  youth,  springing  to  his  feet  and  casting 
a  furious  glance  around  the  council  as  the  aged  chief, 
who  had  thus  addressed  it,  resumed  his  seat  "  Be 
the  d>tard's  words  their  own,  my  brothers ;  let  them 
die  'or  the  crimes  thev  have  even  now  acknow- 
ledged.  We  know  of  none ;  our  unsullied  summers 
ha^e  nothing  to  blush  for.  It  is  they  that  have 
drawn  this  curse  upon  our  people :  it  is  for  them 
tint  our  vitals  are  consuming  with  anguish,  while 
our  strength  wastes  away  in  the  search  of  suste- 
mnce  we  cannot  find ;  or  which,  when  found,  we 
ate  compelled  to  share  with  those  for  whose  mis- 
deeds the  Great  Spirit  hath  placed  it  far  from  us. 
They  have  spoken — let  them  die.    Let  them  die, 


if  we  are  to  remain  to  appease  the  angry  Spirit ; 
and  the  food  that  now  keeps  life  lingering  in  their 
shrivelled  and  useless  carcases,  may  then  nerve  the 
Kmbs  of  our  young  hunters,  or  keep  our  children 
firom  perishing.  Let  them  die,  if  we  are  to  move 
hence,  for  their  presence  will  but  bring  a  curse 
upon  our  path:  their  worn-out  frames  will  give 
way  upon  the  march ;  and  the  raven  that  hovers 
over  theb  corses  will  guide  our  enemies  to  the  spot, 
and  scent  them  like  wolves  upon  our  trail.  Let 
them  die,  my  brothers ;  and,  because  they  are  still 
our  tribesmen,  let  us  give  them  the  death  of  war- 
riors, and  that  before  we  leave  this  ground." 

And  with  these  wordi*  the  young  barbarian,  peal- 
ing forth  a  ferocious  whoop,  buried  his  tomahawk 
in  the^ead  of  the  old  man  nearest  to  him.  The 
infomal  yell  was  echoed  on  every  side ;  a  dozen 
flint  hatchets  were  instantly  raised  by  as  many  re- 
morseless arms,  and  the  massacre  was  wrought 
before  one  of  those  thus  horribly  sacrificed  could 
interpose  a  plea  of  mercy.  But  for  mercy  they 
would  not  have  pleaded,  had  opportunity  been 
afforded  them ;  for  even  in  the  moment  that  inter- 
vened between  the  cruel  sentence  and  its  execution, 
they  managed  to  show  that  stern  resignation  to  the 
decrees  of  fate  which  an  Indian  warrior  ever  ex- 
hibits when  death  is  near ;  and  each  of  the  seven 
old  men  that  perished  thus  barbarously,  drew  his 
wolf-skin  mantle  around  his  shoulders  and  nodded 
his  head,  as  if  inviting  the  death-blow  that  fol- 
lowed. 

The  parricidal  deed  was  done !  and  it  now  be- 
came a  question  how  to  dispose  of  the  remains  of 
those  whose  lamp  of  life,  while  twinkling  in  the 
socket,  had  been  thus  fearfully  quenched  for  ever. 
'l*he  act,  though  said  to  have  been  of  not  unfre- 
quent  occurrence  among  certain  Indian  tribes  at 
similar  exigencies,  was  one  utterly  abhorrent  to  the 
nature  of  most  of  our  aborigines ;  who,  from  their 
earliest  years,  are  taught  the  deepest  veneration  for 
the  aged.  In  the  present  instance,  likewise,  it  had 
been  so  outrageous  a  perversion  of  their  customary 
views  of  duty  among  this  simple  people,  that  it 
was  thought  hut  proper  to  dispense  with  their 
wonted  mode  of  sepulture,  and  dispose  of  the  vic- 
tims of  famine  and  fanaticism  in  some  peculiar 
manner.  They  wished  in  some  way  to  sanctify  the 
deed,  by  offering  up  the  bodies  of  the  slaughtered 
to  the  Master  of  Life,  and  that  without  dishonour- 
ing the  dead.  It  was,  therefore,  agreed  to  decapi- 
tate the  bodies  and  burn  them ;  and  as  the  nobler 
part  could  not,  when  thus  diraevered,  be  buried 
with  the  usual  forms,  it  was  determined  to  sink  the 
heads  together  to  the  bottom  of  the  lake. 

The  soulless  trupks  were  accordingly  consumed, 
and  the  ashes  scattered  to  the  winds.  The  heads 
were  then  deposited  singly,  in  separate  canoes, 
which  were  pulled  off  in  a  kind  of  procession  from 
the  shore.  The  young  chief  who  had  suggested  the 
bloody  scene  of  the  sacrifice,  rowed  in  advance,  in 
order  to  designate  the  spot  where  they  were  to  dis- 
burden themselves  of  their  gory  freight.  Resting 
then  upon  his  oars,  he  received  each  head  in  suc- 
cession from  his  companions,  and  proceeded  to  tie 
them  together  by  their  scalp-locks,  in  order  to  sink 

2q2 


462 


CHARLES  FENNO  HOFFMAN. 


the  whole,  with  a  huge  stone,  to  the  bottom.  But 
the  vengeance  of  the  Master  of  Life  overtook  the 
wretch  before  his  horrid  office  was  accomplished ; 
for  no  sooner  did  he  receive  the  last  head  into  his 
canoe  than  it  began  to  sink,  his  feet  became  en- 
tangled in  the  hideous  chain  he  had  been  knotting 
together,  and,  before  his  horror-stricken  com- 
panions could  come  to  his  rescue,  he  was  dragged, 
shrieking,  to  the  bottom.  The  others  waited  not 
to  see  the  water  settle  over  him,  but  pulled  with 
their  whole  strength  for  the  shore. 

The  morning  dawned  calmly  upon  that  unhal- 
lowed water,  which  seemed  at  first  to  show  no 
traces  of  the  deed  it  had  witnessed  the  night  before. 
But  gradually,  as  the  sun  rose  up  higher,  a  few 
gory  bubbles  appeared  to  float  over  one  smooth  and 
turbid  spot,  which  the  breeze  never  crisped  into  a 
ripple.  The  parricides  sat  on  the  bank  watching  it 
all  the  day ;  but  sluggish,  as  at  first,  that  sullen  blot 
upon  the  fresh  blue  surface  still  remained.  Another 
day  passed  over  their  heads,  and  the  thick  stain  was 
yet  Uicre.  On  the  third  day  the  floating  slime  took 
a  greener  hue,  as  if  coloured  by  the  festering  mass 
beneath;  but  coarse  fibres  of  darker  dye  marbled 
its  surface ;  and  on  the  fourth  day  these  began  to 
tremble  along  the  water  like  weeds  growing  from 
the  bottom,  or  the  long  tresses  of  a  woman's  scalp 
floating  in  a  pool  when  no  wind  disturbs  it.  The 
fifth  morning  came,  and  the  conscience-stricken 
watchers  thought  that  the  spreading-scalp — for 
such  now  all  agreed  it  was — had  raised  itself  from 
the  water,  and  become  rounded  at  the  top,  as  if 
there  were  a  head  beneath  it.  Some  thought,  too, 
that  they  could  discover  a  pair  of  hideous  eyes 
glaring  beneath  the  dripping  locks.  They  looked 
on  the  sixth,  and  there  indeed  was  a  monstrous 
HEAD  floating  upon  the  surface,  as  if  anchored  to 
the  spot,  around  which  the  water — notwithstand- 
ing a  blast  which  swept  the  lake — was  calm  and 
motionless  as  ever. 

Those  bad  Indians  then  wished  to  fly ;  but  the 
doomed  parricides  had  not  now  the  courage  to  en- 
counter the  warlike  bands  through  which  they  must 
make  their  way  in  fleeing  from  their  native  valley. 
They  thought,  too,  that,  as  nothing  about  the  head, 
except  the  eyes,  had  motion,  it  could  not  harm  them, 
resting  quietly,  as  it  did,  upon  the  bosom  of  the 
waters.  And,  though  it  was  dreadful  to  have  that 
hideous  gaze  fixed  for  ever  upon  their  dwelUngs, 
yet  they  thought  that  if  the  Master  of  Life  meant 
this  as  an  expiation  for  their  plirenzicd  deed,  they 
would  strive  to  live  on  beneath  those  unearthly 
glances  without  shrinking  or  complaint 

But  a  strange  alteration  had  taken  place  in  the 
floating  head  on  the  morning  of  the  seventh  day. 
A  pair  of  broad  wings,  ribbed,  like  those  of  a  bat, 
and  with  claws  appended  to  each  tendon,  had  grown 
out  during  the  night ;  and,  buoyed  up  by  these,  it 
seemed  to  be  now  resting  on  the  water.  The  water 
itself  appeared  to  ripple  more  briskly  near  it,  as  if 
joyous  that  it  was  about  to  be  relieved  of  its  un- 
natural burden  ;  but  still,  for  hours,  the  head  main- 
tained its  first  position.  At  last  the  wind  began  to 
rise,  and,  driving  through  the  trough  of  the  waves, 
beneath   their    expanded   membrane,   raised  the 


wings  from  the  surface,  and  seemed  ffir  the  first 
time  to  endow  them  with  vitality.  They  flapped 
harshly  once  or  twice  upon  the  Ullows,  and  the 
head  rose  slowly  and  heavily  from  the  lake. 

An  agony  of  fear  seized  upon  the  gazing  |wrri- 
cides,  but  the  supernatural  creation  made  do  move- 
ment to  injure  them.  It  only  remained  balancing 
itself  over  the  lake,  and  casting  a  shadow  from  its 
wings  that  wrapped  the  valley  in  gloom.  But 
dreadful  was  it  beneath  their  withering  shade  to 
watch  that  terrific  monster,  hovering  like  a  falcon 
for  the  stoop,  and  know  not  upon  what  rictim  it 
might  descend.  It  was  then  that  they  who  bad 
sown  the  gory  seed  from  which  it  sprung  to  Hfie, 
with  one  impulse  sought  to  escape  its  presence  by 
flight*  Herding  together  like  a  troop  of  deer  when 
the  panther  is  prowling  by,  they  rushed  in  a  body 
from  the  scene.  But  the  flapping  of  the  demon 
pinions  was  soon  heard  behind  them,  and  the 
winged  head  was  henceforth  on  their  track  wbrie- 
soever  it  led. 

In  vain  did  they  cross  one  mountain  Imrrier  after 
another,  plunge  into  the  rocky  gorge,  or  thread 
the  mazy  swamp,  to  escape  their  fiendish  watcher. 
The  Flying  Head  would  rise  on  tireless  wings 
over  the  loftiest  summit,  or  dart  in  arrowy  flight 
through  the  narrowest  passages  without  furling  its 
pinions:  while  their  sullen  threshing  would  be 
heard  even  in  those  vine- webbed  thickets  where 
the  little  ground  bird  can  scarcely  make  its  way. 
The  very  caverns  of  the  earth  were  no  protection 
to  the  parricides  from  its  presence;  for  ecaroely 
would  they  think  they  had  found  a  refuge  in  some 
sparry  cell,  when,  poised  midway  between  the 
ceiling  and  the  floor,  they  would  behold  the  Flying 
Head  glaring  upon  them.  Sleeping  or  waking, 
the  monster  was  ever  near ;  tfiey  paused  to  rest, 
but  the  rushing  of  its  wings,  as  it  swept  around 
their  resting-place  in  never-ending  circles,  pre- 
vented them  from  finding  forgetfuhicas  in  repose; 
or  if,  in  spite  of  those  blighting  pinions  that  ever 
fanned  them,  fatigue  did  at  moments  plunge  them 
in  uneasy  slumbers,  the  glances  of  the  Flying 
Head  would  pierce  their  very  eyelids,  and  steep 
their  dreams  in  horror. 

What  was  the  ultimate  fate  of  that  band  of  par- 
ricides, no  one  has  ever  known.    Some  say  that  the 
Master  of  Life  kept  them  always  young,  in  order 
that  their  capability  of  suffering  might  never  wear 
out ;  and  tliese  insist  that  the  Flying  Head  is  sstill 
pursuing  them  over  the  great  prairies  of  the  fer- 
west     Others  aver  that  tlie  glances  of  the  Flying 
Head  turned  each  of  them  gradually  into  stoor 
and  these  say  that  their  forms,  though  altered 
the  wearing  of  the  rains  in  the  lapse  of  long  ye 
may  still  be  recognised  in  tlicMe   upright   ro 
which sStand  like  human  figures  along  the  sboi 
of  some  of  the  neighbouring  lakes ;  though  mo 
Indians  have  another  way  of  accounting  for  th< 
figures.     Certain  it  is,  however,  that  the  Fi\i 
Head  always  comes  back  to  this  part  of  the  ccai 
try  about  the  times  of  the  equinox ;  and  some  r 
even  that  you  may  always  hear  the  flapping  of 
wings  whenever  such  a  storm  as  that  we  have  j. 
weathered  is  brewing. 
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Mrs.  Kirkland,  formerly  Miss  Caroline 
M.  Stansbury,  is  a  native,  I  believe,  of  New 
York.  On  her  marriacre  with  the  late  amiable 
and  accomplished  William  Kirkland,*  soon 
after  his  return  from  Europe,  (where  he  had 
spent  some  time  for  the  purpose  of  improv- 
ing his  knowledge  of  modem  languages,)  he 
resigned  a  professorship  which  he  held  in 
Hamilton  College,  and  established  a  school  in 
the  beautiful  village  of  Geneva,  on  the  Seneca 
Lake,  where  they  resided  several  years.  They 
subsequently  removed  into  Michigan,  where 
Mrs.  Kirkland  wrote  A  New  Home :  Who'll 
Follow?  or  Glimpses  of  Western  Life,  by 
Mrs.  Mary  Clavers,  an  Actual  Settler,  and  Fo- 
rest Life,  the  first  of  which  was  published  in 
1839,  and  the  last  in  1842.  No  works  of  their 
,  class  were  ever  more  brilliantly  successful 
than  these  original  and  admirable  pictures  of 
frontier  scenery,  woodcraft,  and  domestic  ex- 
perience. For  genial  humour,  graphic  de- 
scription, and  shrewd  sense,  "Mrs.  Clavers" 
proved  herself  equal  to  any  writers  of  her  sex, 
while  in  delicacy,  nice  perception  of  character, 
and  all  the  more  feminine  qualities  of  author- 
ship, there  was  no  one  in  this  country  at  least 
to  be  preferred  to  her.     In  1845  she  published 


•  William  Kirkland,  son  of  the  Honourable  Joseph 
K  rklanil.  was  born  in  New  Hartford,  near  Utica,  in  New 
York,  in  tlie  year  19U0.  He  was  originally  educated  for 
the  ministry,  but  some  conscientious  scruples  kept  him 
from  entering  upon  its  sacred  duties,  and  he  was  ap- 
pointed irst  a  tutor  and  then  a  professor  in  Hamilton 
College.  He  visited  Europe  for  Ihe  gratification  of  a  li- 
bemJ  ciiriosity.  and  to  gain  a  more  perfect  mastery  of  the 
laaguRj^es  of  the  continent,  and  while  abroad  resided 
n^'arlytwo  years  in  Gotungen.  He  removed  to  New 
York,  from  Michigan,  in  184-2,  and  in  thai  city  devoted  his 
attouiijn  chiefly  to  literature.  In  October,  I&IG,  he  es- 
lablifettnl  a  religious  journal  which  promised  to  be  very 
succcfsfal;  but  on  the  nineteenth  of  that  month  his  fr  ends 
Witrciurprisedby  the  intelligence  of  his  sudden  and  me- 
lancholy death.  His  body  wason  that  day  recovered  from 
the  Hudson  river,  near  Fishkill.  He  was  returning  from 
a  V  sit  to  his  little  son.  in  the  neighbourhood  of  New- 
buTgh.  the  previous  evening,  and  being  deaf  and  ver>' 
neir-sighted,  he  probably  made  a  misstep  in  the  dark, 
fell  into  the  river,  and  was  rapidly  swept  away  by  the 
cvTent,  while  the  noise  of  the  departing  boat  prevented 
those  on  board  from  hearing  any  cries  for  assistance. 
He  was  a  fine  8cholar,an  elegant  and  able  writer,and  was 
very  much  beloved  for  his  many  gentlemanly  qualities. 


Western  Clearings,*  a  collection  of  tales  and 
sketches  illustrative  of  the  same  sort  of  life. 
It  has  the  strength,  freshness,  effect  and  bril- 
liancy, which  we  associate  with  the  best  con- 
ception of  our  native  character,  and  is  uni- 
formly saved  from  those  kindred  faults  which 
lie  so  fatally  near  to  this  bold  class  of  virtues, 
by  the  inborn  refinement,  practised  taste,  rea- 
dy tact,  and  varied  resources  which  are  her  spe- 
cial and  rare  accomplishment.  In  the  rough- 
est scenes  she  is  never  coarse ;  amidst  the  least 
cultivated  society  she  never  is  vulgar.  She 
interests  us  in  the  wild  men  and  in  the  wild 
occurrences  of  border  life,  by  identifying  them  • 
with  the  fortunes  and  feelings  of  that  humani- 
ty of  which  we  are  a  part.  Her  sympathies 
are  sensitive  and  various  in  their  range,  but 
always  sound  and  healthful,  and  neither  extra- 
vagant in  their  objects  nor  excessive  in  their 
degree.  The  constant  presence  of  strong  ac- 
tive sense  on  the  part  of  the  author  carries  us 
through  the  monotonous  incidents  of  western 
settlement  with  animation,  amusement  and 
instruction.  These  narratives  have  through- 
out that  simplicity,  vigour,  and  inherent  beau- 
ty, which  a  superior  mind,  if  it  be  faithful  to 
the  great  law  of  genuineness  and  honesty,  ne- 
ver fails  of  attaining  in  its  representations  of 
the  actual.  Laying  aside  factitious  models, 
and  seeking  only  to  apprehend  the  subject 
before  her  m  its  just  and  permanent  charac- 
teristics, and  to  express  those  views  with  sin- 
cerity and  directness,  Mrs.  Kirkland  has  at- 
tained a  success  which  may  well  serve  as  a 
monitor  and  guide  to  those  who,  upon  less 
judicious  plans,  are  labouring  to  create  an 
American  literature.  There  is  but  one  way 
in  which  we  can  be,  rightly  and  advan- 
tageously, free  from  the  tyranny  of  British 
examples.  Truth  of  understanding  and  truth 
of  feeling  must  be  the  only  directors  to  real 
excellence  in  untried  courses.  In  literary  art, 
as  in  the  higher  one  of  virtue,  it  is  only  when 
"  the  truth  shall  make  us  free,"  that  we  can 
become  "  free  indeed." 
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MR.  AND  MRS.  DOUBLEDAY. 

FBOM  ▲  NBW  HOME. 


1  RATI  been  frequently  reminded  of  one  of 
JohnBon's  humorous  sketches.  A  man  returning 
a  broken  wheelbarrow  to  a  Quaker,  with  "  Here, 
Fve  broke  your  rotten  wheelbarrow,  usin*  on  *t  I 
wiuh  youM  get  it  mended  right  off^  'cause  I  want 
to  borrow  it  again  this  afternoon.*'  The  Quaker 
is  made  to  reply,  "  Friend,  it  shall  be  done  ;"  and 
I  wish  I  possessed  more  of  his  spirit. 

But  I  did  not  intend  to  write  a  chapter  on  inyo- 
luntary  loans;  I  have  a  story  to  tell. 

One  of  my  best  neighbours  is  Mr.  Philo  Double- 
day,  a  long,  awkward,  honest,  hard-working  Maine- 
man,  or  Mainiote,  I  suppose  one  might  say;  so 
good-natured,  that  he  might  be  mistaken  for  a  sim- 
pleton ;  but  that  must  be  by  those  that  do  not  know 
him.  He  is  quitj^  an  old  settler,  came  in  four  years 
ago,  bringing  with  him  a  wife,  who  is  to  him  as 
vinegar-bottle  to  oil-cruet,  or  as  mustard  to  the  su- 
gar, which  is  used  to  soften  its  biting  qualities. 
Mrs.  Doubleday  has  the  sharpest  eyes,  the  sharp- 
est nose,  the  sharpest  tongue,  the  sharpest  elbows, 
and,  above  all,  the  sharpest  voice,  that  ever  *<  pene- 
trated the  interior"  of  Michigan.  She  has  a  tall, 
straight,  bony  figure,  in  contour  somewhat  resem- 
bling two  hard-oak  planks  fastened  together  and 
stood  on  end ;  and,  strange  to  say !  she  was  full 
five-and-thirty  when  her  mature  graces  attracted 
the  eye  and  won  the  aflections  of  the  worthy  Philo. 
What  eclipse  had  come  over  Mr.  Doubleday 's  usual 
sagacity,  when  he  made  choice  of  his  Polly,  I  am 
sure  I  never  could  guess ;  but  he  is  certainly  the 
only  man  in  the  wide  world  who  could  possibly 
have  lived  with  her ;  and  he  makes  her  a  most  ex- 
cellent husband. 

She  is  possessed  with  a  neat  devil ;  I  have  known 
many  such  cases ;  her  floor  is  scoured  every  nig:ht, 
after  all  are  in  bed  but  the  unlucky  scrubber,  Bet- 
sey, the  maid  of  all  work ;  and  wo  to  the  unfor- 
tunate "indiflidle,"  as  neighbour  Jenkins  says,  who 
first  sets  dirty  boot  on  it  in  the  morning.  If  men 
come  in  to  talk  over  road  business^  for  Philo  is  much 
sought  when  «*  the  public"  has  any  Jfork  to  do,  or 
school  business,  for  that,  being  very  troublesome, 
and  quite  devoid  of  profit,  is  often  conferred  upon 
Philo,  Mrs.  Doubleday  makes  twenty  errands  into 
the  room,  expressing  in  her  visage  all  the  force  of 
Mrs.  Raddle's  inquiry,  « Is  them  wretches  going  1" 
And  when,  at  length,  their  backs  are  turned,  out 
comes  the  bottled  vengeance.  The  sharp  eyes, 
tongue,  elbow,  and  voice,  are  all  in  instant  requi- 
sition. 

"  Fetch  the  broom,  Betsey  !  and  the  scrub-broom, 
Betsey  !  and  the  mop,  and  that  'ere  dish  of  soap, 
Betsey  ?  And  why  on  earth  didn't  you  bring  some 
ashes?  You  didn't  expect  to  clean  such  a  floor  as 
this  without  ashes,  did  you  1" — '«  What  time  are 
you  going  to  have  dinner,  my  dear  ?"  says  the  im- 
perturbable Philo,  who  is  getting  ready  to  go  out 

"  Dinner !  I'm  sure  I  don't  know !  there's  no 
time  to  cook  dinner  in  this  house !  nothing  but 
slave,  slave,  slave,  from  morning  till  night,  clean- 
ing up  after  a  set  of  nasty,  dirty,"  &&,  &c 


«  Phew !"  says  Mr.  Doubleday.  looking  at  hu 
'fuming  help-mate  with  a  calm  smile,  **  It'ill  all  ru^ 
out  when  it's  dry,  if  you'll  only  let  it  aJone." 

*<  Yes,  yes;  and  it  would  be  plenty  clean  enough 
for  you  if  there  had  been  forty  horses  in  here." 

Philo,  on  some  stlch  occasion,  waited  till  his 
Polly  had  stepped  out  of  the  room,  and  then,  with 
a  bit  of  chalk,  wrote,  on  the  broad  black  walnut 
mantelpiece,—^ 

"  Boh  and  bar  hold  gate  of  wood, 
^       Gale  oTiron  »pnng^;*  make  good,  • 

Bolt  nor  spring  can  bind  the  flame, 
1^  Woman's  tongue  can  no  man  tame,** 

and  then  took  his  hat  and  walked  ofll 

This  is  his  favourite  mode  of  vengeance, — <<  poet- 
ical justice,"  as  he  calls  it;  and,  as  he  is  never  at  a 
loss  for  a  rhyme  of  his  own  or  other  people's,  Mrs. 
Doubleday  stands  in  no  small  dread  of  these  efllbrts 
of  genius.  Once,  when  Philo's  crony,  James  Por- 
ter, the  blacksmith,  had  left  the  print  of  his  bbck- 
ened  knuckles  on  the  outside  of  the  oft-ecmbbed 
door,  and  was  the  suhject*of  some  iBther  severe  re- 
marks from  the  gentle  Polly,  Philo,  as  he  left  the 
house  with  his  friend,  turned  and  wrote,  over  tbe 
offended  spot, — 

"  Knock  not  here  ! 
Or  dread  my  dear. — P.  D." 

and  the  very  next  person  that  came  was  MrB.Skii»- 
ner,  the  merchant's  wife,  all  dressett  in  her  red  mc^ 
rino,  to  make  a  visit  Mrs.  Skinner,  who  did  not 
possess  an  unusual  share  of  tact,  walked  gravely 
round  to  the  back  door,  and  there  was  Mrs.  Dou- 
bleday up  to  the  eyes  in  soap  making.  Dire  was 
the  mortification,  and  point  blank  were  the  qv»*- 
tions,  as  to  how  the  visiter  came  to  go  round  that 
way ;  and  when  the  warning  couplet  was  produced 
in  justification,  we  must  draw  a  veil  over  wh«a  fijJ^ 
lowed,  as  the  novelists  say. 

Sometimes  these  poeticals  came  in  aid  of  poor 
Betsey  ;  as  once,  when  on  hearing  a  cra^  in  the 
little  shanty-kitchen,  Mrs.  Doubleday  called,  in  her 
shrillest  tones,  **  Betsey  !  what  on  earth's  tbe  mat- 
ter?" Poor  Betsey,  knowing  what  was  coming, 
answered,  in  a  deprecatory  whine,  "  The  «>w*s 
kicked  over  the  buckwheat  batter !" 

When  the  clear,  hilarous  voice  of  PhUo,  from 
the  yard  where  ho  was  chopping,  instantiy  com- 
pleted the  triplet; — 

"  Take  up  the  pieces  and  throw'm  at  her  f  for 
once  the  grim  features  of  his  spouse  relaxed  into  a 
smile,  and  Betsey  escaped  her  scolding. 

Yet  Mrs.  Doubleday  is  not  without  her  exoelleRt 
qualities  as  a  wife,  a  friend,  and  a  neighbour.  She 
keeps  her  husband's  house  and  stockings  in  unex- 
ceptionable trim.  Her  emptint  are  the  envy  of  t^ 
neighlK)urhood«  Her  vinegar  is, — as  how  cook)  it 
fail  1 — the  tie  pins  ultra  of  sharpness ;  and  her 
pickles  are  greener  than  the  grass  of  the  field. 
She  will  watch  night  after  night  with  the  sck, 
perform  the  last  sad  offices  for  the  dead,  or  tAkc  to 
her  home  and  heart  tbe  little  ones  whose  moAer 
is  removed  for  ever  from  her  place  at  the  fire-ade. 
All  this  she  can  do  cheerfully,  and  she  will  not  re- 
pay herself,  as  many  good  people  do,  by  reco&Bt> 
ing  every  word  of  the  querulous  sick  man,  or  the  ds- 
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•date  moamer,  with  added  hints  of  tambled  drtwen, 
clcMetB  all  in  heaps,  or  awftd  dirty  kitchens. 
^  I  was  sitting  one  morning  with  my  neighbour, 
Mrs.  Jenkins,  who  is  a  sister  of  Mr.  Doubleday, 
when  Betsey,  Mrs.  Doubleday's  **  hired  girl,"  came 
in  with  one  of  the  shingles  of  Philo's  handiwork  in 
her  hand,  which  bore,  in  Mr.  Doubleday's  well- 
known  chalk  marks/-^ 

**  Come  quick.  Fanny ! 
And  brinir  th«  granny  { 
For  Mr8.I)oubie> 
day's  in  trouble." 

And  the  next  intelligence  was  of  a  fine,  ne^  pair 
of  lungs,  at  that  hitherto  silent  mansion.  I  callfd 
very  soon  after  to  take  a  peep  at  the  «<  latest  found  ;'* 
and  if  the  suppressed  delight  of  the  new  papa  was 
a  treat,  how  much  more  was  the  softened  aspect, 
the  womanized  tone  of  the  proud  and  happy  mo- 
ther. I  neTer  saw  a  being  so  completely  trans- 
formed. She  would  almost  forget  to  answer  me, 
in  her  absorbed  watching  of  the  breath  of  the  little 
sleeper.  Even  when  trying  to  be  polite,  and  to  say 
what  the  occasion  demanded,  her  eyes  would  not 
be  withdrawn  from  the  tiny  face.  Conversation 
on  any  subject  but  the  ever-new  theme  of  <* babies," 
was  out  of  the  question.  Whatever  we  began 
Dpon,  whirled  round  sooner  or  later  to  the  one 
point.  The  needle  may  tremble,  but  it  turns  not 
with  the  less  constancy  to  the  pole. 

Am  I  pass  for  an  oracle  in  the  matter  of  paps 
and  possets,  I  had  ftequent  communication  with 
my  now  happy  neighbour,  who  had  forgotten  to 
scold  her  huslMnd,  learned  to  let  Betsey  have  time 
to  emt,  and  omitted  the  nightly  scouring  of  the  floor, 
lest  so  much  dampness  might  be  bad  for  the  baby. 
We  were  in  deep  consultation,  one  morning,  on 
some  important  point  touching  the  well-being  of 
this  sole  object  of  Mrs.  Doubleday's  thoughts  and 
dreams,  when  the  very  same  little  lanthe  Howard, 
dirty  as  ever,  presented  herself.  She  sat  down  and 
stared  a  while  without  speaking,  d  Cordinaire,  and 
then  informed  us,  that  her  mother  **  wanted  Mrs. 
Doubledsy  to  let  her  have  her  baby  for  a  little 
while,  'cause  Benny's'* . . .  4 — but  she  had  no  time 
to  finish  the  senten<;e. 

«  Lend  my  baby  ! ! !" — and  her  utterance  failed. 
The  new  mother's  feelings  were  fortunately  too 
big  for  speech,  and  lanthe  wisely  disappeared  be- 
fore Mrs.  Doubleday  found  her  tongue.  Philo, 
who  entered  on  the  instant,  burst  into  one  of  his 
electrifying  laughs,  with — 

"  Aak  my  Polly, 
To  fend  her  dolly !— « 

and  I  could  not  help  thinking,  that  one  must  come 

«  West,"  in  order  to  learn  a  little  of  every  thing. 


ARISTOCRACy. 
raox  wasrsBH  cLSAanroa. 


Tna  great  ones  of  the  earth  might  learn  many 
a  lesson  from  the  little.  What  has  a  certain  dig- 
nity on  a  comparatively  large  scale,  is  so  simply 
laughable  when  it  is  seen  in  miniature,  (and,  un^ 
like  most  other  things,  perhaps,  its  real  features  are 

better  distinguiBbed  in  the  small,)  that  it  must  be 
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wholesome  to  observe  how  what  we  love  appean  in 
those  whom  we  do  not  admire.  The  monkey  and 
the  magpie  are  imitators ;  and  when  the  one  makes 
a  thousand  superfluous  bows  and  grimaces,  and  the 
other  hoards  what  can  be  of  no  possible  use  to  him, 
we  may,  even  in  those>  see  a  &r  ofi"  reflex  of  certain 
thifigs  prevalent  among  ourselves.  Next  in  order 
come  little  children  ;  and  the  boy  will  put  a  nap- 
kin about  his  neck  for  a  cravat,  and  the  girl  supply 
her  id^l  of  a  veil  by  pinning  a  pocket  handkerchief 
to  her  bonnet,  while  we  laugh  at  the  sel^Kleception, 
and  fancy  that  we  value  only  realities.  But  what 
afibrds  us  most  amusement,  is  the  awkward  attempt 
of  the  rustic,  to  copy  the  airs  and  graces  which 
have  caught  his  fancy  as  he  saw  them  exhibited  in 
town ;  or,  still  more  naturally,  those  which  have 
been  displayed  on  purpose  to  dazzle  him,  during 
the  stay  of  some  **  mould  of  fashion"  in  the  coun- 
try. How  exquisitely  funn^rare  his  efforts  and 
their  fiiilure !  How  the  true  h%s  himself  in  full 
belief  that  the  gulf  between  himself  and  the  puudo 
is  impassable !  Little  dreams  he  that  his  own  ill- 
directed  longings  after  the  dittingud  in  air  or  in 
position  seem  to  some  more  fortunate  individual  as 
far  from  being  accomplished  as  those  of  the  rustic 
to  himself,  while  both,  perhaps,  owe  more  to  the 
tailor  and  milliiflr  thui  to  any  more  dignified 
source. 

The  country  imitates  the  town,  most  sadly ;  and 
it  is  really  melancholy,  to  one  who  loves  his  kind, 
to  see  how  obstinately  people  will  throw  away  real 
comforts  and  advantages  in  the  vain  chase  of  what 
does  not  belong  to  solitude  and  freedom.  The  re- 
straints necessary  to  city  life  are  there  compensated 
by  many  advantages  resulting  from  close  contact 
with  others;  while  in  the  country  those  restraints 
are  simply  odious,  curtailing  the  real  advantages 
of  the  position,  yet  entirely  incapable  of  substitut- 
ing those  which  belong  to  the  city. 

Real  refinement  is  as  possible  in  the  one  case  as 
in  the  other.  Would  it  were  more  heartily  sought 
in  both! 

In  the  palmy  days  of  alchemy,  when  the  nature 
and  powers  of  occult  and  intangible  agents  were 
deenied  worthy  the  study  of  princes,  the  art  of  seal- 
ing hermetidtfly  was  an  essential  one ;  hence  many 
a  precious  elixir  would  necessarily  become  unman- 
ageable and  useless  if  allowed  to  wander  in  the 
common  air.  This  art  seems  now  to  be  among 
the  lost,  in  spite  of  the  anxious  eflbrts  of  cunning 
projectors ;  and  at  the  present  time  a  subtle  essence, 
more  volatile  than  the  elixir  of  life— more  valuable 
than  the  philosopher's  stone— an  inviiible  and  im- 
ponderable but  most  real  agent,  long  bottled  up  for 
the  enjoyment  of  a  privileged  few,  has  burst  its 
bounds  and  become  part  of  our  daily  atmosphere. 
Some  mighty  sages  still  contrive  to  retain  within 
their  own  keeping  important  portions  of  this  trea- 
sure ;  but  there  are  regions  of  the  earth  where  it 
is  open  to  all,  and,  in  the  opinion  of  the  exclusive, 
sadly  desecrated  by  having  become  an  object  of 
pursuit  to  the  vulgar.  Where  it  is  still  under  a 
degree  of  control,  the  seal  of  Hermes  is  variously 
represented.  In  Russia,  the  supreme  will  of  the 
ftitocrat  regulates  the  distribution  of  the  «<aiiy 
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good :"  in  other  parts  of  the  Continent,  ancient 
pretcripUon  has  stUI  the  power  to  keep  it  within 
its  duo  reservoirs.  In  France,  its  uses  and  advan- 
tages have  been  publicly  denied  and  repudiated ; 
yet  it  is  said  that  practically  everybody  stands 
open-mouthed  where  it  is  known  to  be  floating  in 
the  air,  hoping  to  inhale  as  much  as  possible  with- 
out the  odium  of  seeming  to  grasp  at  what  has 
been  decided  to  be  worthless.  In  England  we  are 
told  that  the  precious  fluid  is  still  kept  with  great 
solicitude  in  a  dingy  receptacle  called  Almack's, 
watched  ever  by  certain  priestesses,  who  are  selt- 
consecrated  to  an  attendance  more  onerous  than 
that  required  for  maintaining  the  Vestal  fire,  and 
who  yet  receive  neither  respect  nor  gratitude  for 
their  pains.  Indeed,  the  fine  spirit  has  become  so 
much  diffused  in  England  that  it  reminds  us  of 
the  riddle  of  Mother  Goose-— 

A  hoase-fuU,  a  hoie-full, 
Bat  can^  catch  a  bowl-full. 

If  such  efforts  in  England  arouse  us,  what  shall 
we  say  of  the  agonized  pursuit  everywhere  observ- 
able in  our  own  country  1  We  have  denounced 
the  fascinating  gas  as  poisonous — we  have  staked 
our  very  existence  upon  excluding  it  from  the  land, 
yet  it  is  the  breath  of  our  nos|ri||^thc  soul  of  our 
being — the  one  thing  needful — (tr  which  we  are 
willing  to  expend  mind,  body,  and  estate.  We 
exclaim  against  its  operations  in  other  lands,  but 
it  is  the  purchaser  decrying  to  others  the  treasure 
he  would  appropriate  to  himself.  We  take  much 
credit  to  ourselves  for  having  renounced  what  all 
the  rest  of  the  world  were  pursuing,  but  our  prac- 
tice is  like  that  of  the  toper  who  had  forsworn 
drink,  yet  afterward  perceiving  the  contents  of  a 
brother  sinner's  bottle  to  be  spilt,  could  not  forbear 
falling  on  his  knees  to  drink  the  liquor  from  the 
frozen  hoof-prints  in  the  road ;  or  that  other  votary 
of  indulgence,  who,  having  once  had  the  courage 
to  pass  a  tavern,  afterward  turned  back  that  he 
might  **  treat  resolution/'  We  have  satisfied  our 
consciences  by  theory ;  we  feel  no  compunction 
in  making  our  practice  just  like  that  of  the  rest  of 
the  world. 

This  is  true  of  the  country  generally ;  but  it  is 
nowhere  so  strikingly  evident  as  in  mese  remote 
regions  which  the  noise  of  the  great  world  reaches 
but  at  the  rebound— as  it  were  in  faint  echoes ;  and 
these  very  echoes' changed  from  their  original,  as 
Paddy  asserts  of  those  of  the  Lake  of  Killarney.  It 
would  seem  that  our  elixir  vita — a  strange  ano- 
maly— ^becomes  stronger  by  dilution.  Its  power 
of  fascination,  at  least,  increases  as  it  recedes  from 
the  fountain  head.  The  Russian  noble  may  refuse 
to  let  his  daughter  smile  upon  a  suitor  whose  breast 
is  not  covered  with  orders ;  the  German  dignitary 
may  insist  on  sixteen  quarterings;  the  well-born 
Englishman  may  sigh  to  be  admitted  into  a  coterie 
not  half  as  respectable  or  as  elegant  as  the  one  to 
which  he  belongs — all  this  is  consistent  enough ; 
but  we  must  laugh  when  we  see  the  managers  of 
a  city  ball  admit  the  daughters  of  wholesale  mer- 
chants, while  they  exclude  the  families  of  merchants 
who  sell  at  retail ;  and  still  more  when  we  come 
to  the  *<  new  country''  and  observe  that  Mrs.  Pen- 


niman,  who  takes  in  sewing,  utterly  refuses  to  a»> 
sociate  with  her  neighbour  Mrs.  Clapp,  because  the 
goes  ou/  sewing  by  the  day ;  and  that  our  friend  ^ 
Mr.  Diggins,  being  raised  a  step  in  the  work)  by 
the  last  election,  signs  all  his  letters  of  fiicndship, 
<<D.Diggins,  Sherifif." 


THE  LAND.FEVER. 

FVOM  THB  S^MB. 

[In  1^35  and  1696,  a  fever  of  aneculation  in  lands  tonk 
place  in  the  far  west.  Both  tne  speculators,  and  the 
''  land-lookers^'  who  helped  them  in  the  business  of  their 
purchases,  were  odious  to  the  actual  settler*,  because, 
by  thus  buying  up  laud,  they  threatened  to  maintain  a 
wilderness  round  the  clearings  for  years— a  serious  dis- 
advantage  to  these  already  too  soLtary  men.  So  much 
being  premised,  and  with  the  additional  knowledce  that 
the  backwoodsmen  are  generally  very  hoeipi table,  the 
reader  will  apprehend  the  humour  of  the  toUowinr 
sketch.  It  was  at  the  height  of  the  fever  that  Mr.  W  J- 
loughby,  a  respectable-looKing  mtddlc-aged  man,  riding 
a  jaded  horse,  and  carrying  with  him  blankets,  raltse, 
saddle-bags,  and  holsters,  stopped  in  front  of  a  ro  ^ 
log-house,  and  accosted  its  tail  and  meagre  tenant] 


i 


Tbis  individual  and  his  dwelling  resembled 
other  in  an  unusual  degree.  The  house  was,  as 
we  have  said, t>f  the  roughest;  its  ril>s  scarcely 
half  filled  in  with  clay  ;  its  *<  looped  and  windowed 
ragged  ness"  rendered  more  conspicuous  bj  the 
tattered  cotton  sheets  which  had  long  done  doty 
as  glass,  and  which  now  fluttered  in  every  iMveae; 
its  roof  of  oak  shingles,  warped  into  every  possihla 
curve ;  and  its  stick  chimney,  so  like  its  owner's 
hat,  open  at  the  top,  and  jammed  in  at  the  sideB ; 
all  shadowed  forth  the  contour  and  equipments  of 
the  exceedingly  easy  and  self-satisfied  pemo  who 
leaned  on  the  fende,  and  snapped  his  long  cart- 
whip,  while  he  gave  such  answers  as  suited  him  to 
the  gentleman  in  the  India-rubbers,  taking  especial 
care  not  to  invite  him  to  alight. 

**  Can  you  tell  me,  my  friend, ^"  dviDy  be- 
gan Mr.  Willoughby. 

«0h!  friend!"  interrupted  the  settler;  "who 
told  you  that  I  was  your  friend  ?  Friends  is  acoss 
in  these  parts." 

**  Vou  have  at  least  no  reason  to  be  otherwise," 
replied  the  traveller,  who  Was  blessed  with  a  vvry 
patient  temper,  especially  where  there  was  no  use 
in  getting  angry. 

<«  I  don't  know  that,"  was  the  reply.  **  What 
fetch'd  you  into  these  woods?" 

« If  I  should  say  *  my  horse,'  the  answer  would 
perhaps  be  as  civil  as  the  question." 

<*  Jist  as  you  like,"  said  the  other,  turning  on  his 
heel,  and  walking  off. 

•<I  wished  merely  to  ask  you,"  resumed  Mr. 
Willoughby,  talking  afU;r  the  nonchalant  aoa  of 
the  forest,  <*  whether  this  is  Mr.  Pepper's  land.' 

"  How  do  you  know  it  a'n't  mine  !" 

« I'm  not  likely  to  know  at  present  it 
said  the  traveller,  whose  patience  was  getting  a 
little  frayed.  And  taking  out  his  mcmoraiidan>> 
book,  he  ran  over  his  minutes:  "South  half  of 

north-west  quarter  of  section  fourteen Your 

name  is  Lea nder  Pepper,  is  it  not!" 

*<  Where  did  you  get  so  much  news!  Too 
a'n'tthe8herifi;beye!'* 
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•*  Pop  !*'  screamed  a  white-beaded  urchin  from 
the  hou0e«  «  Mam  aays  supper's  ready.*' 

«*  So  a'n't  I,"  replied  the  papa ;  «*  Fve  got  all  my 
chores  to  do  yet"  And  he  busied  himself  at  a 
log  pig-stye  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  half 
•s  large  as  the  dwelling-house.  Here  he  was  soon 
surrounded  by  a  squealing  multitude,  with  whom 
he  seemed  to  hold  a  regular  conversation. 

Mr.  Willoughby  looked  at  the  westering  sun, 
.which  was  not  far  above  the  dense  wall  of  trees 
that  shut  in  the  small  clearing;  then  at  the  heavy 
cloads  which  advanced  from  the  north,  threatening 
a  stormy  night ;  then  at  his  watch,  and  then  at  his 
note-book ;  and  afler  all,  at  his  predicament-— on 
the  whole,  an  unpleasant  prospect.  But  at  this 
moment  a  female  face  showed  itself  at  the  door. 
Our  traveller's  memory  reverted  at  once  to  the  tes- 
timony of  Ledyard  and  Mungo  P^k ;  and  he  had 
also  some  floating  and  indistinct  poGtical  recollec- 
tions of  woman's  being  useful  when  a  man  was  in 
difficulties,  though  hard  to  please  at  other  times. 
The  result  of  these  reminiscences,  which  occupied 
a  precious  second,  was,  that  Mr.  Willoughby  dift* 
mounted,  fastened  his  horse  to  the  fence,  and  ad- 
vanced with  a  brave  and  determined  air,  to  throw 
himself  upon  female  kindness  and  sympathy. 

He  naturally  looked  at  the  lady,  as  he  approached 
the  door,  but  she  did  not  return  the  compliment 
She  looked  at  the  pigs,  and  talked  to  the  children, 
and  Mr.  Willoughby  had  time  to  observe  that  she 
was  the  very  duplicate  of  her  husband ;  as  tall,  as 
^  bony,  as  ragged,  and  twice  as  cross-looking. 

**  Malviny  Jane  !"  she  exclaimed,  in  no  dulcet 
treble, «« be  done  a-paddlin'  in  that  'ere  water!  If  I 

come  there,  V\\ " 

«*  You*d  better  look  at  Sophrony,  I  guess  !*'  was 
the  reply. 

«•  Why,  what's  she  a-doin'l" 
«  Well,  I  guess  if  you  look,  you'll  see !"  re- 
sponded Miss  Malvina,  coolly,  as  she  passed  into 
the  bouse,  leaving  at  every  step  a  full  impressipp 
of  her  foot  in  the  same  black  mud  that  covered  her 
sister  from  head  to  foot 

The  latter  was  saluted  with  a  hearty  cuff,  as  she 
emerged  from  the  puddle ;  and  it  was  just  at  the 
propitious  moment  when  her  shrill  howl  aroused 
the  echoes,  that  Mr.  Willoughby,  having  reached 
the  threshold,  was  obliged  to  set  about  making  the 
agreeable  to  the  mamma.  And  he  called  up  for 
the  occasion  all  his  politeness. 

(*  I  believe  I  must  become  an  intruder  on  your 
hospitality  for  the  night,  madam,"  he  began.  The 
dame  still  looked  at  the  pigs.  Mr.  Willoughby 
tried  again,  in  less  courtly  phrase. 

**  Will  it  be  convenient  for  you  to  lodge  me  to- 
night, ma'am  1  I  have  been  disappointed  in  my 
search  for  a  hunting-party,  whom  I  had  engaged 
to  meet,  and  the  night  threatens  a  storm." 

« I  don't  know  nothin'  about  it ;  you  must  ask 
the  old  man,"  said  the  lady,  now  for  the  first  time 
taking  a  survey  of  the  new  comer ;  «  with  my  will, 
we'll  lo<ke  nobody." 

This  was  not  very  encouraging,  but  it  was  a 

poor  night  frir  the  woods ;  so  our  traveller  perse- 

-  vered,  and  making  lo  bold  a  posh  for  the  door  that 


the  lady  was  obliged  to  retreat  a  little,  he  entered, 
and  said  he  would  await  her  husband's  coming. 

And  in  truth  he  could  scarcely  blame  the  cool 
reception  he  had  experienced,  when  he  beheld  the 
state  of  afiaira  within  those  muddy  precincts.*  The 
room  was  large,  but  it  swarmed  with  human  be- 
ings. The  huge  open  fire-place,  with  its  hearth 
of  rough  stone,  occupied  nearly  the  whole  of  one 
end  of  the  apartment;  and  near  it  stood  a  long 
cradle,  containing  a  pair  of  twins,  who  cried — a 
sort  of  hopeless  cry,  as  if  they  knew  it  would  do 
no  good,  yet  could  not  help  it.  The  schoolmaster, 
(it  was  his  week,)  sat  reading  a  tattered  novel,  and 
rocking  the  cradle  occasionally,  when  the  children 
cried  too  loud.  An  old  gray-headed  Indian  was 
curiously  crouched  over  a  large  tub,  shelling  corn 
on  the  edge  of  a  hoe ;  but  he  ceased  his  noisy  em- 
ployment when  he  saw  the  stra^er,  for  no  Indian 
wiii  ever  willingly  be  seen  at  won,  though  he  may 
be  sometimes  compelled  by  the  fear  of  starvation  or 
the  longing  for  whisky,  to  degrade  himself  by  la- 
bour. Near  the  only  window  was  placed  the  work- 
bench and  entire  paraphernalia  of  the  shoemaker, 
who  in  these  regions  travels  from  house  to  house, 
shoeing  the  lam^  arfd  mending  the  harness  as  he 
goes,  with  various  interludes  of  songs  and  jokes, 
ever  new  and  acceptable.  This  one,  who  was  a 
little,  bald,  twinkling-eyed  fellow,  made  the  smoky 
rafters  ring  with  the  burden  of  that  favourite  ditty 
of  the  west : 

*' All  kinds  of  game  to  hunt,  my  boys,  also  the  buck  and 
doe. 
All  down  by  the  banks  of  the  river  O-hi-o ;" 

and  children  of  all  sizes,  clattering  in  all  keys,  com- 
pleted the  picture  and  the  concert. 

The  supper-table,  which  maintained  its  place  in 
the  midst  of  this  living  and  restless  mass,  might 
remind  one  .of  the  square  stone  lying  bedded  in  the 
bustling  leaves  of  the  acanthus;  but  the  associations 
would  be  any  but  those  of  Corinthian  elegance. 
The  only  object  which  at  that  moment  diversified 
its  dingy  surface  was  an  iron  hoop,  into  which  the 
mistress  of  the  feast  proceeded  to  turn  a  quantity 
of  smoking  hot  potatoes,  adding  afrerward  a  bowl 
of  salt,  and  another  of  pork  fat,  by  courtesy  denomi- 
nated gravy :  plates  and  knives  dropped  in  after- 
ward, at  the  discretion  of  the  company. 

Another  call  of  "Pop!  pop!"  brought  in  the 
host  from  the  pig-stye;  the  heavy  rain  which  had 
now  begun  to  fall,  having,  no  doubt,  expedited  the 
performance  of  the  chores.  Mr.  Willoughby,  who 
had  established  himself  resolutely,  took  advantage 
of  a  very  cloudy  assent  from  the  proprietor,  to  lead 
his  horse  to  a  shed,  and  to  deposit  in  a  corner  his 
cumbrous  outer  gear;  while  the  company  used  in 
turn  the  iron  skillet  which  served  as  a  wash  basin, 
dipping  the  water  from  a  large  trough  outside,  over- 
flowing with  the  abundant  drippings  of  the  caves. 
Those  who  had  no  pocket  handkerchiefs,  contented 
themselves  with  a  nondescript  article  which  seemed 
to  stand  for  the  family  towel ;  and  when  this  cere- 
mony was  concluded,  all  seriously  addressed  them- 
selves to  the  demolition  of  the  potatoes.  The  grown 
people  were  accommodated  with  chairs  and  chests ; 
the  children  prosecuted  a  series  of  flying  raids  upon 
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the  good  cheer,  matching  a  potato  now  and  then 
as  they  could  find  an  opening  under  the  raised  arm 
of  one  of  the  iamilyi  and  then  retreating  to  the 
chimney  comer,  tossing  the  hot  prize  from  hand  to 
handy  and  blowing  it  stoutly  the  while.  The  old 
Indian  had  disappeared. 

To  our  citiz^,  though  he  felt  inconreniently 
hungry,  this  primitive  meal  seemed  a  little  meagre ; 
and  he  ventured  to  ask  if  he  could  not  be  accom- 
modated with  some  tea. 

«« A'n*t  my  Tictaals  good  enough  for  you  1" 

**  Oh ! — the  potatoes  are  eicellent,  but  I  am  very 
food  of  tea." 

M  So  be  I,  but  I  can*t  have  every  thing  I  want — 
can  you  ?"  ^ 

This  produced  a  laugh  from  the  shoemaker,  who 
^eemed  to  think  his  patron  very  witty,  while  the 
schoolmaster,  not  knowing  but  Uie  stranger  might 
happen  to  be  orti  of  his  examiners  next  year,  pro- 
duced only  a  faint  giggle,  and  then  reducing  bb 
countenance  instantly  to  an  awful  gravity,  helped 
himself  to  his  seventh  potato. 

The  rain  which  now  poured  violently,  not  only 
outside  but  through  many  a  crevice  in  the  roof, 
naturally  kept  Mr.  Willoughby  cool ;  and  finding 
that  dry  potatoes  gave  him  the  hiccups,  he  with- 
drew from  the  table,  and  seating  himself  on  the 
shoemaker's  bench,  took  a  survey  of  his  quarters. 

Two  double  beds  and  the  long  cradle  seemed  all 
/  the  sleeping  apparatus ;  but  there  was  a  ladder  which 
doubtless  led  to  a  lodging  above.  The  sides  of  the 
room  were  hung  with  abundance  of  decent  cloth- 
ing, and  the  dresser  was  well  stored  with  the  usual 
articles,  among  which  a  tea-pot  and  canister  shone 
conspicuous;  so  that  the  appearance  of  in  hospitality 
could  not  arise  from  poverty,  and  Mr.  Willoughby 
concluded  to  set  it  down  to  the  account  of  rustic 
ignorance. 

The  eating  ceased  not  until  the  hoop  was  empty, 
and  then  the  company  rose  and  stretched  them- 
selves, and  began  to  guess  it  was  about  time  to  go 
to  bid.  Mr.  Willoughby  inquired  what  was  to  be 
done  with  his  horse. 

**  Well !  I  s*pose  he  can  stay  where  he  is." 

<*  But  what  can  he  have  to  eati" 

**  I  reckon  you  won't  get  nothing  for  him,  with- 
out you  turn  him  out  on  the  mash." 

*<  He  would  get  ofTto  a  certainty !" 

"  Tie  his  legs." 

The  unfortunate  traveller  argued  in  vain.  Hay 
was  "  scuss,"  and  potatoes  were  "scusscr;"  and 
in  short  the  "  mash"  was  the  only  resource,  and 
these  natural  meadows  afibrd  but  poor  picking  af- 
t^r  the  first  of  October.  But  to  the  <*  mash"  was 
the  good  steed  despatched,  ingloriously  hampered 
with  the  privilege  of  munching  wild  grass  in  the 
rain,  after  his  day's  journey. 

Then  came  the  question  of  lodging  for  his  mas- 
ter. The  lady,  who  had  by  this  time  drawn  out  a 
trundle-bed,  and  packed  it  full  of  children,  said 
there  was  no  bed  for  him,  unless  he  could  sleep 
"  up  chamber"  with  the  boys. 

Mr.  Willoughby  declared  that  he  should  make 
out  very  well  with  a  blanket  by  the  fire. 

**  Well !  just  as  you  like,"  said  his  host;  <*  but 


Solomon  sleeps  there,  and  if  yoa  like  to  ilBepfay 
Solomon,  it  is  more  than  Icahould." 

This  was  the  name  of  the  old  Indiaii,  and  Mr. 
Willoughby  ooce  more  cast  woful  giancea  lowaid 
the  ladder. 

But  now  the  schoolmaster,  who  aeemed  rather 
disposed  to  be  civil,  declared  that  he  could  sleep 
very  well  in  the  long  cradle,  and  would  reUnquiih 
his  place  beside  the  shoemaker  lo  the  guest,  who 
was  obliged  to  content  himself  with  this  arrange- 
ment, which  was  such  as  was  most  ueual  in  the« 
times. 

The  storm  continued  through  the  night,  and 
many  a  crash  in  the  woods  attested  its  power.  The 
sound  of  a  storm  in  the  dense  forest  is  aloKMt  pny 
cisely  similar  to  that  of  a  heavy  siftge  breaking  <m 
a  rocky  beach;  and  when  our  traveller  dept,  it 
was  only  to  dream  uf  wreck  and  disaster  at  sea, 
and  to  wake^  horror  and  affright  The  wild  rain 
drove  in  at  every  crevice,  and  wet  the  poor  chil- 
dren in  the  lofi  so  thoroughly,  that  they  crawled 
shivering  down  the  ladder,  and  stretched  them- 
selves on  the  hearth,  regardless  of  Solomon,  who 
had  returned  after  the  others  were  in  bed. 

But  morning  came  at  last ;  and  our  friend,  who 
had  no  desire  farther  to  test  the  vaunted  ho^itality 
of  a  western  settler,  was  not  among  the  latest  astir. 
The  storm  had  partially  subsided ;  and  although 
the  clouds  still  lowered  angrily,  and  his  raddle  had 
enjoyed  the  benefit  of  a  leak  in  the  roof  during  the 
night,  Mr.  Willoughby  resolved  to  push  on  as  fiu" 
as  the  next  clearing,  at  least,  hoping  for  someihtog 
for  breakfast  besides  potatoes  and  salt.  It  Uxik# 
him  a  weary  while  to  find  his  horse,  and  when  he 
saddled  him,  and  strapped  on  bis  various  accoutre* 
ments,  he  entered  the  house,  and  inquired  whet  he 
was  to  pay  for  his  entertainment — laying  somewhat 
of  a  stress  on  the  last  word. 

His  host,  nothing  daunted,  replied  that  he  gmsaed 
he  would  fet  him  off  for  a  dollar. 

Mr.  Willoughby  took  out  his  purse,  and  as  he 
placed  a  silver  dollar  in  the  leathern  palm  outspread 
to  receive  it,  happened  to  look  toward  the  hearth, 
and  perceiving  the  preparations  for  a  very  substantial 
breakfast,  the  long  pent-up  vexation  burst  forth. 

"  I  really  must  say,  Mr.  Pepper — t""  he  began : 
his  tone  was  certainly  that  of  an  angrj  man,  but  it 
only  made  his  host  laugh. 

**  If  this  is  your  boasted  western  hoe^tttafily,  I 
can  tell  you " 

<«  You'd  better  tell  me  what  tlie  dickens  yon  are 
peppering  me  up  this  fashion  for !  My  name  fsn\ 
Pepper,  no  more  than  yours  is !  May  be  that  b 
your  name ;  you  seem  pretty  warm." 

**  Your  name  not  Pepper !  Pray,  what  u  it 
thenl" 

*<  Ah !  there's  the  thing  now!  Too  land-bont- 
ers  ought  to  know  sich  things  without  addng." 

«  Land-hunter !  Fm  no  land-hunter  V 

«  Well !  you're  a  land-shark,  then — ewaUowm' 
up  poor  men's  farms.  The  leas  I  see  of  such  catde, 
the  better  I'm  pleased." 

« Confound  you!"  said  Mr. WiOoiigil»j,  whe 
waxed  warm,  « I  tell  yon  I've  nothing  to  do  misk 
land.    I  woddn't  take  your  whole  stale  fior  m  gift-* 
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**  What  did  you  tell  my  woman  yoa  waa  a  land- 
honter  for,  then  1" 

And  now  the  whole  matter  became  clear  ui  a 
moment ;  and  it  wai  found  that  Mr.  Willoughby's 
equipment,  with  the  mention  of  a  <*  huoting>party/* 
had  completely  misled  both  host  and  hoeteas.  And 
to  do  them  justice,  never  were  regret  and  vexation 
more  heartily  expreaaed. 

<«  You  needn't  judge  our  new  country  folka  by 
me,"  said  Mr.  Handy,  for  such  proved  to  be  hia 
name ;  «  any  man  in  theae  parts  would  aa  soon  bite 
off  hia  own  noae,  aa  to  snub  a  civil  traveller  that 
wanted  a  supper  and  a  night*8  lodging.  But  aome- 
how  or  other,  your  lots  o'  fixin',  and  your  askin' 
after  that  *ere  Pepper— -one  of  the  worrt  land-sharks 
we've  ever  had  here— made  me  mad ;  and  1  know 
I  treated  you  worse  than  an  Indian." 

**  Humph !"  aaid  Solomon. 

«  But,"  continued  the  host,  (*you  shall  see  whe- 
ther my  old  woman  can't  aet  a  good  breakfast,  when 
she's  a  mind  to.  Come,  you  shan't  stir  a  step  till 
you've  had  breakfast;  and  just  take  back  this 
plaguey  dollar.  I  wonder  it  did't  burn  my  fingera 
when  I  took  it." 

Mrs.  Handy  set  forth  her  very  best,  and  a  famous 
breakfast  it  was,  considering  the  times.  And  be- 
fore it  was  finished,  the  hunting  party  made  their 
appearauce,  having  had  some  difficulty  in  finding 
their  companion,  who  had  made  no  very  uncommon 
mistake  aa  to  section  corners  and  town-lines. 

**  rU  tell  ye  what,"  aaid  Mr.  Handy,  confidential- 
ly, as  the  cavalcade  with  its  baggage-ponies,  loaded 
with  tents,  gun-cases,  and  hampers  of  provisions, 
was  getting  into  order  for  a  march  to  the  prairies, 
•«I'll  tell  ye  what;  if  you've  occasion  to  stop  any- 
where in  the  Bush,  you'd  better  tell  'em  at  the  first 
goin'  off  that  yom^'n't  land-hunters." 

But  Mr.  Willoughby  had  already  had  **  a  caution." 


LAZY  PEOPLE. 
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You  may  see  him,  if  you  are  an  early  riser,  set- 
ting off,  at  peep  of  dawn,  on  a  fishing  expedition. 
He  winds  through  the  dreary  woods,  yawning  por- 
tentoualy,  and  stretching  as  if  he  were  emulous  of 
the  height  of  the  hickory  trees.  Dexterously  sway- 
ing bis  long  rod,  he  follows  the  little  stream  till  it 
is  loat  in  the  bosom  of  the  woodland  lake ;  if  un- 
successful from  the  bank,  he  aeeks  the  frail  skiff, 
which  is  the  common  property  of  laborious  idlers 
like  himself,  and,  pushing  offshore,  sits  dreaming  un- 
der the  sun's  wilting  beams,  until  he  has  secured  a 
aupply  for  the  day.  Home  again — an  irregular  meal 
at  any  time  of  day — and  he  goes  to  bed  with  the  ague ; 
but  he  murmurs  not,  for  fishing  is  not  work 

Then  come  the  whortleberries;  not  the  little, 
stunted,  seedy  things  that  grow  on  dry  uplanda  and 
sandy  commons ;  but  the  produce  of  towering  bushes 
in  the  plashy  meadow ;  generous,  pulpy  berries, 
covered  with  a  fine  bloom;  the  *« blae-berry"  of 
Scotland ;  a  delicious  fruit,  though  of  humble  re- 
pataliin,  and,  it  must  be  confisssed,  somewhat  en- 
hanced in  value  by  the  scarcity  of  the  more  refined 


productions  of  the  garden.  We  acorn  thee  not,  oh ! 
bloom-covered  neighbour !  but  gladly  buy  whole 
bushels  of  thy  prolific  family  fi-om  the  lounging  In- 
dian, or  the  still  lazier  white  man.  We  must  not 
condemn  the  gatherers  of  whoTtleberriea,  but  it  is  a 
melancholy  truth  that  they  do  not  get  rich 

Baiting  for  wild  bees  beguiles  the  busy  shunner 
of  work  into  many  a  wearisome  tramp,  many  a 
nights-watch,  and  many  a  lost  day.  This  is  a  most 
fikscinating  chase,  and  sometimes  excites  the  veiy 
spirit  of  gambling.  The  stake  seems  so  small  in 
comparison  with  the  possible  prize— ^and  gamblera 
and  honey-seekers  think  all  possible  things  pro- 
bable—that aome,  who  are  scarcely  ever  tempted, 
from  regular  business  by  any  other  disguise  of  idle- 
ness, cannot  withstand  a  bee-hunt.  A  man  whose 
arms  and  axe  are  all-sufficient  to  insure  a  comfort* 
able  livelihood  for  himself  and  his  family,  is  chop- 
ping, perhaps,  in  a  thick  wood,  where  the  voices 
of  the  locust,  the  cricket,  the  grasshopper,  and  the 
wQd  bee,  with  their  kindred,  are  the  only  sounds 
that  reach  his  ear  from  sunrise  till  sunset  He  feels 
lonely  and  listless ;  and  as  noon  draws  on,  he  ceasea 
from  his  hot  toil,  and,  seating  himself  on  the  tree 
which  has  just  fallen  benes^h  his  axe,  he  takea 
out  hia  lunch  of  bread  and  butter,  and,  musing  as 
he  eats,  thinks  hOw  hard  his  life  is,  and  how  much 
better  it  must  be  to  have  bread  and  butter  without 
working  for  it  Hia  eye  wanders  through  the  thick 
forest,  and  followa,  with  a  feeling  of  envy,  the 
winged  inhabitants  of  the  trees  and  flowers,  till  at 
length  he  notes  among  the  singing  throng  some 
half  dozen  of  bees. 

The  lunch  is  soon  despatched;  a  honey  tree 
must  be  near ;  and  the  chopper  spends  the  remain- 
der of  the  daylight  in  endeavouring  to  discover  it 
But  the  cunning  insects  scent  the  human  robber, 
and  will  not  approach  their  home  until  nightfall 
So  our  weary  wight  ploda  homeward  laying  plans 
for  their  destruction. 

The  next  morning's  sun,  as  he  peepa  above  the 
horizon,  finds  the  bee-hunter  burning  honey-comb 
snd  old  honey  near  the  scone  of  yesterday 'a  inkling. 
Stealthily  does  he  watch  his  Cue  of  bait,  and  cau- 
tiously docs  he  wait  until  the  first  glutton  that  finda 
himself  sated  with  the  luscious  feast  sets  off  in  a 
"  bee-line" — **  like  arrow  darting  from  the  bow" — 
blind  betrayer  of  his  home,  like  the  human  ine- 
briate. Thia  is  enough.  The  spoiler  asks  no  more ; 
and  the  first  moonlight  night  sees  the  rich  hoard 
transferred  to  his  cottage ;  where  itsometimea  aervea, 
almost  unaided,  as  food  for  the  whole  fiimily,  until 
the  last  drop  is  consumed.  One  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  of  honey  are  sometimes  found  in  a  aingle 
tree,  and  it  must  be  owned  the  temptation  is  great ; 
but  the  luxury  is  generally  dearly  pivchased,  if^be 
whole  eost  and  consequences  be  counted.  To  be 
content  with  what  aupplies  the  wants  of  the  body 
for  the  present  moment,  is,  after  all,  the  characteris- 
tic rather  of  the  brute  than  of  the  man ;  and  a  family 
accustomed  to  this  view  of  life  will  grow  more  and 
more  idle  and  thrifUess,  until  poverty  and  filth  and 
even  beggary  lose  all  their  terrors.  It  is  almost 
proverbial  among  farmera  that  bee-hunters  are  al- 
ways behindhand. 

9R 


NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 


[Bora  •boat  itor-] 


This  admirable  author  was  bom  in  Salem, 
Massachusetts,  and  is  of  a  family  which  for 
several  generations  has  **  followed  the  sea." 
Among  his  ancestors,  I  believe,  was  the  **  bold 
Hawthorne"  who  is  celebrated  in  a  revolution- 
ary ballad  as  commander  of  the  '*  Fair  Ameri- 
can." He  was  educated  at  Bowdoin  College 
in  Maine,  where  he  g^duated  in  1825.  One 
of  his  classmates  here  was  Mr.  Longfellow. 

In  1837  Mr.  Hawthorne  published  the  first 
and  in  1842  the  second  volume  of  his  Twice 
Told  Tales,  so  named  because  they  had  previ- 
ously appeared  in  the  periodicals.  In  1845  he 
edited  The  Journal  of  an  African  Cruiser,  and 
in  1846  published  Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse, 
a  second  collection  of  his  magazine  papers. 

In  the  introduction  to  the  last  work  he  has 
given  some  delightful  glimpses  of  his  personal 
history.  He  had  been  several  years  in  the 
Custom  house  at  Boston,  while  Mr.  Bancroft 
was  collector,  and  afterward  had  joined  that 
remarkable,  association,  the  *' Brook  Farm 
Community,"  at  West  Roxbury,  where,  with 
others,  he  appears  to  have  been  reconciled  to 
the  old  ways,  as  quite  equal  to  the  inventions 
of  Fourier,  St.  Simon,  Owen,  and  the  rest  of 
that  ingenious  company  of  schemers  who  have 
been  so  intent  upon  a  reconstruction  of  the 
foundations  of  society.  In  1843  he  went  to 
reside  in  the  pleasant  village  of  Concord,  in 
the  ^*  Old  Manse,"  which  had  never  been  pro- 
faned by  a  lay  occupant  until  he  entered  it  as 
his  home.  In  the  Introduction,  to  which  allu- 
sion has  been  made,  he  says — 

"  A  prieit  had  built  It ;  a  priest  had  succeeded  to  it ; 
other  priestly  men.  Iroin  tiiuc  to  lime,  had  dw«  h  in  it; 
and  children,  bom  n  its  chambers,  hud  grown  up  to  as- 
sume the  priently  charactL-r.  It  was  awlul  to  reflect  how 
many  sermons  must  have  been  written  there.  The  lutest 
inhabitant  alone — he,  by  whose  translation  to  Paradi!$e 
the  dwelling  was  left  vacant — had  penned  nearly  three 
thousand  discourses,  bedides  the  belter,  if  not  the  greater 
ni^ber.  that  gushed  livin:^  trom  his  lips.  How  niten,  no 
doubt,  had  he  paced  to  nud  fro  along  the  avenue,  attun- 
ing his  meditations,  to  ihe  sighs  and  gentle  murmurs,  and 
deep  and  solemn  peals  of  the  wind,  among  the  lofty  tops 
of  the  trees  !  In  that  variety  of  natural  utterances,  he 
could  6nd  something  accordant  witli  every  passage  of 
his  sermon,  were  it  of  tenderness  or  reverential  fear. 
The  boughs  over  my  head  seemed  shadowy  with  solemn 
thoughts,  as  well  as  with  rustling  leaves.  I  took  shame 
to  myself  for  having  been  so  long  a  writer  of  idle  stories, 
and  ventured  to  hope  that  wisdom  would  descend  upon 
me  with  the  falling  leaves  of  the  avenue ;  and  that  I 
shotUd  light  upon  an  intellectual  treasure  in  the  Old 
Manse,  well  worth  those  boards  of  long  hidden  gold, 
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which  people  seek  for  in  moss-grown  houses.  Profooad 
tresuses  of  morality- — a  laymaji^s  unprofessionaL  and 
therefore  unprejudiced  viewsoT  religion ; — hi^u>rie»  (such 
as  Bancroti  might  have  written,  had  he  taken  op  his 
abode  here,  as  he  once  purposed),  bright  with  picture, 
gleaming  over  a  depth  of Jihiloeophic  thought; — these 
were  the  works  that  might  fitly  have  flowed  trom  such  a 
retirement.  In  the  humblest  event,  I  resolved  at  least  to 
achieve  a  novel,  that  should  evolve  some  deep  lesson, 
and  should  possess  physical  substance  enoogb  lo  stand 
alone.  Ill  fiirthe ranee  of  my  design,  and  as  if  to  leave 
me  no  pretext  for  not  fulfilling  it,  there  was,  in  the  rear 
of  the  house,  the  most  delighu'ul  little  nook  of  a  study 
that  ever  offered  its  snug  seclusion  to  a  scholar.  It  was 
here  that  Emerson  wrote  *  Nature;*  for  he  w^s  then  an 
inhabitant  of  the  Manse,  and  used  to  watch  the  A»sy. 
rian  dawn  and  the  Paphian  sunset  and  moonnse,  froia 
the  summit  of  our  eastern  hill.  When  I  first  saw  the 
room,  its  walls  were  blackened  inrith  the  smoke  of  unnam- 
bereu  years,  and  made  still  blacker  by  the  grim  prints 
of  puritan  ministers  that  hung  around.  These  worth.es 
looked  strangely  like  bad  angels,  or,  at  least,  like  men 
who  had  wrestled  so  continually  and  so  sternly  with  the 
devil,  (hat  somewhat  of  his  •tooty  fierceness  had  beea 
imparted  to  their  own  visages.  'Fhey  had  all  van  shed 
now;  a  cheerful  coal  of  paint,  and  golden  tinted  paper 
hangings,  lighted  up  the  small  apartment;  while  the  Mia- 
dow  ol  a  willow-tree,  that  swept  against  the  overhajv- 
ing  eves,  attempered  the  cheery  western  sunshine,    fa 

flace  of  the  grim  prints  there  was  the  sweet  and  lovely 
ead  of  one  of  Raphael's  Madonnas,  and  two  pleasant 
Utile  pictures  of  the  Lake  of  Como.  The  only  other  de- 
corations w^ere  a  purple  vase  of  flowers,  always  fresh, 
and  a  bronze  one  containing  graceful  ferns.  My  books 
(fewj  and  by  no  means  choice  ;  for  Ihey  were  chiefly  such 
wails  as  chance  had  thrown  in  my  way)  stood  in  order 
about  the  room,  seldom  to  be  disturbed.'^ 

In  his  home  at  Concord,  thus  happily  de- 
scribed, in  the  midst  of  a  few  congenial  friends, 
Hawthorne  passed  three  yea]#;  and,  *'  in  a  spot 
so  sheltered  from  the  turmoil  of  life's  ocean," 
he  says,  *^  three  years  hasten  away  with  a  noise- 
less flightf  as  the  breezy  sunshine  chases  the 
cloud-shadows  across  the  ilepths  of  a  st*^* 
ley."  But  at  length  his  repose  was  in 
by  that "  spirit  of  improvement,"  which  is  su 
constantly  marring  the  happiness  of  quiet4ov- 
ing  people,  and  he  was  compelled  to  look  out 
for  another  residence. 

''  Now  came  hint^,  growing  more  and  more  dist'oet, 
that  tlie  owner  of  the  old  house  was  pining  for  his  native 
air.    Carpenters  next  appeared,  mak  tig  a  irvm<-ndou« 
racket  among  ihe  outbuildings,  strewing  green  in'sss  with 
pine  shavings  iHid  chips  of  chestnut  joists,  and  vex.ng 
the  w^hole  antiquity  ol  the  place  with  their  discordant 
renovations.    Soon,  moreover,  they  diverted  our  abode 
of  the  veil  of  woodbine  which  had  crept  over  a  larpre 
portion  of  its  southern  face.    All  Ihe  aged  moAses  wrne 
cleared   unsparingly  away ;   and  there  were   horrible 
whispers  about  brushing  tin  the  external  w^alls  with  i 
coat  of  paint — a  purpose  as  little  to  my  taste  as  might  b< 
that  of  rouging  the  venerable  cheeks  of  onc^s  gmndmi 
Iher.    But  the  hand  that  renovates  is  always  more  » 
crilegious  than  that  which  destroys.    In  fine,  we  g 
thered  up  our  household  goods,  drank  a  farewell  cup  « 
tea  in  our  pleasant  little  breakfast-room— delicately  fn 
grant  tea.  an  unpurchasable  luxury,  one  of  the  maay 
angel-gifts  that  had  fallen  like  dew  upon  us— and  passed 
forth  between  the  tall  stone  gate-posts,  as  aneertain  as 
the  wandering  Arabs  where  our  tent  might  next  be 
pitched.    Providence  took  me  by  the  hand,  aod*  aa  od- 
dity of  dispensation  which,  1  trust,  there  is  no  ineTt- 
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rence  in  smiling  at — has  led  me,  as  the  newspapers  an- 
noanee  while  I  am  writing,  from  the  ^Id  Manse  into  a 
Custom  House !  As  a  storyteller.  I  have  oAen  contrived 
straivre  vicissitudes  for  my  imaginary  personnffes,  but 
none  iik%  this.  The  treasure  of  mtelleciual  gold,  which 
I  had  hoped  to  find  in  our  secluded  dwelling,  had  never 
come  tc^ight.  No  proibund  treatise  of  ethics — no  phi- 
loflophieniisiory — }w  novel,  even,  that  could  stand  un- 
sopported  on  its  edges— all  that  I  had  to  show,  as  a  man 
of  letters,  were  Uiese  few  tales  and  essays,  which  had 
bloAsomed  out  like  flowers  in  the  calm  summer  of  my 
heart  and  mind." 

The  Masses  from  an  Old  Manse  he  declares 
are  the  last  offering  of  their  kind  it  is  his  pur- 
pose ever  to  put  forth,  saying,  modestly,  **  un- 
less I  could  do  better  I  have  done  enough  in 
this  kind."  So  will  say  no  reader  who  can 
appreciate  their  grace  and  beauty,  or  the  wis- 
dom witli  which  they  are  pervaded. 

The  characteristics  of  Hawthorne  which 
first  arrest  the  attention  are  imagination  and 
reflection,  and  these  are  exhibited  in  remark- 
able power  and  activity  in  tales  and  essays, 
of  which  the  style  is  distinguished  for  great 
simplicity,  purity  and  tranquillity.  His  beau- 
tiful story  of  Rappacini's  Daughter  was  ori- 
ginally published  in  the  Democratic  Review, 
as  a  translation  from  the  French  of  one  M.  de 
TAi^epine,  a  writer  whose  very  name,  he  re- 
marks in  a  brief  introduction,  (in  which  he 
grives  in  French  the  titles  of  some  of  his  tales, 
as  Contes  dcuxfoix  racontits^  Le  Culie  du  Feu, 
^etc.)  **is  unknown  to  many  of  his  country- 
*men,  as  well  as  to  the  student  of  foreign  lite- 
rature."    He  describes  himself,   under  this 

tiomme  de  plume,  as  one  who— 

*'  St'oms  to  occupy  an  unfortunate  posit'on  between  the 
tran»<:eiu1entaliMs(who  uiuler  one  name  or  another  hnve 
their  share  n  all  the  current  literature  of  the  world), 
and  the  grf'ut  body  of  pen-and-ink  men  who  addresH  the 
intellect  and  sympathies  of  the  multitude.  If  not  too  re- 
inedL  at  all  events  too  remote,  too  shadowy  and  unsulj- 
s'anriai.  in  hs  motlt'S  of  development,  to  suit  the  taste  of 
the  latter  class,  and  yet  too  popular  to  satisfy  the  spiritual 
or  meiaphyeicul  requimtions  of  the  former,  he  must  ne- 
cessarily hnd  himself  without  an  audience,  except  here 
and  there  an  individual,  or  possibly  an  isolated  clique." 

His  writings,  to  do  them  justice,  he  says — 

"  Are  n(#  altogether  destitute  of  lancy  and  originality ; 
they  might  have  won  him  greater  reputation  but  for  an 
inveterate  love  of  allegory,  which  is  apt  to  invest  his 
plots  and  characters  with  the  aspect  of  Bconery  and  peo- 
ple in  the  clouds,  and  to  steal  away  the  human  warmth 
out  of  his  conceptions.  His  hct.ons  are  sometimes  his- 
torical, sometiuu's  of  the  present  day.  and'sometiines.  so 
lar  as  can  be  discovered,  have  little  or  no  reference  either 
to  time  or  space.  In  any  case,  he  generally  conienis  him- 
self with  a  very  sligljt  embroidery  of  outward  manners, 
— the  faintest  possible  counterfeit  of  real  life, — and  en- 
deavours to  create  an  interest  by  some  less  obvious  pe- 
culiarity of  the  subject.  Occasionally  a  breath  of  na- 
ture, a  rahi-<1rop  of  pathos  and  tenderness,  or  a  ffleain  of 
hupioiir,  will  find  its  w^ay  into  the  midst  of  bis  fantastic 
I  imagery,  and  make  us  I'eel  as  if,  after  all.  we  wi^re  yet 
wiitun  the  limits  of  our.native  earth.  We  will  only  add 
tothiscursory  notice,  that  M  de  PA ub6pine's productions, 
if  the  reader  chance  to  lake  them  in  precisely  the  pro- 
per point  of  view,  may  amuse  a  leisure  hour  as  well  as 
1ho«e  of  a  brighter  man  ;  if  otherwisi*  they  can  hardly 
fail  to  look  excessively  like  nonsense." 

Hawthorne  is  as  accurately  as  he  is  hap- 
pily described  in  this  curious  piece  of  criti-  I 


cism,  though  no  one  who  takes  his  works 
in  the  **  proper  point  of  view,"  will  By  any 
means  agree  to  the  modest  estimate  which,  in 
the  perfect  sincerity  of  his  nature,  he  has 
placed  upon  them.  He  is  original;  in  inven- 
tion, construction,  and  expression,  always  pic- 
turesque, and  sometimes  in  a  high  degree  dra- 
matic. '  His  favourite  scenes  and  traditions  are 
those  of  his  own  country,  many  of  which  he 
has  made  classical  by  the  beautiful  associations 
that  he  has  thrown  around  them.  Every  thing 
to  him  is  suggestive,  as  his  own  pregnant  pages 
are  to  the  congenial  reader.  All  his  produc- 
tions are  life-mysteries,  significant  of  profound 
truths.  His  speculations,  often  bold  and  strik- 
ing, are  presented  with  singular  force,  but  with 
such  a  quiet  grace  and  simplicity  as  not  to 
startle  until  they  enter  in  and  occupy  the  mind. 
The  gayety  with  which  his  pensiveness  is  oc- 
casionally broken,  seems  more  than  any  thing 
else  in  his  works  to  have  cost  some  effort. 
The  gentle  sadness,  the  ^*  half-acknowledged 
melancholy,"  of  his  manner  and  reflections, 
are  more  natural  and  characteristic. 

His  style  is  studded  with  the  most  poetical 
imagery,  and  marked  in  every  part  with  the 
happiest  graces  of  expression,  while  it  is  calm, 
chaste,  and  flowing,  and  transparent  as  water. 
There  is  a  habit  among  nearly  all  the  writers 
of  imaginative  literature,  of  adulterating  the 
conversations  of  the  poor  with  barbarisms  and 
grammatical  blunders  which  have  no  more  fi- 
delity than  elegance.  Hawthorne^s  integrity 
as  well  as  his  exquisite  taste  prevented  him 
from  falling  into  this  error.  There  is  not  in 
the  world  a  large  rural  population  that  speaks 
its  native  language  with  a  purity  approaching 
that  with  which  the  English  is  spoken  by  the 
common  people  of  New  England.  The  vul- 
grar  words  and  phrases  which  in  other  states 
are  supposed  to  be  peculiar  to  this  part  of  the 
country  are  unknown  east  of  the  Hudson,  ex- 
cept to  the  readers  of  foreign  newspapers,  or 
the  listeners  to  low  comedians  who  find  it  pro- 
fitable to  convey  such  novelties  into  Connec- 
ticut, Massachusetts,  and  Vermont.  We  ai9 
glad  to  see. a  book  that  is  going  .down  to  the 
next  ages  as  a  representative  of  national  man- 
ners and  character  in  all  respects  correct. 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne  is  among  the  first  of 
the  first  order  of  our  writers,  and  in  their  pe- 
culiar province  his  works  are  not  excelled  in 
the  literature  of  the  present  day  or  of  the 
English  language. 
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A  RILL  FROM  THE  TOWN  PUMP. 

nUM  THBICS-TOLD  TALB. 


(8ciw»    tht  comer  of  two  yrinnpai  stnrU.   7)W  Town  Pump 
•      tatking  through  its  rum.) 

Nooty  by  the  north  clock !  Noon,  by  the  east ! 
High  noon,  too,  b}i  these  hot  sunbeams,  which  fall, 
■carcely  aslope,  apon  my  head,  and  almost  make 
the  water  bubble  and  smoke,  in  the  trough  under 
my  nose.  Truly,  we  public  characters  have  a  tough 
time  of  it!  And,  among  all  the  town  officers^ 
chosen  at  March  meeting,  tvhere  is  he  that  sustains, 
for  a  single  year,  the  burden  of  such  manifold  du* 
ties  as  are  imposed,  in  perpetuity,  upon  the  Town 
Pump  1  The  title  of  *•  town  treasurer"  is  right- 
fully mine,  as  guardian  of  the  best  treasure  that  the 
town  has.  The  overseers  of  the  poor  ought  to 
make  me  thdr  chairman,  since  I  provide  bountifully 
for  the  pauper,  without  expense  to  him  that  pays 
taxes.  I  am  at  the  head  of  the  fire  department, 
and  one  of  the  physicians  to  the  board  of  health. 
As  a  keeper  of  the  peace,  all  water-drinkers  will 
confess  me  equal  to  the  constable.  I  perform  some 
of  the  duties  of  the  town  clerk,  by  promulgating 
public  notices,  when  they  are  posted  on  my  front 
To  speak  within  bounds,  I  am  the  chief  person  of 
the  municipality,  and  exhibit^  moreover,  an  admira- 
ble pattern  to  my  brother  o6Scers,  by  the  cool, 
steady,  upright,  downright,  and  impartial  discharge 
of  my  business,  and  the  constancy  with  which 
I  stand  to  my  post  Summer  or  winter,  nobody 
seeks  me  in  vain ;  for,  all  day  tong,  I  am  seen  at 
the  busiest  comer,  just  above  the  market,  stretch- 
ing out  my  arms,  to  rich  and  poor  alike ;  and  at 
night,  I  hold  a  lantern  over  my  head,  both  to  show 
where  I  am,  and  keep  people  out  of  the  gutters. 

At  this  sultry  noontide,  I  am  cupbearer  to  the 
parched  populace,  for  whose  benefit  an  iron  goblet 
is  chained  to  my  waist  Like  -a  dranuieller  on  the 
mall,  at  muster  day,  I  cry  aloud  to  all  and  sundry, 
in  my  plainest  accents,  and  at  the  very  tiptop  of 
ray  voice.  Here  it  is,  gentlemen !  Here  is  the  good 
liquor !  Walk  up,  walk  up,  gentlemen,  walk  up, 
walk  up !  Here  is  the  superior  stuff!  Here  is  the 
unadulterated  ale  of  fother  Adam — better  than 
Cognac,  Hollands,  Jamaica,  strong  beer,  or  wine 
of  any  price ;  here  it  is  by  the  hogshead  or  the 
single  glass,  and  not  a  cent  to  pay !  Walk  up, 
gentlemen,  walk  up,  and  help  yourselves ! 

It  were  a  pity,  if  all  this  outcry  should  draw  no 
customers.  Here  they  come.  A  hot  day,  gentle- 
men !  Quafi)  and  away  again,  so  as  to  keep  your- 
selves in  s  nice  cool  sweat  You,  my  friend,  will 
need  another  cup-full,  to  wash  the  dust  out  of  your 
tUK>at,  if  it  be  as  thick  there  as  it  is  on  your  cow- 
hide shoes.  I  see  that  you  have  trudged  half  a 
score  of  miles  to-day ;  and,  like  a  wise  man,  have 
passed  by  the  taverns,  and  stopped  at  the  running 
brooks  and  well-curbs.  Otherwise,  betwixt  heat 
without  and  fire  within,  you  would  have  been 
burnt  to  a  cinder,  or  melted  down  to  nothing  at  all, 
in  the  fashion  of  a  jelly-fish.  Drink,  and  make 
room  for  that  other  fellow,  who  seeks  my  aid  to 
quench  the  fiery  fever  of  last  night's  potations, 
which  he  dsained  from  no  cup  of  mine.    Welcome, 


most  robicund  sir !  Yon  and  I  have  been  great 
strangers,  hitherto;  nor,  to  confess  the  truth,  wiH 
my  nose  be  anxious  for  a  ckiser  intimacy^  till  the 
fumes  of  your  breath  be  a  little  less  potent.  Mei^ 
Qj  OQ  you,  man !  the  water  absolutely  his0B  dowa 
your  red-hot  gullet,  and  is  converted  quite  to  steanv 
in  the  miniature  tophet,  which  you  mistake  for  a 
stomach.  Fill  again,  and  tell  me,  on  the  word  of 
an  honest  toper,  did  you  ever,  in  cellar,  tavern,  or 
any  kind  of  a  dram-shop,  spend  the  prke  of  your 
children's  food,  for  a  swig  half  so  delicious  ?  Now, 
for  the  first  time  these  ten  years,  you  know  the 
flavour  of  cold  water.  Good-by ;  and,  whenever 
you  are  thirsty^  remember  that  I  keep  a  coostaat 
supply,  at  the  old  stand.  Who  nextl  Oh,  my 
little  friend,  you  mrt  let  loose  from  school,  and  come 
hither  to  scrub  your  blooming  face,  and  drown  the 
memory  of  certain  taps  of  the  ferule, -and  other 
schoolboy  troubles,  in  a  draught  from  the  Town 
Pump.  Take  it,  pure  as  the  current  of  your  young 
life.  Take  it,  and  may  your  heart  and  toogne 
never  be  scorched  with  a  fiercer  thirst  than  now  * 
There,  my  dear  child,  put  down  the  cnpt,  and  yiekl 
your  place  to  this  elderly  gentleman,  who  treads 
so  tenderly  over  the  paving-stones,  thst  I  snupecl 
he  is  afrakl  of  breaking  them.  Whi|t !  he  Kiaps 
by,  without  so  much  as  thanking  me,  as  if  my  hos- 
pitable ofiera  wore  meant  only  for  people  who  have 
no  wine  cellars.  Well,  weB,  sir — no  harm  ttme, 
I  hope!  Go  draw  the  cork,  tip  the  decanter ;  hot, 
when  your  great  toe  shall  set  you  a-roaring,  it  will 
be  no  afiair  of  mine.  If  gentlemen  love  the  plea- 
sant titillation  of  the  gout,  it  is  all  one  Xq  the  Town 
Pump.  This  thirsty  dog,  with  his  red  tongne  loll- 
ing out,  does  not  scorn  my  hospitality,  but  stands 
on  his  hind  legs,  snd  laps  eager|y  out  of  the  trough. 
See  how  lightly  he  capen  away  again !  Jowkr, 
did  your  worship  ever  have  the  gout  ? 

Are  you  all  satisfied  ?     7*hen  wipe  your  Btovths, 
my  good  friends ;  and,  while  my  spott  has  a  mr 
ment's  leisure,  I  will  delight  the  town  vrit* 
historical  remiDi^cenoes.    In  far  antiquity, 
a  darksome  shadow  of  vencraMe  boughs, 
bubbled  out  of  the  lea(«trown  earth,  in  the  vci^  sp 
where  you  now  behold  me,  on  the  sunny  paveaen 
The   water  was  as  bright  and  dear,  and  deemc 
as  precious,  as  liquid  diamonds.     The  Ia£att  sl 
gamores  drank  of  it,  from  time  immemorial.  tiQ  the 
fatal  deluge  of  the  fire-water  burst  upon  the  red 
men,  and  swept  their  whole  race  away  frosa  the 
cold  fountains.     Endicott,  and  his  followers,  case 
next  and  often  knelt  down  to  drink,  dipping  their 
long  beards  in  the  spring.    The  richest  goblet,  then, 
was  of  birch  bark.    Governor  Winthrop,  after  a 
journey  afoot  from  Boston,  drank  here,  oat  of  thr 
hoUow  of  his  hand.     The  elder  Higginson  ' 
wet  his  palm,  and  laid  it  on  the  brow  of  the 
town-bom  child.     For  many  years  it  was  the  wi 
ing-place,  and,  as  it  were,  ttfs  vrash-bowl  of  tl 
vicinity — ^whither  all  decent  folks  resorted,  to  ^ 
fy  their  visages,  snd  gase  at  them  afterwards — « 
least  the  pretty  maidens  did — in  the  mirror  whi 
it  made.     On  Sabbath  days,  whenever  a  bobs  w 
to  be  baptised,  the  sexton  filled  his  besin  here,  ai 
placed  it  on  the  commuiAm-table  of  the  hombl 
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meeting-houae,  which  partly  covered  the  site  of 
jonder  stately  brick  one.  Thus,  one  generation 
after  another  was  consecrated  to  Heaven  by  its 
waters,  and  cast  their  waxing  and  waning  shadows 
into  its  glassy  bosom,  and  vanished  from  the  earth, 
as  if  mortal  life  were  but  a  flitting  image  in  a  foun- 
tain. Finally,  the  fountain  vanished  also.  Cel- 
lars were  dug  on  all  sides,  and  cart-loads  of  gravel 
flung  upon  its  source,  whence  oozed  a  turbid 
rtream,  forming  a  mudpuddle,  at  the  corner  of  two 
streets.  -  In  the  hot  months,  when  its  refreshment 
was  most  needed,  the  dust  flew  in  clouds  over  the 
fM-gotten  birthplace  of  the  waters,  now  their  grave. 
But,  in  the  course  of  time,  a  Town  Pump  was  sunk 
into  the  source  of  the  ancient  spring ;  and  when 
the  first  decayed,  another  took  its  place— and  then 
another,  and  still  another — till  here  stand  I,  gentle- 
men and  ladies,  to  serve  you  with  my  iron  goblet. 
Drink,  and  be  refreshed.!  The  water  is  pure  and 
cold  as  that  which  slaked  the  thirst  of  the  red  sar 
gamore,  beneath  the  aged  boughs,  though  now  the 
gem  of  the  wilderness  is  treasured  under  these  hot 
stones,  where  no  shadow  falls,  but  from  the  brick 
buildings.  And  be  it  the  moral  of  my  story,  that, 
as  this  wasted  and  long-lost  fountain  is  now  known 
and  prized  again,  so  shall  the  virtues  of  cold  water, 
too  little  valued  since  your  fathers'  days,  be  re- 
cognised by  all. 

Ipbur  pardon,  good  people !  I  must  interrupt  my 
stream  of  eloquence,  and  spout  forth  a  stream  of 
water,  to  replenish  the  trough  for  this  teamster  and 
his  two  yoke  of  oxen,  who  have  come  firom  Topa- 
fi^ld,  or  somewhere  along  that  way.  No  part  of 
my  business  is  pleasanter  than  the  watering  of  cat- 
tle. Look !  how  rapidly  they  lower  the  watermark 
on  the  sides  of  the  trough,  till  their  capacious 
stomachs  are  moistened  with  a  gallon  or  two  apiece, 
and  they  can  afford  time  to  breathe  it  in,  with  sighs 
of  calm  enjoyment  Now  they  roll  their  quiet  eyes 
around  the  ^rim  of  their  monstrous  drinking-ves- 
seL     An  ox  is  your  true  toper. 

Bat  I  perceive,  my  dear  auditors,  that  you  are 
impatient  for  the  remainder  of  my  discourse.    Im- 
pute it,  I  beseech  you,  to  no  defect  of  modesty,  if 
I  insist  a  little  longer  on  so  fruitful  a  topic  as  my 
own  multifarious  merits.     It  is  altogether  for  your 
good.     The  better  you  think  of  me,  the  better  men 
and  women  will  you  find  yourselves.     I  shall  say 
nothing  of  my  all-important  aid  on  washing  days ; 
though,  on  that  account  alone,  I  might  call  niyself 
the  household  god  of  a  hundred  families.     Far  be 
it  from  me  also,  to  hint,  my  respectable  friends,  at 
the  show  of  dirty  faces,  which  you  would  present, 
without  my  pains  to  keep  you  clean.    Nor  will  I 
remind  you  how  oflen,  when  the  midnight  bells 
make  you  tremble  for  your  combustible  town,  you 
have  fled  tosthe  Town  Pump,  and  found  me  al- 
ways at  my  post,  firm,  amid  the  confusion,  and 
ready  to  drain  my  vital  current  in  your  behalf, 
^ither  is  it  worth  while  to  lay  much  stress  on  my 
claims  to  a  medical  diploma,  as  the  physician,  whose 
simple  rule  of  practice  is  preferable  to  all  the  nau- 
feoos  lore  which  has  found  men  sick  or  left  them  so, 
since  the  days  of  Hippocrates.  Let  us  take  a  broader 
view  of  my  beneficiaklnfluence  on  mankind, 
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No ;  these  are  trifles,  compared  with  the  merits 
which  wise  men  concede  to  me — ^if  not  in  my  sin- 
gle self,  yet  as  the  representative  of  a  class — of  be- 
ing the  grand  reformer  of  the  age.     From  my 
spout,  and  such  spouts  as  mine,  mu^  flow  the 
stream,  that  shall  cleanse  our  earth  of  the  lust  por- 
tion of  its  crime  and  anguish,  which  has  gu^ed 
fi'om  the  fiery  fountains  of  the  still.     In  this  migh^ 
enterprise,  the  cow  shall  be  my  ^eat  confederate. 
Milk  and  water !  The  Towif  Pump  and  the  Cow  ! 
Such  is  the  glorious  copartnership,  that  shall  tear 
down  thsL  distilleries  and  brewhouses,  uproot  the 
vineyards,  shatter  the  cider-presses,  ruin  the  tea 
and  coffee  trade,  and,  finally  monopolize  the  whole 
business  of  quenching  thirst     Blessed  consumma- 
tion !     Then,  Poverty  shall  pass  away  from  the 
land,  finding  no  bovel  so  wretched,  where   her 
squalid   form  may  shelter  itself.     Then  Disease, 
for  lack  of  other  victims,  shall  gnaw  its  own  heart, 
and  die.     Then  6in,  if  she  do  not  die,  shall  lose  half  . 
her  strength.     Until  now,  the  phrensy  of  heredi- 
tary fever  has  raged  in  the  human  blood,  transmitted 
fi'om  sire  to  son,  and  rekindled,  in  every  genera- 
tion, by  fresh  draughts  of  liquid   flame.     When 
that  inward  fire  shall  be  extinguished,  the  heat  of 
passion  cannot  but  grow  cool,  and  war — the  drunk- 
enness of  nations — perhaps  will  cease.     At  least, 
there  will  be  no  war  of  households.     The  husband 
and  wife,  drinking  deep  of  peaceful  joy — a  calm 
bliss  of  temperate  affections — shall  pass  hand  in 
hand  through  life,  and  lie  down,  not  reluctantly,  at 
its  protracted  close.    To  them,  the  past  will  be  no 
turmoil  of  mad  dreams,  nor  the  future  an  eternity 
of  such  moments  as  foUuw  the  delirium  of  the 
drunkanl.     Their  dead  faces  shall  express  what 
their  spirits  were,  and  are  to  be,  by  a  lingering 
smile  of  memory  and  hope. 

Ahem !  Dry  work,  this  speechifying ;  especially 
to  an  unpractised  orator.  I  never  conceived,  till 
now,  what  toil  the  temperance  lecturers  undergo 
for  my  sake.  Hereafter,  they  shall  have  the  busi- 
ness to  themselves.  Do,  some  kind  Christian, 
pump  a  stroke  or  two,  just  to  wet  my  whistle. 
Thank  you,  sir!  My  dear  hearers,  when  the  world 
shall  have  been  regenerated,  by  my  instrumentali- 
ty, you  will  collect  your  useless  vats  and  liquor 
casks  into  one  great  pile,  and  make  a  bonfire,  in 
honour  of  the  Town  Pump.  And,  when  I  shall 
have  decayed,  like  my  predecessors,  then,  if  you  re- 
vere my  memory,  let  a  marble  fountaiq,  richly 
sculptured,  take  my  place  upon  the  spot  Such 
monuments  should  be  erected  everywhere,  and  in- 
scribed with  the  names  of  the  distinguished  cham- 
pions of  my  cause.  Now  listen;  for  something 
very  important  is  to  come  next 

There  are  two  or  three  honest  friends  of  mine — 
and  true  friends,  I  know,  they  are— who,  neverthe- 
less, by  their  fiery  pugnacity  in  my  behalf^  do  put 
me  in  fearful  hazard  of  a  broken  nose,  or  even  a 
total  overthrow  upon  the  pavement,  and  the  loss 
of  the  treasure  which  I  guard.  I  pray  you,  gentle- 
men, let  this  fault  be  amended.  Is  it  decent,  think 
you,  to  get  tipsy  with  zeal  for  temperance,  and  take 
up  the  honourable  cause  of  the  Town  Pump,  in 
the  style  of  a  toper,  fighting  for  his  brandy  bottle  1 
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Or,  can  the  excellent  qualities  of  cold  water  be  no 
otherwise  exemplified,  than  by  plunging,  slapdash, 
into  hot  water,  and  wofully  scalding  yourselves  and 
other  people  ?  Trust  me,  they  may.  In  the  moral 
warfare,  which  you  are  to  wage — and,  indeed,  in 
the  whole  conduct  of  ^onr  lives— you  cannot  choose 
a  better  example  than  myself,  who  have  never  per- 
mitted the  dust  and  sultiy  atmosphere,  the  turbu- 
lence and  manifold  disquietudes  of  the  world  around 
roe,  to  reach  that  deep,  calm  well  of  purity,  which 
may  be,  called  my  souL  And  whenever  I  pour  out 
that  soul,  it  is  to  cool  earth's  fever,  or  cleanse  its 
stains. 

One  o'clock !  Nay,  then,  if  the  dinner-bell  be- 
gins to  speak,  I  may  as  well  hold  my  peace.  Here 
comes  a  pretty  young  girl  of  my  acquaintance,  with 
a  large  stone  pitcher  for  me  to  fill.  May  she  draw 
a  husband,  while  drawing  her  water,  as  Rachel  did 
of  old.  Hold  out  your  vessel,  my  dear!  There 
it  is,  full  to  the  brim ;  so  now  run  home,  peeping 
at  your  sweet  image  in  the  pitcher,  as  you  go;  and 
forget  not,  in  a  glass  of  my  own  liquor,  to  drink — 

«  SUCCXSS  TO  THK  ToWlI   PuMF  !" 


DAVID  SWAN.— A  FANTASY. 


FKOX  THK  SAME. 


Wk  can  be  but  partially  acquainted  even  with 
the  events  which  actually  influence  our  course 
through  life,  and  our  final  destiny.  There  are  in- 
numerable other  events,  if  such  they  may  be  called, 
which  come  close  upon  us,  yet  pass  awf^  without 
actual  results,  or  even  betraying  their  near  approach, 
by  the  reflection  of  any  light  or  shadow  across 
our  minds.  Could  we  know  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
our  fortunes,  life  would  be  too  full  of  hope  and 
fear,  exultation  or  disappointment,  to  afford  us  a 
single  hour  of  true  serenity.  This  idea  may  be 
illustrated  by  a  page  from  the  secret  history  of  Da- 
vid Swan. 

We  have  nothing  to  do  with  David,  until  we 
find  him,  at  the  age  of  twenty,  on  the  high  road 
from  his  native  place  to  the  city  of  Boston,  where 
his  uncle,  a  small  dealer  in  the  grocery  line,  was  to 
take  him  behind  the  counter.  Be  it  enough  to  say, 
that  he  was  a  native  of  New  Hampshire,  born  of 
respectable  parents,  and  had  received  an  ordinary 
school  education,  with  a  clasac  finish  by  a  year  at 
Oilman  ton  academy.  After  journeying  on  foot, 
from  sunrise  till  nearly  noon  of  a  summer's  day, 
his  weariness  snd  the  increasing  heat  determined 
htm  to  sit  down  in  the  first  convenient  shade,  and 
await  the  coming  up  of  the  stage-coach.  As  if 
planted  on  purpose  for  him,  there  soon  appeared  a 
little  tuft  of  maples,  with  a  delightful  recess  in  the 
midst,  and  such  a  fresh  bubbling  spring,  that  it 
seemed  never  to  have  sparkled  for  any  wayfarer 
but  David  Swan.  Virgin  or  not,  he  kissed  it  with 
his  thirsty  lips,  and  then  flung  himself  along  the 
brink,  pillowing  his  head  upon  some  shirts  and  a 
pair  of  pantaloons,  tied  up  in  ■  striped  cotton  hand- 
kerchief. The  sunbeams  could  not  reach  him  ;  the 
dust  did  not  yet  rise  from  the  road,  after  the  heavy 


rain  of  yesterday ;  and  his  grassy  lair  suited  the 
young  man  better  than  a  bed  of  down.  The  spring 
murmured  drowsily  beside  him ;  the  branches  vraved 
dreamily  across  the  blue  sky,  overhead ;  arid  a  deep 
sleep,  perchance  hiding  dreams  within  it^^ptha, 
fell  upon  David  Swan.  But  we  are  to  relate  events 
which  he  did  not  dream  of. 

While  he  lay  sound  asleep  in  the  shade,  other 
people  were  wide  awake,  and  passed  to  and  fro^ 
a-foot,  on  horseback,  and  in  all  sorts  of  vehicles, 
along  the  sunny  road  by  his  bedchamber.  Some 
looked  neither  to  the  right  band  nor  the  left,  and 
knew  not  that  he  was  there ;  some  merely  granted 
that  way,  without  admitting  the  slumberer  amoiw 
their  busy  thoughts;  some  lauded  to  see  how 
soundly  he  slept ;  and  several,  whose  hearts  were 
brimming  full  of  scorn,  ejected  their  venomous  su- 
perfluity on  David  Swan.  A  middle-aged  widow, 
when  nobody  else  was  near,  thrust  her  head  a  lit- 
tle way  into  the  recess,  and  vowed  that  the  young 
fellow  looked  charming  in  his  sleep.  A  temperance 
lecturer  saw  him,  and  wrought  poor  David  into  the 
texture  of  his  evening's  discourse,  as  an  awful  in- 
stance of  dead  drunkenness  by  the  road-side.  But, 
censure,  praise,  merriment,  scorn,  and  indiUference, 
were  all  one,  or  rather  all  nothing,  to  David  SwaiL 

He  had  slept  only  a  few  moments,  when  a  brown 
carriage,  drawn  by  a  handsome  pair  of  horses, 
bowled  easily  along,  and  was  brought  to  a  Plund- 
still,  nearly  in  front  of  David's  resting-place.  *  A 
linch-pin  had  fallen  out,  and  permitted  one  of  the 
wheels  to  slide  off.  The  damage  was  slight,  and 
occasioned  merely  a  momentary  alarm  to  an  ekler- 
ly  merchant  and  his  wife,  who  were  returning  to 
Boston  in  the  carriage.  While  the  coachman  and 
a  servant  were  replacing  the  wheel,  the  lady  and 
gentleman  sheltered  themselves  beneath  the  maple 
trees,  and  there  espied  the  bubbling  fountain,  and 
David  Swan  asleep  beside  it.  Impressed  with  the 
awe  which  the  humblest  sleeper  usually  sheds 
around  him,  the  merchant  trod  as  lightly  as  tbe* 
gout  would  allow;  and  his  spouse  took  goiid  htjf^ 
not  to  rustle  her  silk  gown  lest  David  shot  '  *  '  ^ 
up,  all  of  a  sudden. 

**  How  soundly  he  sleeps !"  whispered  tbe  old 
gentleman.  **  From  what  a  depth  he  drawv  that 
easy  breath !  Such  sleep  as  that  brought  on  with- 
out an  opiate,  would  be  worth  more  to  me  than 
half  my  income ;  for  it  would  suppose  health,  and 
an  untroubled  mind." 

"  And  youth,  besides,"  said  the  lady.  «*  Healthy 
and  quiet  age  docs  not  sleep  thus.  Our  slumb^ 
is  no  more  like  his  than  our  wakefulness." 

The  longer  they  looked,  the  more  did  this  elder- 
ly pouple  feel  interested  in  the  unknown  youth,  to 
whom  the  way-side  and  the  maple  shade  yien  as 
a  secret  chamber,  with  the  rich  gloom  of  damaa^ 
curtains  brooding  over  him.  Perceiviifg  that  a  stra^ 
sunbeam  glimmered  down  his  fiice,  the  lady  oon 
trived  to  twist  a  branch  aside,  so  as  to  intercept  it. 
And  having  done  this  little  act  of  kindness.  At 
began  to  feel  like  a  mother  to  him. 

"  Providence  seems  to  have  laid  him  here,"  whis- 
pered she  to  her  husband, "  and  to  have  brought  us 
hither  to  find  him,  after  our  disappointment  in  our 
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coasin*8  son.    Methinks  I  can  see  a  likeness  to 
our  departed  Henry.     Shall  we  awaken  him  V* 

**  To  what  purpose  ?*'  said  the  merchant,  hesi- 
tating. **  We  know  nothing  of  the  youth's  cha- 
racter." • 

«  Thaliopen  countenance  !**  replied  his  wife,  in 
the  same  hushed  voice,  yet  earnestly.  **This  in- 
nocent slee^  !*' 

While  these  whispers  were  passing,  the  sleeper's 
heart  did  not  throb,  nor  his  breath  become  agitated, 
nor  his  features  betray  the  least  token  of  interest 
Yet  Fortune  was  bending  over  him,  just  ready  to 
let  fall  a  burden  of  gold.  The  old  merchant  had 
lost  his  only  son,  and  had  no  heir  to  his  wealth, 
eiKpt  a  distant  relative,  with  whose  conduct  he 
was  dissatified.  In  such  cases,  people  sometimes 
do  stranger  things  than  to  act  the  magician,  and 
awaken  a  young  man  to  splendour,  who  fell  asleep 
in  poverty. 

**  Shall  we  not  awaken  himl"  repeated  the  lady, 
persuasively. 

«  The  coach  is  ready,  sir,"  said  the  servant,  be- 
hind. 

The  old  couple  started,  reddened,  and  hurried 
away,  mutually  wondering,  that  they  should  ever 
have  dreamed  of  *doing  any  thing  so  very  ridicu- 
lous. The  merchant  threw  himself  back  in  the 
carriage,  and  occupied  his  mind  with  the  plan  of  a 
magnificent  asylum  for  unfortunate  men  of  busi- 
ness. <  Meanwhile,  David  Swan  enjoyed  his  nap. 

The  carriage  could  not  have  gone  above  a  mile 
or  two,  when  a  pretty  young  girl  came  along,  with 
a  tripping  pace,  which  showed  precisely  how  her 
little  heart  was  dancing  in  her  bosom.     Perhaps  it 
was  this  merry  kind  of  motion   that  caused — is 
there  any  harm  in  saying  it  ? — her  garter  to  slip  its 
knot     Conscious  that  the  silken  girth,  if  silk  it 
were,  was  relaxing  its  hold,  she  turned  aside  into 
the  shelter  of  the  maple  trees,  and  there  found  a 
young  man  asleep  by  the  spring !     Blushing,  as 
r^d  as  any  rose,  that  she  should  have  intruded  into 
a  gentleman's  bed-chamber,  and  for  such  a  purpose 
too,  she  was  about  to  make  her  escape  on  tiptoe. 
But,  there  was  peril  near  the  sleeper.     A  monster 
of  a  bee  had   been  wandering  overhead — buzz, 
buzz,  buzz — jBow  among  the  leaves,  now  flashing 
through  the  strips  of  sunshine,  and  now  lost  in  the 
daik  shade,  till  finally  he  appeared  to  be  settling  on 
the  eyelid  of  David  Swan.     The  sting  of  a  bee  is 
sometimes  deadly.     As  free-hearted  as  she  was  in- 
nocent, the  girl  attacked  the  intruder  with  her  hand- 
kerchief, brushed  him  soundly,  and  drove  him  from 
beneath  the  maple  shade.     How  sweet  a  picture  ! 
This   good   deed   accomplished,   with  quickened 
breath,  and  a  deeper  blush,  she  stole  a  glance  at 
the  youthful  stranger,  for  whom  she  had  been  bat- 
with  a  dragon  in  the  air. 
e  is  handsome !"  thought  she,  and  blushed 
yet 
low  could  it  be  that  no  dream  of  bliss  grew  so 
strong  within  him,  that,  shattered   by  its   very 
strength,  it  should  part  asunder,  and  allow  him  to 
perceive  the  girl  among  its  phantoms  ?     Why,  at 
least,  did  no  smile  of  welcome  brighten  upon  his 
hee^     She  was  come,  the  maid  whose  soul,  ac- 


cording to  the  old  and  beautiful  idea,  had  been 
severed  from  his  own,  and  whom,  in  all  his  vague 
but  passionate  desires,  he  yearned  to  meet  Her, 
only,  could  he  love  with  perfect  love — him,  only, 
could  she  receive  into  the  depths  of  her  heart— «nd 
now  her  image  was  faintly  blushing  in  the  foun- 
tain, by  his  dde ;  should  it  pass  away,  its  happy 
lustre  would  never  gleam  upon  his  life  again. 

*'  How  sound  he  sleeps !"  murmived  the  girl. 

She  departed,  but  did  not  trip  along  the  road  so 
lightly  as  when  she  came. 

Now,  this  girl's  father  was  a  thriving  country 
merchant  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  happened,  at 
that  identical  time,  to  be  looking  out  for  just  such 
a  young  man  as  David  Swan.  Had  David  formed 
a  way-side  acquaintance  with  the  daughter,  he 
would  have  become  the  father's  clerk,  and  all  else 
in  natural  succession.  So  here,  again,  had  good 
fortune — the  best  of  fortunes — stolen  so  near,  that 
her  garments  brushed  against  him ;  and  he  knew 
nothing  of  the  matter. 

The  girl  was  hardly  out  of  sight,  when  two  men 
turned  aside  beneath  the  maple  shade.  Both  had 
dark  faces,  set  oflf  by  cloth  caps,  which  were  drawn 
down  aslant  over  their  brows.  Their  dresses  were 
shabby,  yet  had  a  certain  smartness.  These  were 
a  couple  of  rascals,  who  got  their  living  by  what- 
ever Uie  devil  sent  them,  and  now,  in  the  interim 
of  other  business,  had  staked  the  joint  profits  of 
their  next  piece  of  villany  on  a  game  of  cards, 
which  was  to  have  been  decided  here  under  the 
trees.  But,  finding  David  asleep  by  the  spring, 
one  of  the  rogues  whispered  to  his  fellow — 

"Hist! — Do  you  see  that  bundle  under  his 
head  r        ^ 

The  other  villain  nodded,  winked,  and  leered. 

**  I'll  bet  you  a  horn  of  brandy,"  said  the  first, 
« that  the  chap  has  either  a  pocketbook,  or  a  snug 
little  hoard  of  small  change,  stowed  away  amongst 
his  shirts.  And  if  not  there,  we  shall  find  it  in 
his  pantaloons'  pocket." 

"But  how  if  he  wakes?"  said  the  other. 

His  companion  thrust  aside  his  waistcoat,  pointed 
to  the  handle  df  a  dirk,  and  nodded. 

"  So  be  it !"  muttered  the  second  villain. 

They  approached  the  unconscious  David,  and, 
while  one  pointed  the  dagger  toward  his  heart,  the 
other  began  to  search  the  bundle  beneath  his  head. 
Their  two  faces,  grim,  wrinkled,  and  ghastly  with 
guilt  and  fear,  bent  ovqt  their  victim,  looking  hor- 
rible enough  to  be  mistaken  for  fiends,  should  he 
suddenly  awake.  Nay,  had  the  villains  glanced 
aside  into  the  spring,  even  they  wx>uld  hardly  have 
known  themselves,  as  reflected  there.  But  David 
Swan  had  never  worn  a  more  tranquil  aspect,  even 
when  asleep  on  his  mother's  breast 

**  1  must  take  away  the  bundle,"  whispered  one. 

« If  he  stirs,  I'll  strike,"  muttered  the  other. 

But,  at  this  moment,  a  dog,  scenting  along  the 
ground,  came  in  beneath  the  maple  trees,  and  gazed 
alternately  at  each  of  these  wicked  men,  and  then 
at  the  quiet  sleeper.  He  then  lapped  out  of  the 
fountain. 

**  Pshaw !"  said  one  villain.  »  We  can  do  no- 
thing now.  The  dog's  master  must  be  close  behind." 
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**  Let's  tike  a  drink,  and  be  oS,"  aaid  the  other. 

The  man,  with  the  dagger,  thrutt  back  the 
weapon  into  his  bosom,  and  drew  forth  a  pocket- 
pirtol,  but  not  of  that  kind  which  kills  by  a  single 
discharge.  It  was  a  flask  of  liqaor,  witli  a  block- 
tin  tumbler  screwed  upon  the  mouth.  Each  drank 
a  comfortable  dram,  and  left  the  spot,  with  so  many 
jests,  and  such  laughter  at  their  unaccomplished 
wickedness,  that  they  might  be  said  to  have  gone  on 
their  way  rejoicing.  In  a  few  hpurs,  they  had  for- 
gotten the  whole  affair,  nor  once  imagined  that  the 
recording  angel  had  written  down  the  crime  of  mur- 
der against  their  souls,  in  letters  as  durable  as  eter- 
nity. As  for  David  Swan,  he  still  slept  quietly, 
neither  conscious  of  the  shadow  of  death  when  it 
hung  over  him,  nor  of  the  glow  of  renewed  life, 
>  when  that  shadow  was  withdrawn. 

He  slept,  but  no  longer  so  quietly  as  at  first 
An  hour's  repose  had  snatched,  from  his  elastic 
frame,  the  weariness  with  which  many  hours  of 
toil  had  burdened  it  Now,  he  stirred — now,  moved 
his  lips,  without  a  sound — now,  talked,  in  an  in- 
ward tone,  to  the  noonday  spectres  of  his  dream. 
But  a  noise  of  wheels  came  rattling  louder  and 
louder  along  the  road,  until  it  dashed  through  the 
dispersing  mist  of  David^s  slumber — and  there  was 
the  stage-coach.  He  started  up,  with  all  his  ideas 
about  him. 

<*  Halloo,  driver ! — Take  a  passenger  V*  shouted 
he. 

<*  Room  on  top !"  answered  the  driver. 

Up  mounted  David,  and  bowled  away  merrily 
toward  Boston,  without  so  much  as  a  parting  glance 
at  that  fountain  of  dreamlike  vicissitudab  He  knew 
not  that  a  phantom  of  Wealth  had  thrown  a  golden 
hue  upon  its  waters — nor  that  one  of  Love  had 
sighed  soflly  through  their  murmur — nor  that  we  of 
Death  had  threatened  to  crimson  them  with  his 
blood— -all,  in  the  brief  hour  since  he  lay  down  to 
sleep.  Sleeping  or  waking,  we  hear  not  the  airy 
footsteps  of  the  strange  things  that  almost  happen. 
Does  it  not  argue  a  superintending  Providence, 
that,  while  viewless  and  unexpocte<V  events  thrust 
themselves  continually  athwart  our  path,  there 
should  still  be  regularity  enough,  in  mortal  life,  to 
render  foresight  even  partially  available  1 


THE  CELESTIAL  RAILROAD. 

FSOX  M08SSS  raOM  AN  OLD  MAJOB. 


Not  a  great  while  ago,  passing  thtpugh  the  gate 
of  dreams,  I  visited  that  region  of  the  earth  in 
which  lies  the  famous  city  of  Destruction.  It  in- 
terested me  much  to  learn  that  by  the  public  spirit 
of  some  of  the  inhabitants,  a  railroad  has  recently 
been  f»tablished  between  this  populous  and  flou- 
rishing town,  and  the  Celestial  City.  Having  a 
little  time  upon  my  hands,  I  resolved  to  gratify  a 
liberal  curiosity  to  make  a  trip  thither.  According- 
ly, one  fine  morning,  after  paying  my  bill  at  the 
hotel,  and  directing  the  porter  to  stow  my  luggage 
behind  a  coach,  I  took  my  seat  in  the  vehicle  and 
set  out  for  the  Station-house.    It  was  my  good  for- 


tune to  enjoy  Uie  company  of  gentlemen— one  Mr. 
Smooth-it-away— who,  though  he  had  never  actu- 
ally visited  the  Celestial  City,  yet  aeemed  as  well 
acquainted  with  its  laws,  customs,  policy,  and  sta- 
tistics, as*  with  those  of  the  city  of  Destruction,  of 
which  he  was  a  native  townsman.  Bein^,  mor»> 
over,  a  director  of  the  railroad  corporation,  and  one 
of  its  largest  stockholders,  he  had  it  in  his  power 
to  give  me  all  desirable  information  respecting  that 
praiseworthy  enterprise. 

Our  coach  rattled  out  of  the  dty,  and  at  a  diort 
distance  from  its  outskirts,  passed  over  a  bridge,  i^ 
elegant  construction,  but  somewhat  too  s&ght,  as  I 
imagined,  to  sustain  any  considerable  weight  On 
both  sides  lay  an  extensive  quagmire,  which  coukl 
not  have  been  more  disagreeable  either  to  sight  or 
smell,  had  all  the  kennels  of  the  earth  emptied  their 
pollution  there. 

**  This,"  remarked  Mr.  Smooth-it-awaj,  « is  the 
famous  Slough  of  Despond — a  disgrace  to  all  the 
neighbourhood ;  and  the  greater,  that  it  might  so 
easily  be  converted  into  firm  ground." 

«( I  have  understood,"  said  I,  **  that  efibrta  have 
been  made  for  that  purpose,  from  time  imooemortaL 
Bunyan  mentions  that  above  twei^ty  thousand  cart- 
loads of  wholesome  instructions  had  be^n  thrown 
in  here,  without  effect" 

<*  Very  probably  ! — and  what  efStd  could  be  an- 
ticipated from  such  unsubstantial  stuflf?"  cried  Mr. 
Smoolh-it-away.  <«You  observe  this  conveniat 
bridge.  We  obtained  a  sufficient  foundation  for 
it  by  throwing  into  the  Slough  sooie  ediiioos  of 
books  of  morality,  volumes  of  French  philoaophy 
and  German  rationalism,  tracts,  sermons,  and  esaajs 
of  modern  clergymen,  extracts  from  Plato,  Confu- 
cius, and  various  Hindoo  sages,  U^ether  with  a 
few  ingenious  commentaries  upon  texts  of  8^p- 
ture— all  of  which,  by  some  scientific  process,  have 
been  converted  into  a  mass  like  granite.  The 
whole  bog  might  be  filled  up  with  similar  matter.** 

It  really  seemed  to  me,  however,  that  f 
vibrated  and  heaved  up  and  down  in  s 
dable  manner;  and,  in  spite  of  Mr. 
away's  testimony  to  the  solidity  of  its  fou 
I  should  he  loth  to  cross  it  in  a  crowded  ommlyu 
especially,  if  each  passenger  were  endfinbered  with 
as  heavy  luggage  as  that  gentleman  and  myselC 
Nevertheless,  we  got  over  without  accident,  and 
soon  found  ourselves  at  the  Station-house.     Thb 
very  neat  and  spacious  edifice  is  erected  on  the  ste 
of  the  little  Wicket-Gate,  which  formerij,  as  aO 
old  pilgrims  will  recollect,  stood  directly  across  the 
'  highway,  and,  by  its  inconvenient  narrowness,  w — 
a  great  obstruction  to  the  traveller  of  liberal  mi 
and  expansive  stomach.    The  reader  of  John  Bi 
yan  will  be  glad  to  know,  that  Christian's  old  fir 
Evangelist  who  was  accustomed  to  supply  < 
pilgrim  with  a  mystic  roll,  now  preades  at  the  ti 
office.    Some  malicious  persons,  it  is  true,  c^,»j 
the  identity  of  this  reputable  character  with  the 
Evangelist  of  old  times,  and  even  pretend  to  bring 
competent  evidence  of  an  imposture.     WiiUioiit  in- 
volving myself  in  a  dispute,  I  shall  mereljir  obaerta, 
that  so  far  as  my  experience  goes,  the  aqoaie  jpwcss 
of  pasteboard,  now  delivered  to  pasacDAgeia,  an 
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nmch  more  conTenient  and  lueful  along  the  road« 
than  t|ie  antique  roll  of  parchment  Whether 
they  will  be  as  readily  received  at  the  gate  of  the 
Celestial  City,  I  decline  giving  an  opinion. 

A  large  number  of  passengers  were  already  at 
the  Station-house,  awaiting  the  departure  of  the 
cars.  By  the  aspect  and  demeanour  of  these  per- 
sona, it  was  easy  to  judge  that  the  feelings  of 
the  community  hud  undergone  a  very  favourable 
change,  in  reference  to  the  celestiaKpilgrimage.  It 
would  have  done  Bunyao's  heart  good  to  see  it 
Instead  of  a  lonely  and  ragged  man,  with  a  huge 
burden  on  his  back,  plodding  along  sorrowfully  on 
foot,  while  the  whole  city  hooted  after  him,  here 
were  parties  of  the  first  gentry  and  most  respecta- 
ble people  in  the  neighbourhood,  setting  forth  to- 
ward the  Celestial  City,  as  cheerfully  as  if  the  pil- 
grimage were  merely  a  summer  tour.  Among  the 
gentlemen  were  characters  of  deserved  eminence, 
magistrates,  politicians,  and  men  of  wealth,  by 
whose  example  religion  could  not  but  be  greatly 
recommended  to  their  meaner  brethren.  In  the 
ladies'  apartment,  too,  I  rejoiced  to  distingubh  some 
of  those  flowers  of  fashionable  society,  who  are  so 
well  fitted  to  adorn  the  most  elevated  circles  of  the 
OelestiiA  City.  There  was  much  pleasant  conver- 
sation about  the  news  of  the  day,  topics  of  business, 
politics,  or  the  lighter  matters  of  amusement;  while 
religion,  though  indubitably  the  main  thing  at  heart, 
was  thrown  tastefully  into  the  back-ground.  Even 
an  infidel  would  have  heard  little  or  nothing  to 
shock  his  sensibility. 

One  great  convenience  of  the  new  method  of 
going  on  pil^mage,  I  must  not  forget  to  mention. 
Our  enormous  burdens,  4nstead  of  being  carried  on 
oar  shoulders,  as  had  been  the  custom  of  old,  were 
all  snugly  deposited  in  the  baggage-car,  and,  as  I 
was  assured,  would  be  delivered  to  their  respective 
owners  at  the  journey's  end.    Another  thing,  like- 
''ht^  benevolent  reader  will  be  delighted  to  un- 
it may  be  remembered  that  there  was 
t  feud,  between  Prince  Beelzebub  and  the 
the  Wicket-Gate,  and  that  the  adherents 
...mer  distinguished  personage  were  accus- 
lomeu  to  ^iioot  deadly  arrows  at  honest  pilgrims, 
while  knocking  at  the  door.     This  dispute,  much 
to  the  credit  as  well  of  the  illustrious  potentate 
above-mentioned,  as  of  the  worthy  and  enlightened 
Directors  of  the  railroad,  has  been  pacifically  ar- 
ranged, on  the  principle  of  mutual  compromise. 
The  Prince's  subjects*  are  now  pretty  numerously 
employed  about  the  Station-House,  some  in  taking 
care  of  the  baggage,  others  in  collecting  fuel,  feed- 
ing the  engines,  and  such  congenial  occupations ; 
and  I  can  conscientiously  aflirm,  that  persons  more 
attentive  to  their  business,  more  willing  to  accom- 
modate, or  more  generally  agreeable  to  the  passen- 
gers, are  not  to  be  found  on  any  railroad.    Every 
good  heart  must  surely  exult  at  so  satisfiujtory  an 
arrangement  of  an  immemorial  difiSculty. 

**  Where  is  Mr.  Great-heart  1*'  inquired  L  <*  Be- 
yond a  doubt,  the  Directors  have  engaged  that  fa- 
mous old  champion  to  be  chief  conductor  on  the 
railroad?" 

•<  Why,  no,"  odd  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  with  a 


dry  cough.  «  He  was  offered  the  situation  of  brake- 
man  ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  our  fi-iend  Great- 
heart  has  grown  preposterously  stiff  and  narrow  in 
hia  old  age.  He  has  so  often  guided  pilgrims  over 
the  road,  on  foot,  that  he  considers  it  a  sin  to  travel 
in  any  other  fashion.  Besides,  the  old  fellow  had 
entered  so  heartily  into  the  ancient  feud  with  Prince 
Beelzebub,  that  he  would  have  been  perpetually  at 
blows  or  ill  language  with  some  of  the  prince's 
subjects,  and  thus  have  embroiled  us  anew.  So, 
on  the  whole,  we  were  not  sorry  when  honest  Greats 
heart  went  off  to  the  Celestial  City,  in  a  hufi^  and 
left  us  at  liberty  to  choose  a  more  suitable  and  ac- 
commodating man.  Yonder  comes  the  conductor 
of  the  train.  You  will  probably  recognise  him  at 
once." 

The  engine  at  this  moment  took  its  station  in 
advance  of  the  cars,  looking,  I  must  confess,  much 
more  like  a  sort  of  mechanical  demon  that  would 
hurry  us  to  the  infernal  regions,  than  a  laudable 
contrivance  for  smoothing  our  way  to  the  Celestial 
City.  On  its  top  sat  a  personage  almost  enveloped 
in  smoke  and  flame,  which — not  to  startle  the  read- 
er— appeared  to  gosh  from  his  own  mouth  and 
stomach,  as  well  as  from  the  engine's  brazen  ab- 
domen. 

**  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me  1"  cried  I.  *«  What 
on  earth  is  this !  A  living  creature  ? — if  so,  he  ia 
own  brother  to  the  engine  he  rides  upon !" 

«  Poh,  poh,  you  are  obtuse !"  said  Mr.  Smooth- 
it-away,  with  a  hearty  laugh.  **  Don't  you  know 
Apollyon,  Christian's  old  enemy,  with  whom  he 
fought  so  fierce  a  battle  in  the  Valley  of  Humilia- 
tion ?  He-  was  the  very  fellow  to  manage  the  en- 
gine ;  and  so  we  have  reconciled  him  to  the  cus- 
tom of  going  on  pilgrimage,  and  engaged  him  as 
chief  conductor." 

(i  Bravo,  bravo  !"  exclaimed  I,  with  irrepressible 
enthusiasm,  *<this  shows  the  liberality  of  the  age; 
this  proves,  if  any  thing  can,  that  all  musty  preju- 
dices are  in  a  fair  way  to  be  obliterated.  And  how 
will  Christian  rejoice  to  hear  of  this  happy  trans- 
formation of«his  old  antagonist !  I  promise  myself 
great  pleasure  in  informing  him  of  it,  when  we 
reach  the  Celestial  City." 

The  passengers  being  all  comfortably  seated,  we 
now  rattled,  away  merrily,  accomplishing  a  greater 
distance  in  ten  minutes  than  Christian  probably 
trudged  over  in  a  day.  It  was  laughable  while  we 
glanced  along,  as  it  were,  at  the  tail  of  a  thunder- 
bolt, to  observe  two  dusty  foot-travellers,  in  the  old 
pilgrim-guuBe,  with  cockle-shell  end  staff,  their  mys- 
tic rolls  of  parchment  in  their  hands,  and  their  in- 
tolerable burdens  on  their  backs.  The  preposter- 
ous obstinacy  of  these  honest  people,  in  persisting 
to  groan  and  stumble  along  the  difficult  pathway, 
rather  than  take  advantage  of  modem  improve- 
ments, excited  great  mirth  among  our  wiser  brother- 
hood. We  greeted  the  two  pilgrims  with  many 
pleasant  gibes  and  a  roar  of  laughter;  whereupon, 
they  gazed  at  us  with  such  woful  and  absurdly 
compassionate  visages,  that  our  merriment  grew 
tenfold  more  obstreperous.  Apollyon,  also,  entered 
heartily  into  the  fun,  and  contrived  to  flirt  the 
smoke  and  flame  of  the  engine,  or  of  hia  own 
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breath,  into  their  facen,  and  envelope  them  in  an 
atmosphere  of  scalding  steam.  These  little  prac- 
tical jokes  amused  us  mightily,  and  doubtless 
afforded  the  pilgrims  the  gratification  of  considering 
themselves  martyrs. 

At  some  distance  from  the  railroad,  Mr.  Smooth- 
it-away  pointed  to  a  large,  antique  edifice,  which, 
he  observed,  was  a  tavern  of  long  standing,  and 
had  formerly  been  a  noted  stopping-place  for  pil- 
grims. In  Bunyan's  road-book  it  is  mentioned  as 
the  Interpreter's  House. 

**  I  have  long  had  a  curiosity  to  visit  that  old 
mansion,'*  remarked  I. 

«<  It  is  nof  one  of  our  stations,  as  you  perceive," 
■aid  my  companion.     "  The  keeper  was  violently 
opposed  to  the  railroad ;  and  well  he  might  be,  as 
the  track  left  his  house  of  entertainment  on  one 
side,  and  thus  was  pretty  certain  to  deprive  him  of 
all  his  reputable  customers.    But  the  foot-path  still 
passes  his  door ;  and  the  old  gentleman  now  and 
then  receives  a  call  from  some  simple  traveller,  and 
entertains  him  with  fare  as  old-fashioned  as  himself." 
Before  our  talk  on  this  subject  came  to  a  conclu- 
sion, we  were  rushing  by  the  place  where  Chris- 
tian's burden  fell  from  his  shoulders,  at  the  sight  of 
the  Cross.     This  served  as  a  theme  for  Mr.  Smooth- 
it-away,  Mr.  Live-for-the-world,  Mr.  Hidc-sin-in- 
the-heart,  Mr.  Scaly-conscience,  and  a  knot  of  gen- 
tlemen from  the  town  of  Shun-repentance,  to  des- 
cant upon  the  inestimable  advantages  resulting  from 
the  safety  of  our  baggage.     Myself,  and  all   the 
passengers  indeed,  joined  with  great  unanimity  in 
this  view  of  the  matter ;  for  our  burdens  were  rich 
in  many  things  esteemed  precious  throughout  the 
world  ;  and  especially,  we  each  of  us  possessed  a 
great  variety  of  favourite  Habits,  which  we  trusted 
would  not  be  out  of  fashion,  even  in  the  polite  circles 
of  the  Celestial  City.    It  would  have  been  a  sad 
spectacle  to  see  such  an  assortment  of  valuable 
articles  tumbling  into  the  sepulchre.     ThUs  plea- 
santly conversing  on  the  favourable  circumstances 
of  our  position,  as  compared  with  those  of  past  pil- 
grims, and  of  narrow-minded  ones  at  the  present 
day,  we  soon  found  ourselves  at  the  foot  of  the 
Hill  of  Difficulty.     Through  the  very  heart  of  this 
rocky  mountain  a  tunnel  has  been  constructed,  'of 
nost  admirable  architecture,  with  a  lofty  arch  and 
1  spacious  double-track  ;  so  that,  unless  the  earth 
md  rocks  chance  to  rnimble  down,  it  will  remain 
in  eternal  monument  of  the  builder's  skill  and  en- 
erprise.     It  is  a  great  though  incidental  advantage, 
hat  the  materials  from  the  heart  of  the  Hill  of  Dif- 
iculty  have  been  employed  in  filling  up  the  Valley 
»f  Humiliation ;  thus  obviating  the  necessity  of  de- 
cendiug  into  that  disagreeable  and  unwholesome 
loUow. 
«  This  is  a  wonderful  improvement,  indeed,"  said 
<*  Yet  I  should  have  been  glad  of  an  opportuni- 
f  to  visit  the  Palace  Beautiful,  and  be  introduced 
>the  charming  young  ladies-7-Miss  Prudence,  Miss 
Hety,  Miss  Charity,  and  the  rest — who  have  the 
indness  to  entertain  pilgrims  there."  ^ 

**  Young  ladies !"  cried  Mr.  8mooth-it-away,  as 
ion  as  he  could  speak  for  laughing.  **  And  charm- 
ig  young  ladies !    Why,  my  dear  fellow,  they  are 
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old  maids,  every  soul  of  them — prim,  starched,  diy, 
and  angular — and  not  one  of  them,  I  will  venton 
to  say,  has  alter^  so  much  as  the  fashion  of 
gown  since  the  days  of  Christian's  pilgrimage 

"  Ah,  well,"  said  I,  much  comforted,  **  then  I 
very  readily  dispense  with  their  acquaintance.' 

The  respectable  Apollyon  was  now  patting  oa 
the  steam  at  a  prodigious  rate ;  anxious,  perfaaps, 
to  get  rid  of  the  unpleasant  reminiscences  con- 
nected with  the  spot  where  he  had  so  disastrously 
.  encountered  Christian.  Consulting  IVft-.  Banyan's 
road-book,  I  perceived  that  we  must  now  be  withia 
a  few  mites  of  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death ; 
into  which  doleful  region,  at  our  present  mpeed,  we 
should  plunge  much  sooner  than  seemed  at  all  de> 
sirable.  In  truth,  I  expected  nothing  better  than 
to  find  myself  in  the  ditch  on  one  aide,  or  the  qoag 
on  the  other.  But  on  communicating  my  appre- 
hensions to  Mr.  Smooth-it^away,  he  assured  me 
that  the  difficulties  of  this  passage,  even  in  ita 
worst  condition,  had  been  vastly  exaggerated,  and 
that,  in  its  present  state  of  improvement,  I  might 
consider  myself  as  safe  as  on  any  railroad  in  Chii»> 
tcndom. 

Even  while  we  were  speaking,  the  traiq  shal  in- 
to the  entrance  of  this  dreaded  Valley.     Though 
I  plead  guilty  to  some  foolish  palpitations  9at  the 
heart,  during  our  headlong  rush  over  the  caose* 
way  here  constructed,  yet  it  were  unjust  to  with- 
hold the  highest  encomiums  on  the  boldness  of  its 
original  conception,  and  the  ingenuity  of  those  who 
executed  it     It  was  gratifying,  likewise,  to  observe 
how  much  care  had  been  taken  to  dispel  the  ever- 
lasting gloom,  and  supply  the  defect  of  cheerful  sun- 
shine; not  a  ray  of  which   has  ever  penetrated 
among  these  awful  shadows.     For  this  purpose,  die 
inflammable  gas,  which  exudes  plentifully  from  the 
soil,  is  collected  by  means  of  pipes,  and  thence 
communicated  to  a  quadruple  row  of  lamps,  along 
the  whole  extent  of  the  passage.     Thus  a  radiaaos 
has  been  created,  even  out  of  the  fiery  and  sulpho- 
rous  curse  that  rests  for  ever  upon  the  Valley ;  a 
radiance  hurtful,  however,  to  the  eyes,  and  soxne- 
what  bewildering,  as  I  discovered  by  th|  changes 
which  it  wrought  in  the  visages  of  my  ^sapaniofM. 
In  this  respect,  as  compared  with  natural  daylight, 
there  is  the  same  difference  as  between  troth  and 
falsehood ;  but  if  the  reader  have  ever  travelled 
through  the  dark  Valley,  he  will  have  learned  to 
be  thankful  for  any  light  that  he  cooU  get ;  if  not 
from  the  sky  above,  then  from  the  bbsted  soil  be- 
neath.    Such  was  the  red  brilliancy  of  these  lamps, 
that  they  appeared  to  build  walls  of  fire  on  both  sides 
of  the  track,  between  which  we  held  our  course 
of  lightning  speed,  while  a  reverberating  thunder 
filled  the  Valley  with  its  echoes.     Had  the  engine 
run  off  the  track — a  catastrophe,  it  is  whispered, 
by  no  means  unprecedented — the  bottomless  pit,  if 
there  be  any  such  a  place,  would  undoubtedly  have 
received  us.     Just  as  some  dismal  fooleries  of  this 
nature  had  made  my  heart  quake,  there  cuoe  a 
tremendous  shriek,  careering  along  the  Valley  as 
if  a  thousand  devils  had  burst  their  longs  to  ntlcr 
it,  but  which  proved  to  be  merely  the  whistle -of  the 
engine,  on  arriving  at  a  stopping^place. 
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The  spot,  where  we  had  now  paused,  is  the  same 
that  our  friend  Bunyan — truthful  man,  but  infected 
with  many  fantastic  notions — has  designated,  in 
terms  plainer  than  I  like  to  repeit,  as  the  mouth  of 
the  infernal  region.  This,  however,  must  be  a  mis- 
take ;  inasmuch  as  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  while  he 
remained  in  the  smoky  and  lurid  cavern,  took  oc- 
casion to  prove  that  Tophet  has  not  even  a  meta^ 
phorical  existence.  The  place,  he  assured  us,  is 
no  other  than  the  crater  of  a  half-extinct  volcano, 
in  which  the  Directors  had  caused  forgds  to  be  set 
np,  for  the  manufacture  of  railroad  iron.  Hence, 
also,  is  obtained  a  plentiful  supply  of  fuel  for  the 
use  of  the  engines.  Whoever  has  gazed  into  the 
dismal  obscurity  of  the  broad  cavern-mouth,  whence 
ever  and  anon  darted  huge  tongues  of  dusky  flame, 
— and  had  seen  the  strange,  half-shaped  monsters, 
and  visions  of  faces  horribly  grotesque,  into  which 
the  smoke  seemed  to  wreathe  itself, — and  had  heard 
the  awful  murmurs,  and  shrieks,  and  deep  shud- 
dering whispers  of  the  blast,  sometimes  forming 
themselves  into  words  almost  articulate, — would 
have  seized  upon  Mr.  Smooth-it-away*s  comfortable 
explanation,  as  greedily  as  we  did.  The  inhabit- 
ants of  the  cavern,  moreover,  were  unlovely  per- 
sonages, dark,  smoke-begrimed,  generally  deformed, 
with  mis-shapen  feet,  and  a  glow  of  dusky  redness 
in  their  eyes ;  as  if  their  hearts  had  caught  fire, 
and  were  blazing  out  of  the  upper  windows.  It 
struck  me  as  a  peculiarity,  that  the  labourers 
at  the  forge,  and  those  who  brought  fuel  to  the 
engine,  wh^n  they  began  to  draw  short  breath, 
positively  emitted  smoke  from  their  mouth  and 
nostrils. 

Among  the  idlers  about  the  train,  most  of  whom 
were  putting  cigars  which  they  had  lighted  at  the 
flame  of  the  crater,  I  was  perplexed  to  notice  se- 
veral tvho,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  had  heretofore 
set  forth  by  railroad  for  the  Celestial  City.  They 
looked  dark,  wild,  and  smoky,  with  a  singular  re- 
semblance, indeed,  to  the  native  inhabitants ;  like 
whom,  also,  they  had  a  disagreeable  propensity  to 
ill-nfltnred  g^bes  and  sneers,  the  habit  of  which  had 
wrought  a  settled  contortion  of  their  visages.  Hav- 
ing been  on  speaking  terms  with  one  of  these  per- 
sons— an  bidolent,  good-for-nothing  fellow,  who 
went  by  the  name  of  Take-it-easy — I  called  ,him, 
and  inquired  what  was  his  business  there. 

"  Did  you  not  start,'*  said  I,  •<  for  the  Celestial 
City  r' 

«  That's  a  fact,"  said  Mr.  Take-it-easy,  careless- 
ly pufHng  some  smoke  into  my  eyes.  «  But  I 
heard  such  bad  accounts,  that  I  never  took  pains 
to  climb  the  hill,  on  which  the  city  stands.  No  bu- 
siness doing — no  fun  going  on — nothing  to  drink, 
and  no  smoking  allowed — and  a  thrumming  of 
church-music  fr<yn  morning  till  night !  I  would 
not  stay  in  such  a  place,  if  they  oSered  me  house- 
room  and  living  free.*' 

«  But,  my  good  Mr.  Take-it-easy,"  cried  I,  "  why 
take  up  your  residence  here,  of  all  places  in  the 
world  r* 

**  Oh,"  said  the  loafer,  with  a  grin,  « it  is  very 
warm  hereabouts,  and  I  meet  with  plenty  of  old 
aoiuaintanoes,  and  altogether  the  place  roits  me. 


I  hope  to  see  you  back  agun,  aome  day  soon.     A 
pleasant  journey  to  you  !" 

While  he  was  speaking,  the  bell  of  the  engine 
rang,  and  we  dashed  away,  after  dropping  a  few 
passengers,  but  receiving  no  new  ones.  Rattling 
onward  through  the  Valley,  we  were  dazzled  with 
the  fiercely  gleaming  gas-lamps  as  before.  But 
sometimes,  in  the  dark  of  intense  brightness,  grim 
faces,  that  bortf  the  aspect  and  expression  of  indi- 
vidual sins,  or  evil  passions,  seemed  to  thrust  them- 
selves through  the  veil  of  light,  glaring  upon  us, 
and  stretching  forth  a  great  dusky  hand,  as  if  to 
impede  our  progress.  I  almost  thought,  that  they 
were  my  own  sins  that  appalled  me  there.  These 
were  freaks  of  imagination — nothing  more,  cer- 
tainly,— mere  delusions,  which  I  ought  to  be  hear- 
.tily  ashamed  of — but,  all  through  the  Dark  Valley, 
I  was  tormented,  and  pestered,  and  dolefully  be- 
wildered, with  the  same  kind  of  waking  dreams. 
The  mephitjc  gases  of  that  region  intoxicate  the 
brain.  As  the  light  of  natural  day,  however,  be- 
gan to  struggle  with  the  glow  of  the  lanterns,  these 
vain  imaginations  lost  their  vividness,  and  finally 
vanished  with  the  first  ray  of  sunshine  that  greeted 
our  escape  from  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  of  Death. 
Ere  we  had  gone  a  mile  beyond  it,  I  could  well- 
nigh  have  taken  my  oath,  that  this  whole  gloomy 
passage  was  a  dream. 

At  the  end  of  the  Valley,  as  John  Bunyan  men- 
tions, is  a  cavern,  where,  in  his  days,  dwelt  two 
cruel  giants,  Pope  and  Pagan,  who  had  strewn  the 
ground  about  their  residence  with  the  bones  of 
slaughtered  pilgrims.  These  vile  old  troglodytes 
are  no  longer  there;  but  in  their  deserted  cave 
another  terrible  giant  has  thrust  himself,  and  makes 
it  his  business  to  seize  upon  honest  travellers,  and 
fat  them  for  his  table  with  plentiful  meals  of  smoke, 
mist,  moonshine,  raw  potatoes,  and  saw-dust  He 
is  a  German  by  birth,  and  is  called  Giant  Tran- 
scendentalist ;  but  as  to  his  form,  his  features,  his 
substance,  and  his  nature  generally,  it  is  the  chief 
peculiarity  of  this  huge  miscreant,  that  neither  he 
for  himself,  nor  anybody  for  him,  has  ever  been 
able  to  describe  them.  As  we  rushed  by  the  ca- 
vern*s  mouth,  we  caught  a  hasty  glimpse  of  him, 
looking  somewhat  like  an  ill-proportioned  figure, 
but  considerably  more  like  a  heap  of  fog  and  duski- 
ness. He  shouted  after  us,  but  in  so  strange  a 
phraseology,  that  we  knew  not  what  he  meant,  nor 
whether  to  be  encouraged  or  aflfrighted. 

It  was  late  in  the  day,  when  the  train  thundered 
into  the  ancient  ci^  of  Vanity,  where  Vanity  Fair 
is  still  at  the  height  of  prosperity,  and  exhibits  an 
epitome  of  whatever  is  brilliant,  gay,  and  fascinat- 
ing, beneath  the  sun.  As  I  purposed  to  make  a 
considerable  stay  here,  it  gratified  me  to  learn  that 
there  is  no  longer  the  want  of  harmony  between 
the  townspeople  and  pilgrims,  which  impelled  the 
former  to  such  lamentably  mistaken  measures  as 
the  persecution  of  Christian,  and  the  fiery  martyr- 
dom of  Faithful  On  the  contrary,  as  the  new 
railroad  brings  with  it  great  trade  and  a  constant 
influx  of  strangers,  the  lord  of  Vanity  Fair  is  its 
chief  patron,  and  the  capitalists  of  the  city  are 
among  the  largest  itockholdera.    Many  passen- 
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gen  ftop  to  take  their  pleasare  or  make  their  pro- 
fit in  the  Fair,  instead  of  going  onward  to  the  Ce- 
lestial City.  Indeed,  such  are  the  charms  of  this 
place,  that  people  often  affirm  if  to  be  the  true  and 
only  heaven ;  ptouUy  contending  that  there  b  no 
other,  that  those  who  seek  further  are  mere  dream- 
ers, and  that,  if  the  fabled  brightness  of  the  Celes- 
tial City  lay  but  a  bare  mile  beyond  the  gates  of 
Vanity,  they  would  not  be  fools. enough  to  go 
thither.  Without  subscribing  to  these,  perhaps, 
exaggerated  encomiums,  I  can  truly  say,  that  my 
abode  in  the  city  was  mainly  agreeable,  and  my 
intercourse  with  the  inhabitants  productive  of  much 
amusement  and  instruction. 

Being  naturally  of  a  serious  turn,  my  attention 
was  directed  to  the  solid  advantages  derivable  from 
a  residence  here,  rather  than  to  the  efTervescent 
pleasures,  which  are  the  grand  object  with  too  many 
visitants.    The  Christian  reader,  if  he  have  had 
no  accounts  of  the  city  later  than  Bunyan's  time, 
will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  almost  every  street 
has  its  church,  and  that  the  reverend  clergy  are 
nowhere  held  in  higher  respect  than   at  Vanity 
Fair.     And  well  do  they  deserve  such  honourable 
estimation ;  for  the  maxims  of  wisdom  and  virtue 
which  fall  from  their  lips,  come  from  as  deep  a 
spiritual  source,  and  tend  to  as  lofty  a  religious  aim, 
as  those  ^f  the  sagest  philosophers  of  old.     In  jus- 
tification of  this  high  praise,  I  need  only  mention 
the  names  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Shallow-deep ;  the  Rev. 
Mr.  8tumble-at-Truth ;  that  fine  old  clerical  cha- 
racter, the  Rev.  Mr.  Thi»-to-day,  who  expects  short- 
ly to  resign  his  pulpit  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  That-to-mor- 
row ;  together  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Bewilderment ; 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Clog-the-spirit ;  and,  last  and  great- 
68%  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wind-of-doctrine.    The  labours 
of  these  eminent  divines  are  aided  by  those  of  in- 
numerable lecturers,  who  diffuse  such  a  various 
profundity,  in  all  subjects  of  human  or  celestial 
science,  ^at  any  man  may  acquire  an  omnigenous 
erudition,  without  the  trouble  of  even  learning  to 
read.     Thus  literature  is  ethereallzed  by  assuming 
for  its  medium  the  human  voice ;  and  knowledge, 
depositing  all  its  heavier  particles— except,  doubt- 
less, its  gold — ^becomes  exhaled  into  a  sound,  which 
forthwith  steals  into  the  ever-open  ear  of  the  com- 
munity.   These  ingenious  methods  constitute  a  sort 
of  machinery,  by  which  thought  and  study  are  done 
to  every  person's  hand,  without  his  putting  himself 
to  the  slightest  inconvenience  in  the  matter.  There 
is  another  species  of  machine  for  the   wholesale 
manufacture  of  individual  morality.    This  excel- 
lent result  is  effected  by  societies  for  all  manner  of 
virtuous  purposes ;  with  which  a  man  has  merely 
to  connect  himself,  throwing,  as  it  were,  his  quota 
of  virtue  into  the  common  stock ;  and  the  presi- 
dent and  directors  will  take  care  that  the  aggregate 
amount  be  well  applied.    All  these,  and  other  won- 
derful improvements  in  ethics,  religion,  and  litera- 
ture, being  made  plain  to  my  comprehension,  by 
the  ingenious  Mr.  8mooth-it-away,  inspired  me 
with  a  vast  admiration  of  Vanity  Fair. 

It  would  fill  a  volume,  in  an  age  of  pamphlets, 
were  I  to  record  all  my  obserrations  in  this  great 
capital  of  human  business  and  pleasure.    There 
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was  an  unlimited  range  of  society — the  power&l, 
the  wise,  the  witty,  and  the  famous  in  every  walk  of 
life-!-princes,  presidents,  poets,  generals,  aitisia, 
tors,  and  philanthjTppists,  all  making  their  owd  a 
ket  at  the  Fair,  ana  deeming  no  price  too  exorbitant 
for  such  commodities  as  hit  their  fancy.  It  is  veQ 
worth  one*s  while,  even  if  he  bad  no  idea  of  buy- 
ing or  selling,  to  loiter  through  the  bsxaars,  mnd 
observe  the  various  sorts  of  traffic  that  were  going 
forward.  • 

Some  of  the  purchasers,  I  thought,  made  very 
foolish  bargains.     For  instance,  a  young  man  hav- 
ing inherited  a  splendid  fortune,  laid  out  a  can»- 
derable  portion  of  it  in  the  purchase  of  diseaaca, 
and  finally  spent  all  the  rest  for  a  heavy  lot  of  ir- 
pentance  and  a  suit  of  rags.     A  very  pretty  girl 
bartered  a  heart  as  clear  as  crystal,  and  which 
seemed  her  most  valuable  possession,  for  another 
jewel  of  the  same  kin3,  but  so  worn  and  defaced 
&s  to  be  utterly  worthless.     In  one  shop,  there 
were  a  great  many  crowns  of  laurel  and  myrtle, 
which  soldiers,  authors,  statesmen,   and  varicws 
other  people,  pressed  eagerly  to  boy ;  some  pur- 
chased these  paltry  wreaths  with  their  lives ;  othefs 
by  a  toiLrame  servitude  of  years ;  and  many  sacri- 
ficed whatever  was  most  valuable,  yet  finally  slnnk 
away  without  the  crown.    There  was  a  sort  of 
stock  or  scrip,  called  Conscience,  which  seemed  to 
be  in  great  demand,  and  would  purchase  almost 
any  thing.     Indeed,  few  rich  commodities  were  to 
be  obtained  without  paying  a  heavy  sum  in  this  par- 
ticular stock,  and  a  man's  business  waf  seldom  very 
lucrative,  unless  he  knew  precisely  when  and  how 
to  throw  his  hoard  of  Conscience  into  the  market 
Yet  as  this  stock  was  the  only  thing  of  permanent 
value,  whoever  parted  with  it  was  sure  tafind  biiD- 
self  a  loser,  in  the  long  run.     Several  of^the  spe- 
culations were  of  a  queationable  character.    Oe> 
casionally,  a  member  of  Congress  recruit^  his 
pocket  by  the  sale  of  his  constituents ;  and  I  was 
assured  that  public  officers  have  often  sold  thdr 
country  at  a  very  moderate  price.     Thousands  sold 
their  happiness  for  a  whim.    Gilded  chains  were  io 
great  demand,  and  purchased  at  almost  any  sacrifice 
In  truth,  those  who  desired,  according  to  the  old 
adage,  to  sell  any  thing  valuable  foraBppng,  m%bt 
find  customers  all  over  the  Fair ;  anoMhere  were 
inniUnerable  messes  of  pottage,  piping  hot,  for  sodi 
as  chose  to  buy  them  with  their  birthrights.    A 
few  articles,  however,  could  not  be  found  genuiae 
at  the  Vanity  Fair.     If  a  customer  wished  to  re- 
new his  stock  of  youth,  the  dealers  offered  him  i 
set  of  false  teeth  and  an  auburn  wig ;  if  he  de- 
manded peace'  of  mind,  they  recommended  opioo 
or  a  brandy-bottle. 

Tracts  of  land  and  golden  mansions,  situate  is 
the  Celestial  City,  were  often  exchanged,  at  veiy 
disadvantageous  rates,  for  a  fia^  years'  lease  of 
small,  dismal,  inconvenient  tenements  in  Vanitr 
Fair.  Prince  Beelzebub  himself  took  great  inte- 
rest in  this  sort  of  traffic,  and  aometimea  conde- 
scended to  meddle  with  smaller  mattert.  I  once 
had  the  pleasure  to  see  him  bargaining  with  a  miser 
for  his  soul,  which,  after  much  ingenious  Airmislt* 
ing  on  both  sidea,  his  Highness  succeeded  in  ob- 
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taming  at  about  the  valae  of  sixpence.  The  prince 
remarked,  with  a  smile,  that  he  was  loser  by  the 
transaction. 

Day  after  day,  as  I  walked  ^  streets  of  Vanity, 
my  manners  and  deportment  became  more  and 
laore  like  those  of  the  inhabitants.  The  place  be- 
gan to  seem  like  home  ;  the  idea  of  pursuing  my 
travels  to  the  Celestial  City  was  almost  obliterated 
from  my  mind.  I  was  reminded  of  it,  however, 
by  the  sight  of  the  same  pair  of  simple  pilgrims  at 
whom  we  had  laughed  so  heartily,  when  Apollyon 
pufied  smoke  and  steam  into  their  faces,  at  the 
commencement  of  our  journey.  There  they  stood 
amid  the  densest  bustle  of  Vanity — the  dealers  of- 
fering them  their  purple,  and  fine  linen,  and  jew- 
eU;  the  men  of  wit  and  humour  gibing  at  them; 
a  pair  of  buxom  ladies  ogling  them  askance ;  while 
the  benevolent  Mr.  Smootb-it-away  whispered  some 
of  his  wisdom  at  their  elbows,  and  pointed  to  a 
newly-erected  temple, — but  there  were  these  wor^ 
thy  simpletons,  making  the  scene  look  wild  and 
monstrous,  merely  by  their  sturdy  repudiation  of 
all  part  in  its  business  or  pleasures. 

One  of  them — his  name  was  Stick-to-the-right— 
perceived  in  my  face,  I  suppose,  a  species  of  sym- 
pathy and  almost  admiration,  which,  to  my  own 
great  surprise,  I  could  not  help  feeling  for  this  prag- 
matic couple.     It  prompted  him  to  address  me. 

« Sir,"  inquired  he,  with  a  sad,  yet  mild  and 
I    kindly  voice,  "do  you  call  yourself  a  pilgrim  1" 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  "  my  right  to  that  appellation 
is  indubitable.  I  am  merely  a  sojourner  here  in 
Vanity  Fair,  being  bound  to  the  Celestial  City  by 
the  new  railroad." 

•*  Alas,  friend,"  rejoined  Mr.  Stick-to-the-right, 
« I  do  assure  you,  and  beseech  you  to  receive  the 
truth  of  my  words,  that  that  whole  concern  is 
a  bubble.  You  may  travel  on  it  all  your  lifetime, 
were  you  to  live  thousands  of  years,  and  yet  never 
get  beyond  the  Hmits  of  Vanity  Fair!  Yea; 
though  you  should  deem  yourself  entering  the  gates 
of  the  BleMed  City,  it  will  be  nothing  but  a  mise- 
rable delusion." 

"  The  Lord  of  the  Celestial  City,"  began  the 
other  pilgrim,  whose  name  was  Mr.  Foot-it-to-Hea- 
ven,  *<  ha^Huscd,  and  will  ever  refuse,  to  grant  an 
act  of  incorporation  for  this  railroad ;  and  ynless 
that  be  obtained,  no  passenger  can  ever  hope  to  en- 
ter his  dominions.  "Wherefore,  every  man,  who 
buys  a  ticket,  must  lay  his  account  with  losing  the 
purchase-money — which  is  the  value  of  his  own 
soal," 

"  Poh,  nonsense !"  said  Mr.  Smooth-it-away, 
taking  my  arm  and  leading  me  off,  <«  these  fellows 
ought  to  be  indicted  for  a  libel.  If  the  law  stood 
as  it  once  did  in  Vanity  Fair,  we  should  see  them 
grinning  through  the  iron  bars  of  the  prison  win- 
dow." 

This  incident  made  a  considerable  impression  on 
my  mind,  and  contributed  with  other  circumstances 
to  indispose  me  to  a  permanent  residence  in  the 
city  of  Vanity ;  although,  of  course,  I  was  not  sim- 
ple enough  to  give  up  my  original  plan  of  gliding 
along  easily  and  commodiously  by  railroad.  Still, 
I  grew  anxious  to  be  gone.     There  was  one  strange 
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thing  that  troubled  me ;  amid  the  occupations  or 
amusements  of  the  fair,  nothing  was  more  common 
than  for  a  person — whether  at  a  feast,  theatre,  or 
church,  or  trafficking  for  wealth  and  honours,  or 
whatever  he  might  be  doing,  and  however  uniea- 
sonable  the  interruption — suddenly  to  vanish  like 
a  soap-lHibble,  and  be  never  more  seen  of  his  fel- 
lows ;  and  so  accustomed  were  the  latter  to  such 
little  accidents,  that  they  went  on  with  their  busi- 
ness, as  quietly  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  But 
it  was  otherwise  with  me. 

Finally,  after  a  pretty  long  residence  at  the  Fair, 
I  resumed  my  journey  toward  the  Celestial  City, 
still  with  Mr.  Smooth-it-away  at  my  side.  At  a 
short  distance  beyond  the  suburbs  of  Vanity,  we 
passed  the  ancient  silver  mine,  of  which  Demas 
was  the  first  discoverer,  and  which  is  now  wrought 
to  great  advantage,  supplying  nearly  all  the  coined 
currency  of  the  world.  A  little  further  onward 
was  the  spot  where  Lot's  wife  had  stood  for  ages, 
under  the  semblance  of  a  pillar  of  salt  Curious 
travellers  have  long  since  carried  it  away  piecemeal. 
Had  all  regrets  been  punished  as  rigorously  as 
this  poor  dame's  were,  my  yearning  for  the  relin- 
quished delights  of  Vanity  Fair  might  have  pro- 
duced a  similar  change  in  my  own  corporeal  sub- 
stance, and  left  me  a  warning  to  future  pilgrims. 

The  next  remarkable  object  was  a  large  edifice, 
constructed  of  moss-grown  stone,  but  in  a  modern 
and  airy  style  of  architecture.  The  engine  came 
to  a  pause  in  its  vicinity  with  the  usual  tremendous 
shriek. 

"  This  was  formerly  the  castle  of  the  redoubted 
giant  Despair,"  observed  Mr.  Smooth-it-away; 
«<but,  since  his  death,  Mr.  Flimsy-faith  hat  re- 
paired it,  and  now  keeps  an  excellent  house  of 
entertainment  here.  It  is  one  of  our  stopping- 
places." 

"  It  seems  but  slightly  put  together,"  remarked 
I,  looking  at  the  frail,  yet  ponderous  walls.  "  I  do 
not  envy  Mr.  Flimsy-faith  bis  habitation.  Some 
day  it  will  thunder  down  upon  the  heads  of  the 
occupants." 

M  We  shall  escape,  at  all  events,"  said  Mr. 
Smooth-it-away ;  «*  for  Apollyon  is  putting  on  the 
steam  again." 

The  road  now  plunged  into  a  gorge  of  the  De- 
lectable Mountains,  and  traversed  the  field  where, 
in  former  ages,  the  blind  men  wandered  and  stum- 
bled among  the  tombs.  One  of  these  ancient  tomb- 
stones had  been  thrust  across  the  track,  by  some 
malicious  person,  and  gave  the  train  of  cars  a  ter- 
rible jolt.  Far  up  the  rugged  side  of  a  mountain, 
I  perceived  a  rusty  iron  door,  half  overgrown  with 
bushes  and  creeping  plants,  but  with  smoke  issuing 
from  its  crevices. 

« Is  that,"  inquired  I,  "  the  very  door  in  the  hill- 
side, which  the  shepherds  assured  Christian  was 
a  by-way  to  Hell  ?" 

*'  That  was  a  joke  on  the  part  of  the  shepherds,*' 
said  Mr.  Smooth-it-away,  with  a  smile.  *<It  is 
neither  more  nor  less  than  the  door  of  a  cavern, 
which  they  use  as  a  smoke-house  for  the  prepara- 
tion of  mutton  hams." 

My  recollections  of  the  journey  are  now,  foi  a 
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little  sfMice,  dim  and  confuted,  inasiDacli  ss  a  nn- 
gular  drowsiness  here  overcame  me,  owing  to  the 
fact  thcit  we  were  passing  over,  the  enchanted 
ground,  the  air  of  which  encourages  a  disposition 
to  sleep.  I  awoke,  however,  as  soon  as  we  crossed 
the  borders  of  the  pleasant  land  of  Beulah.  All 
the  passengers  were  rubbing  their  eyes,  comparing 
witches,  and  ,congnitulating  one  another  on  the 
prospect  of  arriving  so  seasonably  at  the  journey's 
end.  The  sweet  breezes  of  this  happy  clime  came 
rcl'rcshingly  to  our  nostrils;  we  beheld  the  glim- 
mering gush  of  silver  fountains,  overhung  by  trees 
of  ))eautiful  foliage  and  delicious  fruit,  which  were 
propagated  by  grafU  from  the  celestial  gardens. 
Once,  as  we  dashed  onward  like  a  hurricane,  there 
was  a  flutter  of  wings,  and  the  bright  appearance 
of  an  angel  in  the  air,  speeding  forth  on  some  hea- 
venly mission.  The  engin^  now  announced  the 
close  vicinity  of  the  final  Station-house,  by  one 
last  and  horrible  scream,  in  which  there  seemed  to 
be  distinguishable  every  kind  of  wailing  and  wo, 
and  bitter  fierceness  of  wralh,  all  mixed  up  with  the 
wild  laughter  of  a  devil  or  a  madman.  Through- 
out our  journey,  at  every  stupping-place,  ApoUyon 
had  exercised  his  ingenuity  in  screwing  the  most 
abominable  sounds  out  of  the  whistle  of  the  steam- 
engine  ;  but  in  this  closing  effort  he  outdid  him* 
self,  and  created  an  infernal  uproar,  which,  besides 
disturbing  the  peacefuiinbabitantsof  Beulah,  must 
have  sent  its  discord  even  through  the  celestial 
gates. 

While  the  horrid  clamor  was  still  ringing  in  our 
ears,  we  heard  an  exulting  strain,  as  if  a  thousand 
instruments  of  music,  with  hcis^ht,  and  depth,  and 
sweetness  in  their  tones,  at  once  tender  and  trium- 
phant, were  struck  in  unison,  to  greet  the  approach 
of  some  illustrious  hero,  who  had  fought  the  good 
fi^ht  and  won  a  glorious  victory,  and  was  come  to 
lay  aside  his  battered  arms  for  ever.  Looking  to 
ascertain  what  might  be  the  occasion  of  this  glad 
harmony,  I  jxirceivcd,  on  alighting  from  the  cars, 
that  a  multitude  of  shining  ones  had  assembled  on 
the  other  side  of  the  river,  to  welcome  two  poor 
pilgrims,  who  were  just  emerging  from  its  depths. 
They  were  the  same  whom  Apollyon  and  ourselves 
had  persecuted  witli  taunts  and  gibes,  and  scalding 
steam,  at  the  commencement  of  our  journey — the 
Hame  whose  unworldly  asj^ct  and  impressive  words 
hud  stirred  my  conscience,  amid  the  wild  revelries 
of  Vanity  Fair. 

"  How  amazingly  well  those  men  have  got  on !" 
cried  I  to  Mr.  Smooth-it-away.  « I  wish  we  were 
secure  of  as  good  a  reception.*' 

"  Never  fear — never  fear !"  answered  my  friend. 
"Come — make  haste;  the  ferry-boat  will  be  off 
directly  ;  and  in  three  minutes  you  will  be  on  the 
other  siJe  of  the  river.  No  doubt  you  will  find 
coaches  to  carry  you  up  to  tlie  city  gates." 

A  steam  ferry-boat,  the  last  improvement  on  this 
important  route,  lay  at  the  river  side,  pufiing,  snort- 
ing, and  emitting  all  those  other  disagreeable  utter- 
ances, which  betoken  the  departure  to  be  immedi- 
ate.    I  hurried  on  board  with  the  rcot  of  the  paa* 


lengers,  most  of  whom  were  in  great  perturbation ; 
some  brawling  out  for  their  baggage ;  aome  tearing 
their  hair  and  exclaiming  that  the  boat  would  ex- 
pk>de  or  sink;  0oni||  already  pale  with  the  beavuif 
of  the  stream ;  some  gnzing  affrighted  at  the  ngljL^ 
pect  of  the  steersman ;  and  some  still  dizzy  with  Ike 
slumberous  influences  of  the  Enchanted  GrouiuL 
Looking  back  to  the  shore,  I  was  amazed  to  discera 
Mr.  Smooth-it-away  waving  his  hand  in  token  of 
fJEureweil ! 

<*  DonH  y^u  go  over  to  the  Celestial  City  f  ex- 
claimed L 

*<  Oh,  no !"  answered  he  with  a  queer  smile,  and 
that  same  disagreeable  contortion  of  visage  whidi 
I  had  remarked  in  the  inhabitants  of  the  Dark  Val- 
ley. «*  Oh,  no !  I  have  come  thus  far  only  for  the 
sake  of  your  pleasant  company.  Good-bye !  Wc 
shall  meet  again.*' 

And  then  did  my  excellent  friend,  Mr.  Smooth- 
it-away,  laugh  outright ;  in  the  midst  of  which  ca- 
chinnation,  a  smoke-wreath  issued  from  bis  mouth 
and  nostrils,  while  a  twinkle  of  lurid  flame  darted 
out  of  either  eye,  proving  indubitably  that  his  heart 
was  all  of  a  red  blaze.  The  impudent  fiend !  To 
deny  the  existence  of  Tophet,  when  he  felt  its 
fiery  tortures  raging  within  his  breast !  I  rushed 
to  the  side  of  the  boat,  intending  to  fling  myself  on 
shore.  But  the  wheels,  as  they  began  their  revo- 
lutions, threw  a  dash  of  spray  over  me,  so  cold — 
so  deadly  cold,  with  the  chill  that  will  never  Inve 
those  waters,  until  Death  be  drowned  in  his  own 
river — that,  with  a  shiver  and  a  heart-quake,  I 
awoke.    Thank  heaven,  it  was  a  Dream ! 


SPRING. 

FBOM  Tins 


Thank  Providence  for  Spring !     The  eartl^— 
and  man  himself,  by  sympathy  with  his  birth-plsoe 
— would  be  far  other  than  we  find  them,  if  life 
toiled  wearily  onward,  without  this  periodical  iiAh 
sion  of  the  primal  spirit     Will  the  world  ever  be 
so  decayed,  that  spring  may  not  ren^r  its  green- 
ness ?     Can  man  he  so  dismally  agcv^Kken,  that 
no  faintest  sunehine  of  his  youth  may  revist  hia   y 
once  a  year  ?     It  is  impossible.    The  noon  on  oar 
time-worn  mansion  brightens  into  beauty ;  the  good 
old  pastor,  who  once  dwelt  here,  renew^  his  prinoe, 
regained  his  boyhood,  in  the  genial  brenea  of  hii 
ninetieth  spring.     Alas  for  the  worn  and  beaij  , 
soul,  if,  whether  in  youth  or  age,  it  have  oatiind  j 
its  privilege  of  spring-time  sprightlinese !     From 
such  a  soul,  the  world  must  hope  no  reformatioo 
of  its  evil — no  sympathy  with  the  lofty  £uth  and 
gallant  struggles  of  those  who  contend  in  its  be- 
half.    Summer  works  in  the  present,  and  thii^ 
not  of  the  future;  Autumn  is  a  rich. conservative ; 
Winter  has  utterly  lost  its  faith,  and  clings  tremo- 
lously  to  the  remembrance  of  what  has  been ;  but 
Springs  with  its  outgushing  life,  is  the  true  type  of 
the  Afovemcnt ! 


ji. 


N.  P.  WILLIS. 


[Bom  IMT.] 


Nathaniil  Parker  Willis  was  bom  in 
Portland  on  the  twentieth  of  January,  1807. 
While  he  was  a  child  his  family  removed  to 
Boston,  and  in  the  Latin  School  of  that  city, 
and  the  Phillips  Academy  of  And  over  he  was 
fitted  for  college.     At  Yale,  which  he  entered 
in  the  seventeenth  year  of  his  age,  he  distin- 
gaished  himself  by  a  series  of  graceful  poems, 
on   sacred   subjects,  which  made  his   name 
widely  familiar,  and  immediately  af^er  he  gra- 
duated, in  1827,  he  was  engaged  by  Mr.  S. 
G.  Goodrich  (then  a  publisher  in  Boston,  and 
since  *'  world  renowned"  as  author  of  the  ex- 
cellent books  which  have  appeared  under  the 
fioiMn^  depiume  of  Peter  Parley,)  to  edit  The 
Legendary,  and  The  Token.     In  1838  he  es- 
tablished The  American  Monthly  Magazine, 
which  he  conducted  two  years  and  a  half,  at 
the  end  of  which  time  it  was  merged  in  The 
New  York  Mirror,  and  he  went  to  Europe. 
On  his  arrival  in  France  he  was  attached  to 
the  American  legation  by  Mr.  Rives,  then  our 
minister  at  the  court  of  Versailles,  and  with  a 
dig^matic  passport  he  travelled,  in  that  coun- 
try, Italy,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  Turkey,  and 
last  of  all  in  England,  where  he  re^nained  two 
years,  and  was  married.    The  letters  which 
lie  wrote  while  abroad,  under  the  title  of  Pcn- 
cillings  by  the  Way,  were  first  published  in 
the  Nc^York  Mirror,  and  have  since  been 
collectff^ihto  volumes,  in  which  shape  they 
have  passed  through  numerous  editions.    In 
1835  he  published  Inklings  of  Adventure,  a 
series  of  talcs  and  sketches  which  appeared 
originally  in  a  London  Magazine  under  the 
signature  of  Philip  Slingsby,     In  1837  he  re- 
turned to  the  United  States,  and  retired  to  a 
pleasant  scat  on  the  Susquehanna,  where  he 
resided  two  years.     E^rly  in  1839  he  became 
one  of  the  editors  of  The  Corsair,  a  literary 
gazette,  in  New  York,  and  in  the  autumn  of 
that  year  he  went  again  to  London,  where  in 
the  following  winter  he  published  Loiterings 
of  Travel,  in  three  volumes,  and  Tw^  Ways 
of  Dying  for  a  Husband,  comprising  the  plays 
of  Bianca  Visconti  and  Tortesa  the  Usurer. 
In  1840  appeared  an  illiMirated  edition  of  his 


Poems,  and  his  Letters  from  Under  a  Bridge> 
and  about  the  same  time  he  wrote  the  descrip- 
tive parts  of  the  beautiful  pictorial  works  en- 
titled American  Scenery,  and  Ireland.  In 
1843,  with  Mr.  George  P.  Morris,  he  revived 
The  New  York  Mirror,  (which  had  been  dis- 
continued for  several  years,)  first  as  a  weekly 
and  afterward  as  ft  daily  gazette,  but  withdrew 
from  it  upon  the  death  of  his  wife,  in  1844, 
and  made  another  visit  to  England,  where  he 
published  Dashes  at  Life  with  a  Free  PeiicUy 
consisting  of  stories  and  sketches  illustrative 
of  contemporary  European  and  American  so- 
ciety** On  his  return  to  New  York  he  issued 
his  Complete  Works,  in  a  close-printed  impe- 
rial octavo  volume  of  nine  hundred  pages,  con- 
fining about  as  much  as  twenty  common  duo- 
decimos. In  October,  1846,  he  was  married 
to  a  daughter  of  the  Honourable  Mr.  Grinnell, 
of  Massachusetts,  and  in  the  following  month 
he  settled  in  New  York,  where  he  is  once 
more  associated  with  Mr.  Morris  as  an  editor, 
in  conducting  The  Home  Journal,  a  weekly 
gazette  devoted  principally  to  literature. 

The  popularity  of  the  poems  of  Mr.  Willis 
has  led  to  their  publication  in  numerous  edi- 
tions, and  a  complete  collection  of  them,  illus- 
trated by  one  of  the  most  distinguished  of  our 
artists,  is  soon  to  be  issued  by  the  publishers 
of  the  present  volume. 

Mr.  Willis  is  a  brilliant  and  delicate  colour- 
ist  in  art.  He  does  not  coi^imunicate  his 
conceptions  by  any  process  like  drawing  or 

*  In  the  preface  to  the  London  edition  of  his  Dashes  at 

Life,  Mr.  Willin  makes  the  following  remarks  upon  the 

etfcct  in  his  own  case  of  the  denial  of  copy  money  to 

foreigners : 

"  Like  the  sculptor  who  made  to^softhe  fragments  of 
his  unsaleable  Jupiter,  the  author,  in  the  following  col- 
lection of  brief  tales,  gives  material,  that,  but  for  a  single 
objection,  would  have  been  moulded  into  works  of  larger 
design.  That  objection  is  the  unmarketableness  of  Ame- 
rican books  in  America,  owing  to  our  defective  law  of 
copyright.  The  foreign  author  being  allowed  no  pro- 
perty in  his  books,  the  American  publisher  gets  for  no- 
thing every  new  novel  brought  out  in  England.  Of 
couriie.  while  he  can  have  for  publication,  ^ra/w,  the  new 
novels  of  Bulwer.  D'lBtaeli,  James,  and  others,  he  w.ll 
not  pay  an  American  author  for  a  new  book,  even  if  it 
were  equally  good.  The  consequence  is,  that  we  must 
either  write  books  to  give  away,  or  take  some  vein  of 
literature  w^here  the  competition  is  more  equal — an  alter- 
native which  makes  almost  all  American  authors  mere 
contributors  o(  short  papers  to  periodicals." 
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moulding ;  he  paints  them.  He  belongs  to  the 
Venetian  school  in  letters.  The  attraction  of 
his  writings  consists  not  in  the  outline  or 
general  cast  of  the  whole  work,  nor  even  in 
the  grandeur  or'  gracefulness  of  particular 
scenes  or  ideas  or  passages  within  it,  nor  yet 
in  the  showy  elegance  of  sentences  or  even 
of  phrases, — ^but  in  the  magical,  illuminating 
effect  of  a  single  word,  which,  chosen  from  a 
treasury  of  gems,  and  disposed  with  consum- 
mate skill  toward  every  ray  of  sympathy, 
blazes  with  various  lustre,  and  kindles  a  whole 
paragraph  into  pictorial  brightness  and  warmth. 
The  affinity  between  form  and  colour,  and  the 
extent  to  which  under  particular  circumstances 
one  is  suggested  by  the  other,  rank  among  the 
mysteries  of  our  mental  organization;  yet  it 
is  certain  that  the  most  defined  conceptions, 
and  the  most  distinct  impressions  of  shape 
may  be  surprised  into  the  mind  by  the  illu- 
sory play  of  tints, — wHich  communicate  with 
the  consciousness  by  signals  that  cheat  the 
eye.  There  is  not  a  more  remarkable  illustra- 
tion of  this,  in  literature,  than  is  furnished  by 
Mr.  Willis.  It  is  a  consequence  of  these 
peculiarities  that  the  beauties  of  his  writings 
are  chiefly  those  of  detail.  In  his  narratives, 
^scinated  by  the  almost  excessive  loveliness 
which  beams  upon  us  from  a  thousand  points 
as  we  pass  along,  we  forget  to  observe  that 
the  story  as  a  whole  has  little  probability,  con- 
sistency, or  dignity.  The  fabric  in  which  he 
deals  is  the  finest  Valenciennes;  in  which  all 
consideration  of  the  figure  or 'plan  is  merged 
and  lost  in  the  richness  of  finish  that  glitters 
from  every  part. 

A  delicate  ideality  is  the  characteristic  of 
his  genius :  a  faculty,  in  him,  not  impetuous 
or  energetic,  but  copious  and  constant.  He 
views  his  subjects  always  from  the  picturesque 
point,  to  borrow  a  term  from  landscape  paint- 
ing ;  and  if  the  subject  naturally  is  not  sus- 
ceptible of  such  a  view,  he  elevates  and  dis- 
poses it  in  its  relations  to  other  objects,  so  as 
to  create  such  a  point  of  observation.  He 
looks  at  all  objects  through  a  poetical  medium. 
It  is  this  which  lends  so  unfading  a  charm  to 
all  his  productions ;  and  it  is  this,  especially, 


which  tinges  his  language  vnUi  such  myste- 
rious lustre.  His  sensibility  to  the  imagina- 
tive impression  o£a  scene  in  nature,  or  a  situa- 
tion in  society,  is  exquisite ;  and  his  skil|pn 
rendering  it  in  words,  with  precision  and  dis- 
tinctness, is  singularly  felicitous.  By  such 
a  faculty  he  has  accomplished  the  description 
of  landscapes  with  power  and  splendour  so 
extraordinary.  He  does  not  delineate  and  de- 
fine the  picture,  but  seizes  the  sentiments,  or 
ideas,  or  moral  images,  which  are  the  mental 
antitypes,  as  it  were,  of  the  scene,  and  repro- 
duces them  with  all  the  hues  of  &ncy.  His 
portraitures  of  scenery,  therefore,  are  more 
vivid  than  accurate ;  and  the  connection  be- 
tween the  diflferent  parts  is  according  to  the 
truth  of  the  mind  rather  than  the  truth  of  nature. 

The  life  and  fertility  of  the  mind  of  Mr. 
Willis  are  very  remarkable.  His  spirits  and 
faculties  seem  to  have  been  bathed  in  perpe- 
tual freshness.  The  stream  of  thought  and 
feeling,  in  him,  is  like  the  bubbling  out-spring 
of  a  natural  fountain,  which  flows  forth  with 
gayety  and  freedom,  if  it  ^ows  at  all.  Hia 
powers  seem  never  to  be  lessened  by  exhaus- 
tion. His  fancy  is  never  soiled  by  fatigue. 
He  never  copies  othere,  and  he  never  repeats 
himself;  but  always  prompt,  and  always  vivid, 
his  mind  acts  with  the  certainty  of  a  natural 
prism  which  turns  every  ray  that  reaches  it 
into  peculiar  beauty. 

The  triumph  of  his  literary  fortunes  is  his 
having  reconciled  and  joined  the  broadest  and 
most  pervading  popularity  with  the  admiration 
of  the  most  highly  refined.  At  first  sight  be 
might  seem  to  have  written  for  only  polished 
and  fastidious  tastes, — for  a  state  of  j|Dciety  in 
which  an  extreme  cultivation  borders^n  effe- 
minacy and  aflfectation ;  yet  the  strongest  re- 
spouse  to  his  genius  is  from  the  strenuous  and 
busy  world  of  excitement  and  action.  To  the 
objection  which  has  sometimes  been  made, 
that  the  delicacies  of  his  genius  are  too  subtle, 
and  that  his  taste  is  somewhat  tinged  with 
qoaintness  and  conceits,  his  friends  make  the 
ready  answer,  that  no  writer  commands  the 
attention  and  holds  the  sympathies  of  the 
public  with  greater  power. 


i-.^" 


N.   P.   WILLIS. 


485 


THE  CHEROKEE'S  THREAT. 
rsoH  iJNKLnfas  or  adykivtubx. 


At  the  exticmity  of  a  green  lane  in  the  outer 
4||rt  of  the  fashionable  suburb  of  New  Haven 
stood  a  rambling  old  Dutch  house,  built  probably 
when  the  cattle 'of  Mynheer  grazed  over  the  pre- 
sent site  of  the  town.  It  was  a  wilderness  of  irre- 
gular rooms,  of  no  describable  shape  in  its  exterior, 
and  from  its  southern  balcony,  to  use  an  express- 
ive Grail icism,  **  gave  upon  the  bay."  Long  Island 
sound,  the  great  highway  from  the  northern  At- 
lantic to  New  York,  weltered  in  alternate  lead  and 
silver,  (oAener  like  the  brighter  metal,  for  the  cli- 
mate is  divine,)  between  the  curving  lip  of  the  bay 
and  the  interminable  and  sandy  shore  of  the  island 
some  six  leagues  distant ;  the  procession  of  ships 
and  steamers  stole  past  with  an  imperceptible  pro- 
gress; the  ceaseless  bells  of  the  college  chapel  came 
deadened  through  the  trees  from  behind,  and  (the 
day  being  one  of  golden  autumn,  and  myself  and 
8t.  John  waiting  while  black  Agatha  answered  the 
door-liell)  the  sun-steeped  precipice  of  East  Rock, 
with  its  tiara  of  blood-red  maples  flushing  like  a 
Turk's  banner  in  the  light,  drew  from  us  both  a 
truant  wish  for  a  ramble  and  a  holy  day.  I  shall 
have  more  to  say  anon  of  the  foliage  of  an  Ameri- 
can October :  but  just  now,  while  I  remember  it, 
1  wish  to  record  a  beUcf  of  ray  own,  that  if,  as  phi- 
losophy supposes,  we  have  lived  other  lives — if 

'•  our  star 

Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting, 
And  coineih  t'rom  afar"^ — 

it  is  sprely  in  the  days  tempered  like  the  one  I  am 
remembering  and  describing — profoundly  serene, 
sunny  as  the  top  of  Olympus,  heavenly  pure,  holy, 
and  more  invigorating  and  intoxicating  than  luxu- 
rious or  balmy ;  the  sort  of  air  that  the  visiting 
angels  might  have  brought  with  them  to  the 
tent  of  Abraham — it  is  on  such  days,  I  would  re- 
a>rd,  that  my  own  memory  steps  back  over  the 
dim  threshold  of  life,  (so  it  seems  to  me,)  and  on 
such  dlays  only.  It  is  worth  the  translation  of  our 
youth  and  our  household  gods  to  a  sunnier  land, 
if  it  were  alone  for  those  immortal  revelations. 

In  a  few  minutes  from  this  time  were  assembled 
in  Mrs.  Ilfrington's  drawing-room  the  six  or  seven 
young  ladies  of  my  more  particular  acquaintance 
among  her  pupils,  of  whom  one  ^as  a  newcomer, 
and  the  object  of  my  mingled  curiosity  and  admi- 
ration. It  was  the  one  day  of  the  week  when 
morning  visiters  were  admitted,  and  I  #was  there, 
in  compliance  with  an  unexpected  request  from 
ray  friend,  to  present  him  to  the  agreeable  circle  of 
Mrs.  Ilfrington.  As  an  habltui  in  her  family,  this 
excellent  lady  had  taken  occasion  to  introduce  to 
mc,  a  week  or  two  before,  the  newcomer  of  whom 
I  have  spoken  above — a  departure  from  the  ordi- 
nary rule  of  the  establishment,  which  I  felt  to  be 
a  compliment,  and  which  gave  rae,  I  presumed,  a 
tacit  claim  to  mix  myself  U|»  in  that  young  lady's 
destiny  as  deeply  as  I  should  find  agreeable.  The 
newcomer  was  the  daughter  of  an  Indian  chief, 
and  her  fiame  was  Nunu. 

The  wrongs  of  civilization  to  the  noble  abori- 
gines of  America  are  a  (Sjbject  of  much  poetical 


feeling  in  the  United  States,  and  will  ultimately 
become  the  poetry  of  the  nation.  At  present  the 
sentiment  takes  occasionally  a  tangible  shape,  and 
the  transmission  of  the  daughter  of  a  Cherokee 
chief  to  New  Haven,  to  be  educated  at  the  expense 
of  the  government,  and  of  several  young  men  of 
the  same  high  birth  to  different  colleges,  will  be 
recorded  among  the  evidences  in  his  history  that 
we  did  not  plough  the  bones  of  their  fathers  into 
our  fields  without  some  feelings  of  compunction. 
Nunu  had  come  to  the  seaboard  under  the  charge 
of  a  female  missionary,  whose  pupil  she  had  been 
in  one  of  the  native  schools  of  the  west,  and  was 
destined,  though  a  chief's  daughter,  to  return  as  a 
teacher  to  her  tribe  when  she  should  have  mastered 
some  of  the  higher  accomplishments  of  her  sex. 
She  was  an  apt  scholar,  but  her  setUed  melancholy, 
when  away  from  her  books,  had  determined  Mrs. 
Ilfrington  to  try  the  effect  of  a  little  society  upon 
her,  and  hence  my  privilege  to  ask  for  her  appear- 
ance in  the  drawing-room. 

As  we  strolled  down  in  the  alternate  shade  and 
sunshine  of  the  road,  I  had  been  a  litUe  piqued  at 
the  want  of  interest,  and  the  manner  of  course, 
with  which  St.  John  had  received  my  animated 
descriptions  of  the  personal  beauty  of  the  Cherokee. 

**  I  have  hunted  with  the  tribe,"  was  his  only 
answer,  *<  and  know  their  features." 

**  But  she  is  not  like  them,"  I  replied,  with  a 
tone  of  some  impatience ;  *<  she  is  the  beau  ideal 
of  a  red  skin,  but  it  is  with  the  softened  features 
of  an  Arab  or  an  Egyptian.  She  is  more  willowy 
than  erect,  and  has  no  higher  cheek-bones  than  the 
plaster  Venus  in  your  chambers.  If  it  were  not  for 
the  lambent  fire  in  her  eye,  you  might  take  her,  in 
the  sculptured  pose  of  her  attitudes,  for  an  immortal 
bronze  of  Cleopatra.     I  tell  you  she  is  divine." 

St  John  called  to  his  dog,  and  we  turned  along 
the  green  bank  above  the  beach,  with  Mrs.  Ilfring- 
ton's  house  in  view,  and  so  opena  a  new  chapter 
in  my  story.       '  


In  the  united  pictures  of  Paul  Veronese  and  Ra- 
phael, steeped  as  their  colours  seem  to  have  been 
in  the  divinest  age  of  Venetian  and  Roman  female 
beauty,  I  have  scarcely  found  so  many  lovely  wo- 
men, of  so  different  models  and  so  perfect,  as  were 
assembled  during  my  sophomore  year  under  the 
roof  of  Mrs.  Ilfrington.  They  went  about  in  their 
evening  walks,  graceful  and  angelic,  but,  like  the 
virgin  pearls  of  the  sea,  they  poured  the  light  of 
their  loveliness  on  the  vegetating  oysters  about 
them,  and  no  diver  of  fashion  had  yet  taught  them 
their  value.  Ignorant  myself  in  those  days  of  the 
scale  of  beauty,  their  features  are  enamelled  in  my 
memory,  and  I  have  tried  insensibly  by  that  stand- 
ard (and  found  wanting)  of  every  court  in  Europe 
the  dames  most  worshipped  and  highest  bom. 
Queen  of  the  Sicilies,  lovelie«t  in  your  own  realm 
of  sunshine  and  passion !  Pale  and  transparent 
princess— pearl  of  the  court  of  Florence--^an 
whom  the  creations  on  the  immoital  walls  of  the 
Pitti  less  discipline  our  eye  for  the  shapes  of  hea- 
ven! Gipsy  of  the  Pactolus!  Jewess  of  the 
Thracian  Gallipolis !     Bright  and  gified  cynosure 
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of  the  aristocracy  of  England ! — ye  are  five  women 
I  have  seen  in  bb  many  years'  wandering  over  the 
world,  lived  to  gaze  upon,  and  live  to  remember 
and  admire — a  constellation,  I  aldiost  believe,  that 
has  absorbed  all  the  intensest  light  of  the  beauty 
of  a  hemisphere — ^yet,  with  your  pictures  coloured 
to  life  in  my  memory,  and  the  pride  of  rank  and 
state  thrown  over  most  of  you  like  an  elevating 
charm,  I  go  back  to  the  school  of  Mrs.  Ilfrington, 
and  (smite  if  you  will !)  they  were  as  lovely,  and 
stately,  and  as  worthy  of  the  worship  of  the  world. 

I  introduced  St.  John  to  the  young  ladies  as  they 
came  in*  Having  never  seen  him,  except  in  the 
presence  of  men,  I  was  little  curious  to  know  whe- 
ther his  singular  aphtmb  would  serve  him  as  well 
with  the  other  sex,  of  which  I  was  aware  he  bad 
had  a  very  slender  experience.  My  attention  was 
distracted  for  the  moment  of  mentioning  his  name 
to  a  lovely  little  Georgian,  (with  eyes  full  of  the 
liquid  sunshine  of  the  south,)  by  a  sudden  bark  of 
joy  from  the  dog,  who  had  been  left  in  the  hall ; 
and  as  the  door  opened,  and  the  slight  and  grace- 
ful Indian  girl  entered  the  room,  the  usually  un- 
social animal  sprang  bounding  in,  lavishing  ca- 
resses on  her,  and  seemingly  wild  with  the  delight 
of  a  recognition. 

In  the  confusion  of  taking  the  dog  from  the 
room,  I  had  again  lost  the  moment  of  remarking 
St.  John's  manner,  and  on  the  entrance  of  Mrs. 
Ilfrington,  Nunu  was  sitting  calmly  by  the  piano, 
and  my  friend  was  talking  in  a  quiet  undertone 
with  the  passionate  Georgian. 

"  I  must  apologize  for  my  dog,'*  said  St.  John, 
bowing  gracefully  to  the  mistress  of  the  house; 
"  he  was  bred  by  Indians,  and  the  sight  of  a  Che- 
rokee reminded  him  of  happier  days— as  it  did  his 
master." 

Nunu  turned  her  eyes  quickly  upon  hi|n,  but 
immediately  resumed  her  apparent  deep  study  of 
the  abstruse  figures  in  the  Kidderminster  carpet 

«  You  are  well  arrived,  young  gentlemen,"  said 
Mrs.  Ilfrington ;  **  we  press  you  into  our  service 
for  a  botanical  ramble.  Mr.  Slingsby  is  at  leisure, 
and  will  be  delighted,  I  am  sure.  Shall  I  say  as 
much  for  you,  Mr.  St.  Johni" 

St.  John  bowed,  and  the  ladies  left  the  room  for 
their  bonnets — Mrs.  Ilfrington  last.  The  door  was 
scarcely  closed  when  Nunu  reappeared  and  check- 
ing herself  with  a  sudden  feeling  at  the  first  step 
over  the  threshold,  stood  gazing  at  St  John,  evi- 
dently under  very  powerful  emotion. 

^  Nunu !"  he  said,  smiling  slowly  and  unwill- 
ingly, and  holding  out  his  hand  with  the  air  of  one 
who  forgives  an  offence. 

She  sprang  upon  his  bosom  with  the  bound  of 
a  leveret,  and  between  her  fast  kisses  broke  the 
endearing  epithets  of  her  native  tongue,  in  words 
that  I  only  understood  by  their  passionate  and 
thrilling  accent  The  language  of  the  heart  is 
universal. 

The  fair  scholars  came  -in  one  after  another,  and 
we  were  soon  on  our  way  through  the  green  fields 
to  the  fiowery  mountain-side  of  East  Rock;  Mrs. 
Ilfrington's  arm  and  conversation  having  fallen  to 
my  share,  and  St  John  rambling  at  large  with  the 


rest  of  the  party,  but  more  particularly  beset  by 
Miss  Temple,  whose  Christian  nfeie  was  Isabella, 
and  whose  Christian  charity  h  *  ^  *^  rels  for 
broken  hearts. 

The  most  sociable  individuals  of  the  par . 
while  were  Nunu  and  Lash;  the^og's  recohecfioii 
of  the  past  seeming,  like  those  of  wiser  animals, 
more  agreeable  than  the  present  The  Cherokee 
astonished  Mrs.  Ilfrington  by  an  abandonment  to 
joy  and  frolic  which  she  had  never  displayed  be- 
fore— sometimes  fairly  outrunning  the  dog  at  foil 
speed,  and  sometimes  sitting  down  breathless  upon 
a  green  bank,  while  the  rude  creature  overpowered 
her  with  his  caresses.  The  scene  gave  origin  to 
a  grave  discussion  between  that  well-instructed 
lady  and  myself,  upon  the  singular  force  of  childish 
association — the  extraordinary  intimacy  between 
the  Indian  and  the  trapper's  dog  being  ex|^ned 
satisfactorily  (to  her,  at  least)  on  that  attractive 
principle.  Had  she  but  seen  Nunu  spring  into 
the  bosom  of  my  friend  half  an  hour  before,  she 
might  have  added  a  material  corollary  to  her  pro> 
position.  If  the  dog  and  the  chief's  daughter 
were  not  old  friends,  the  chiers  daughter  and  St 
John  certainly  wrrt. 

As  well  as  I  could  judge  by  the  motions  ci  two 
people  walking  1>cJS»re  me,  St  John  was  advancing 
fast  in  the  favour  and  acquaintance  of  the  gracefal 
Georgian.  Her  southern  indolence  was  probably 
an  apology  in  Mrs.  Ilfrington's  eyes  for  leaning 
heavily  on  her  companion's  arm;  but  in  a  mo- 
mentary halt,  the  capricious  beauty  disembanrsMed 
herself  of  the  bright  scarf  that  had  floated  over  her 
shoulders,  and  bound  it  playfully  around  his  waist 
This  was  rather  strong  on  a  first  acquaintaiMe,  and 
Mrs.  Ilfrington  was  of  that  opinion. 

«*  Miss  Temple  !*'  said  she,  advancing  to  whisper 
a  reproof  to  the  beauty's  ear. 

Before  she  had  taken  a  second  step,  Nunu 
bounded  over  the  low  hedge,  followed  by  the  dog, 
with  whom  she  had  been  chasing  a  butterfly,  and 
springing  upon  St.  John  with  eyes  that  flashtd  fire, 
she  tore  the  scarf  int6  shreds,  and  stood  tremhting 
and  pale,  with  her  feet  on  the  silken  fragments. 

<«  Madam !"  said  St  John,  advancing  to  Mrs. 
Ilfrington,  afler  casting  on  the  Cherokee  a  look  of 
surprise  and  displeasure,  "  I  should  have  told  yo« 
before  that  yomr  pupil  and  myself  are  not  new  ao 
quaintances.  Her  father  4s  my  friend.  I  have 
hunted  with  the  tribe,  and  have  hitherto  looked 
upon  Nupu  as  a  child.  You  vrill  believe  me.  I 
trust,  when  I  say  her  conduct  surprises  me,  and  I 
beg  to  assure  you  that  any  influence  I  may  have 
over  her  will  be  in  accordance  with  your  own 
wishes  exclusively." 

His  tone  was  cold,  and  Nunu  listened  with  fixed 
lips  and  frowning  eyes. 

**  Have  you  seen  her  before  since  her  arrival !" 
asked  Mrs.  Ilfrington. 

«<  My  dog  brought  me  yesterday  the  first  intelli- 
gence that  she  wal^bere :  he  returned  from  hb 
morning  ramble  with  a  string  of  wampum  about 
his  neck  which  had  the  mark  of  the  Irihe.  He 
was  her  gift,"  he  added,  patting  the  head  of  the 
dog,  and  looking  ^n^lfea  softened  expreww  al 
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Nuno,  who  dropped  her  head  upon  her  boeom, 
and  walked  on  iillears. 

^he  c^ahi  of  the  Green  moontains,  after  a  gal- 
lop of  some  five  hundred  miles,  from  Canada  to 
Conueeticut,  suddenly  pulls  up  on  the  shore  of  liOng 
Island  «ound,  and  stands  rearing  with  a  bristling 
mane  of  pine-trees,  three  hundred  feet  in  air,  as  if 
checked  in  mid  career  by  the  sea.  Standing  on 
the  brink  of  this  bold  precipice,  you  have  the  bald 
iskce  of  the  rock  in  a  sheer  perpendicular  below  you ; 
and,  spreading  away  from  the  broken  masses  at  its 
feet  lies  an  emerald  meadow,  inlaid  with  a  crystal 
and  rambling  river,  across  which,  at  a  distance  of  a 
mile  or  two,  rise  the  spires  of  the  university,  from 
what  else  were  a  thick-serried  wilderness  of  elms. 
Back  from  the  edge  of  the  precipice  extends  a  wild 
ibrcst  of  hemlock  and  fir,  ploughed  on  its  northern 
side  by  a  mountain-torrent,  whose  bed  of  marl,  dry 
and  overhung  with  trees  in  the  summer,  serves  as 
a  path  and  a  guide  from  the  plain  to  the  summit 
It  were  a  toilsome  ascent  but  for  that  smooth  and 
hard  pavement,  and  the  impervious  and  green 
thatch  of  pine  tassels  overhung. 

Antiq^ty  in  America  extends  no  further  back 
than  the  days  of  Cromwell,  and  East  Kock  is  tra- 
ditionary ground  with  us — for  there  harboured  the 
regicides  Whalley  and  GofTe,  atid  many  a  breath- 
hushing  tale  is  told  of  them  over  the  smouldering 
log-fires  of  Connecticut.  Not  to  rob  the  historian, 
I  pass  on  to  say  that  this  cavernous  path  to  the 
mountain-top  was  the  resort  in  the  holyday  sum- 
mer afternoons  of  most  of  the  poetical  and  other- 
wise well-dif*posed  gentlemen  sophomores,  and,  on 
the  day  of  which  I  speak,  of  Mrs.  Ilfrington  and 
her  scven-and-twcnty  lovely  scholars.  The  kind 
mistress  ascended  with  the  assistance  of  my  arm, 
and  St  John  drew  stoutly  between  Miss  Temple 
anJ  a  fat  young  lady  with  an  incipient  asthma. 
Nunu  had  not  been  seen  since  the  first  cluster  of 
hanging  flowers  had  hidden  her  from  our  sight, 
as  shQ»boundcd  upward. 

The  hour  or  two  of  slanting  sunshine,  poured 
in  upon  the  summit  of  the  precipice  from  the  west, 
had  been  sufficient  to  induce  a  fine  and  silken  moss 
to  show  its  fibres  and  small  blossoms  above  the  car- 
pet of  pine-tassels ;  and  emerging  from  the  brown 
shadow  of  the  wood,  you  stood  on  a  verdant  plat- 
form, the  foliage  of  sighing  trees  overhead,  a  fai- 
nefi'  velvet  beneath  you,  and  a  view  below  that  you 
may  as  well  (if  you  would  not  die  in  j^our  igno- 
rance) make  a  voyage  over  the  water  to  see. 

Wo  found  Nunu  lying  thoughtfully  near  the 
brink  of  the  precipice,  and  gazing  ofTover  the  waters 
of  the  sound,  as  if  she  watched  the  coming  or  go- 
ing of  a  friend  under  the  white  sails  that  spotted 
its  IxNtom.  We  recovered  our  breath  in  silence,  I 
alone,  perhaps,  of  that  considerable  company  gaz- 
ing with  admiration  at  the  litho  and  unconscious 
fi{(ure  of  grace  lying  in  the  attitude  of  the  Grecian 
Hermaphrodite  on  the  brow  of  the  rock  before  us. 
Her  eyes  were  moist  and  motionless  with  abstrac- 
tion, her^ps  just  perceptibly  curved  in  an  expres- 
sion of  mingled  pride  and  sorrow,  her  small  hand 
buried^and  clinched  in  thfi^iiioss,  and  her  lell  foot 


and  ankle,  models  of  spirited  symmetry,  escaped 
carelessly  from  her  dress,  the  high  instep  strained 
back  as  if  recovering  from  a  leap,  with  the  tense 
control  of  emotion. 

The  game  of  the  coquettish  Georgian  was  well 
played.  With  a  true  woman's  pique,  she  had  re- 
doubled her  attentions  to  my  firiend  from  the  mo- 
ment that  she  found  it  gave  pain  to  another  of  her 
sex ;  and  St  John,  like  most  men,  seemed  not  un- 
willing to  see  a  new  altar  kindled  to  his  vanity, 
though  a  heart  he  had  already  won  was  stifling 
with  the  incense.  Miss  Temple  was  very  lovely. 
Her  skin,  of  that  taint  of  opaque  and  patrician 
white  which  is  found  ofrencst  in  Asian  latitudes, 
was  just  perceptibly  warmed  toward  the  centre  of 
the  cheek  with  a  glow  like  sunshine  through  the 
thick  white  petal  of  a  magnolia ;  her  eyes  were 
hazel,  with  those  inky  lashes  which  enhance  the 
expression  a  thousand-fold,  either  of  paraion  or 
melancholy;  her  teeth  were  like  strips  from  the 
lily's  heart;  and  she  was  clever,  captivating, grace- 
ful, and  a  thorough  coquette.  St  John  was  mys- 
terious, romantic-looking,  superior,  and,  just  now, 
the  only  victim  in  the  way.  He  admired,  as  all 
men  do,  those  qualities  which,  to  her  own  sex,  ren- 
dered the  fair  Isabella  unamiable;  and  yielded  him- 
self, as  all  men  will,  a  satisfied  prey  to  enchant- 
ments of  which  he  knew  the  springs  were  the 
pique  and  vanity  of  the  enchantress.  How  sin- 
gular it  is  that  the  bigl^est  and  best  qualities  of 
the  female  heart  are  those  with  which  men  are 
the  least  captivated ! 

A  rib  of  the  mountain  formed  a  natural  seat  a 
Uttle  back  from  the  pitch  of  the  precipice,  and  hero 
sat  Miss  Temple,  triumphant  in  drawing  all  eyes 
upon  herself  and  her  tamed  lion;  her  lap  full  of 
flowers,  which  he  had  found  time  to  gather  on  the 
way,  and  her  white  bauds  employed  in  arranging 
a  bouquet  of  which  the  destiny  was  yet  a  secret 
Next  to  their  own  loves,  ladies  like  nothing  ori 
earth  like  mending  or  marring  the  loves  of  others ; 
and  while  the  violets  and  already-dropping  wild 
flowers  were  coqucttishly  chosen  or  rejected  by 
those  slender  fingers,  the  sun  might  have  swung 
back  to  the  east  like  a  pendulum,  and  those  seven- 
and-twcnty  misses  would  have  watched  their  lovely 
schoolfellow  the  same.  Nunu  turned  her  head 
slowly  around  at  last,  and  silently  looked  on.  St 
John  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  Georgian,  glancing  from 
the  flowers  to  her  face,  and  from  her  face  to  the 
flowers,  with  an  admiration  not  at  all  equivocal. 
Mrs.  Ilfrington  sat  apart,  absorbed  in  finishing  a 
sketch  of  New  Haven ;  and  I,  interested  painfully 
in  watching  the  emotions  of  the  Cherokee,  sat 
with  my  back  to  the  trunk  of  a  hemlock — the  only 
spectator  who  comprehended  the  whole  extent  of 
the  drama. 

'A  wild  rose  was  set  in  the  heart  of  the  bouquet 
at  last  a.  spear  of  riband-grass  added  to  give  it 
grace  and  point  and  nothing  was  wanting  but  a 
string.  Reticules  were  searched,  pockets  turned 
inside  out  and  never  a  bit  of  riband  to  be  found. 
The  beauty  was  in  despair. 

"Stay,"  said  St  John,  springing  to  his  feet 
«Lash!  Lash!" 
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The  dog  came  coumng  in  from  the  wood,  and 
crouched  to  his  master's  hand. 

**  Will  a  string  of  wampum  dol"  he  asked,  feel- 
ing under  the  long  hair  on  the  dog's  neck,  and 
untying  a  fine  and  variegated  thread  of  many- 
coloured  beadS)  worked  exquisitely. 

The  dog  growled,  and  Nnnu  sprang  into  the 
middle  of  the  circle  with  the  fling  of  an  adder,  and 
seizing  the  wampum  as  he  handed  it  to  her  rival, 
called  the  dog,  and  fastened  it  once  more  around 
his  neck. 

The  ladies  rose  in  alarm ;  the  belle  turned  pale, 
and  clung  to  8t  John's  arm ;  the  dog,  with  his 
hair  bristling  upon  his  back,  stood  close  to  her  feet 
in  an  attitude  of  defiance  ;  and  the  superb  Indian, 
the  peculiar  genius  of  her  beauty  developed  by  her 
indignation,  her  nostrils  expanded,  and  her  eyes 
almost  showering  fire  in  their  flashes,  stood  before 
them  like  a  young  Pythoness,  ready  to  strike  them 
dead  with  regard. 

St.  Johp  recovered  from  his  astoni^ment  after 
a  moment,  and  leaving  the  arm  of  Miss  Temple, 
advanced  a  step,  and  called  to  his  dog. 

The  Cherokee  patted  the  animal  on  his  back, 
and  spoke  to  him  in  her  own  language;  and,  as 
St  John  still  advanced,  Nunu  drew  herself  to  her 
fullest  height,  placed  herself  befrare  the  dog,  who 
slunk  growling  from  his  master,  and  said  to  him, 
as  she  folded  her  arms.  <*  The  wampum  is  mine." 

St.  John  coloured  to  the  temples  with  shame. 

"  Lash  !*'  he  cried,  stamping  with  his  feet,  and 
endeavouring  to  fright  him  from  his  protectress. 

The  dog  howled  and  crept  away,  half-crouching 
with  fear,  toward  the  precipice;  and  St.  John 
shooting  suddenly  past  Nunu,  seiaed  him  cm  the 
brink,  and  held  him  down  by  the  throat 

The  next  instant,  a  scream  of  horror  from  Mrs. 
Ilfrington,  followed  by  a  terrific  echo  from  every 
female  present,  started  the  rude  Kentuckian  to  his 
feet. 

Clear  over  the  abyss,  hanging  with  one  hand  by 
an  ashen  sapling,  the  point  of  her  tiny  foot  just  pois- 
ing on  a  projecting  ledge  of  rock,  swung  the  des- 
perate Cherokee,  sustaining  herself  with  perfect 
ease,  but  with  all  the  determination  of  her  iron 
race  collected  in  calm  omcentration  on  her  lips. 

«  Restore  the  wampum  to  his  neck,"  she  cried, 
with  a  voice  that  thrilled  the  very  marrow  with 
its  subdued  fierceness,  **  or  my  blood  rest  on  your 
soul!" 

St.  John  flung  it  toward  the  dog,  and  clasped 
his  hands  in  silent  horror. 

The  Cherokee  bore  down  the  sapling  till  its 
slender  stem  cracked  with  the  tension,  and  rising 
lightly  with  the  rebound,  alit  like  a  feather  upon 
the  rock.  The  subdued  student  sprang  to  her  side ; 
but  with  scorn  on  her  lip,  and  the  flush  of  exertion 
already  vanished  from  her  cheek,  she  called  to  the 
dog,  and  with  rapid  strides  took  her  way  alone 
down  the  mountain. 


Five  years  had  elapsed.  I  had  put  to  sea  from  the 
sheltered  river  of  boyhood — had  encountered  the 
storms  of  a  first  entrance  into  life— had  trimmed 
my  boat,  shortened  sail,  and,  with  a  sharp  eye  to 


windwaid,  was  ly  ing  fairly  on  n^  course.  A  mong 
others  from  whom  I  had  parted^bmpany  was  Psol 
St  John,  who  had  shaken  hands  with  me  at  the 
umversity  gate,  leaving  me,  after  four  years'  inti- 
macy, as  much  in  doubt  as  to  his  real  chailSfier 
and  history  as  the  first  day  we  met  I  had  nev( 
heard  him  speak  of  either  father  or  mother,  m 
had  he,  to  my  knowledge,  received  a  letter  fioi 
the  day  of  his  matriculation.  He  passed  his  vaca- 
tions at  the  university ;  he  had  studied  weH,  yet 
refused  one  of  the  highest  college  honourv  offered 
him  with  his  degree ;  he  had  shown  many  good 
qualities,  yet  some  unaccountable  faults ;  and,  all 
in  all,  was  an  enigma  to  myself  and  the  class.  I 
knew  him,  clever,  accomplished,  and  conscious  of 
superiority ;  and  my  knowledge  went  do  fiirthcr. 
The  coach  was  at  the  gate,  and  I  was  there  to  see 
him  off;  and,  after  four  years'  constant  associatioii, 
I  had  not  an  idea  where  he  was  going,  or  to  what 
he  was  destined.     The  driver  blew  his  horn. 

**•  God  bless  you,  Slingsby !" 

<«  God  bless  you,  St  John !" 

And  so  we  parted. 

It  was  five  years  from  this  time,  I  ny,  and,  in 
the  bitter  struggles  of  first  manhood,  I  bi|d  alrooil 
forgotten  there  was  such  a  being  in  the  world. 
Late  in  the  month  of  October,  in  1829, 1  was  on 
my  way  westward,  giving  myself  a  vacation  from 
the  law.  I  embarked,  on  a  clear  and  delicious  day, 
in  the  small  steamer  which  plies  up  and  down  the 
Cayuga  lake,  looking  forward  to  a  calm  feast  of 
scenery,  and  caring  little  who  were  to  be  my  firl- 
low-passengers.  As  we  got  out  of  the  little  har- 
bour of  Cayuga,  I  walked  astern  for  the  first  time, 
and  saw  the  not  very  unusual  sight  of  a  group  of 
Indians  standing  motionless  by  the  wheeL  They 
were  chiefs  returning  from  a  diplomatic  vkit  to 
Washington. 

I  sat  down  by  the  companion-ladder,  and  opened 
MHil  and  eye  to  the  glorious  scenery  we  were  glid- 
ing through.  The  first  severe  frost  had  come,  and 
the  miraculous  change  had  passed  upon  the  leates 
which  is  known  only  in  AmericiL  The  blood-red 
sugar  maple,  with  a  leaf  brighter  and  more  deli- 
cate than  a  Circassian  lip,  stood  here  aild  there  in 
the  forest  like  the  Sultan's  standard  in  a  liost — the 
solitary  and  for-seen  aristocrat  of  the  wilderness; 
the  birch,  with  its  spiritlike  and  amber  leaves, 
ghosts  of  the  departed  summer,  turned  out  aMtg 
the  edges  of  the  woods  Uke  a  lining  of  the  palest 
gold ;  the  broad  sycamore  and  the  fan-like  catalpa 
flaunted  their  saflron  foliagp  in  the  sun,  spotted 
with  gold  like  the  wings  of  a  lady-hird ;  the  kingly 
oak,  with  its  summit  ^aken  bar^  still  hid  its  ma- 
jestic trunk  in  a  drapery  of  sumptuous  dyes,  fike  a 
stricken  monarch,  gathering  his  rob^  of  state  aboat 
him  to  die  royally  in  his  purple ;  the  tall  poplar, 
with  its  minaret  of  silver  leaves,  stood  blanched 
like  a  coward  in  the  dying  forest  burdening  evcfy 
breeze  with  its  complainings;  the  hickory  paksd 
throughiits  enduring  green ;  the  bright  benies  of 
the  mountain-ash  flushed  with  a  more  sangaine 
glory  in  the  unobstructed  sun ;  the  gaudy  tubp-tree, 
the  Sybarite  of  vegetation,  stripped  of  its  golden 
cups,  still  drank  the  i^^ucatiiig  light  of  i||iDday 
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in  leaTM  than  which  the  lip  of  an  Indian  shell  was 
fliver  more  delicatelyiieinted ;  the  still  deeper-dyed 
vines  of  the  lavish  wilderness,  perishing  with  the 
noble  things  whose  summer  they  had  shared,  out- 
L  dion^^em  in  their  decline,  as  woman  in  her  death 
I  is  heavenlier  than  the  being  on  whom  in  life  she 
gleaned;  and  alone  and  unsympathizing  in  this 
f  univeTBol  decay,  outlaws  from  Nature,  stood  the 
I  fir  and  the  hemlock,  their  frowning  and  sombre 
heads  darker  anil  less  lovely  than  ever,  in  contrast 
with  the  death-struck  glory  of  their  companions. 

llie  dull  colours  <^  English  autumnal  foliage 
give  you  no  conception  of  this  marvellous  pheno- 
menon. The  change  here  is  gradual;  in  America 
it  is  the  work  of  a  night — of  a  single  frost ! 

Oh,  to  have  seen  the  sun  set  on  hills  bright  in 
the  still  green  and  lingering  summer,  and  to  wake 
in  the  morning  to  a  spectacle  like  this ! 

It  ii  as  if  a  myriad  of  rainbows  were  laced  through 
the  tree-tops — as  if  the  sunsets  of  a  summer — gold, 
purple,  and  crimson — had'  been  fused  in  the  alem- 
bic of  the  west,  and  poured  back  in  a  new  deluge 
of  light  and  colour  over  the  wilderness.  It  is  as  if 
every  leaf  in  those  countless  trees  had  been  painted 
to  outflush  Ae  tulip— «8  if,  by  some  electric  mira- 
cle, the  dyes  of  the  earth's  heart  had  struck  upward, 
and  her  crystals  and  ores,  her  sapphires,  hyacinths, 
^bies,  had  let  forth  their  imprisoned  colours  to 
mount  through  the  roots  of  the  forest,  and,  like 
the  angels  that  in  olden  time  entered  the  bedy  of 
the  dying,  reanimate  the  perishing  leaves,  and 
revel  an  hour  in  their  bravery. 

I  was  sitting  by  the  companion-ladder,  thinking 
to  what  on  earth  these  masses  of  foliage  could  be 
resembled,  when  a  dog  sprang  upon  my  knees,  and, 
the  moment  after,  a  hand  was  laid  on  my  shoulder. 

«  St.  John  1     Impossible  I" 

**  Bodily  !"  answered  my  quondam  classmate. 

I  looked  at  him  with  astonishment.  The  toigni 
man  of  fashion  I  had  once  known  was  enveloped 
in  a  kind  of  hunter's  frock,  loose  and  large,  and 
girded  to  his  waist  by  a  belt ;  his  hat  was  exchanged 
for  a  cap  of  rich  otter  skin ;  his  pantaloons  spread 
with  a  slovenly  carelessness  over  his  feet ;  and, 
altogether,  tjiere  was  that  in  his -air  which  told  me 
at  a  glance  that  ho  had  renounced  the  world.  Lash 
had  recovered  his  leanness,  and,  after  wagging  out 
his  joy,  he  crouched  between  my  feet,  and  lay  look- 
ing into  my  face,  as  if  he  was  brooding  over  the 
more  idle  days  in  which  we  had  been  acquainted. 

**  And  where  are  you  bound  ?*'  I  asked,  having 
answered  the  same  que^on  for  myselfl 

*<  Westward  with  the  chiefs !" 

«  For  how  long  V* 

**  The  remainder  of  my  life." 

I  could  not  forbear  an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

«  You  would  wonder  less,"  said  he,  with  an  im- 
patient gesture,  *<  if  you  knew  more  of  me.  And, 
by-the-way,"  he  added  with  a  smile,  "  I  think  I 
never  told  you  the  first  half  of  the  story — my  life 
Dp  to  the  time  I  met  you." 

**  It  was  ^t  for  want  of  a  catechist,"  I  answered, 
settling  myself  in  an  attitude  of  attention. 

**  No ;  and  I  was  oflen  tempted  to  gratify  your 
cunosifxxbut  from  the  little  intercourse  I  had  had 
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with  the  world,  I  had  adopted  some  precocious 
principles ;  and  one  was,  that  a  man's  influence 
over  others  was  vulgarized  and  diminiiriied  by  a 
knowledge  of  his  history." 

I  smiled,  and  as  the  boat  sped  on  her  way  over 
the  calm  waters  of  the  Cayuga,  8t  John  went  on 
leisurely  with  a  story  which  is  scarce  remarkable 
enough  for  a  repetition.  He  believed  himself  the 
natural  son  of  a  western  hunter,  but  only  knew 
that  he  had  passed  his  early  youth  on  the  borders 
of  civilization,  between  whites  and  Indians,  and 
that  he  had  been  more  particularly  indebted  for 
protection  to  the  &ther  of  Nunu.  Mingled  ambi- 
tion and  curiosity  had  led  him  eastward  while  still 
a  lad,  and  a  year  or  two  of  a  most  vagabond  life  in 
the  diffierent  cities  had  taught  him  the  caution  and 
bitterness  for  which  he  was  so  remarkable.  A  for- 
tunate experiment  in  lotteries  supplied  him  with 
the  means  of  education,  and,  with  singular  appli- 
cation in  a  youth  of  suCh  wandering  habits,  he  had 
applied  himself  to  study  i^ider  a  private. master, 
fitted  himself  for  the  university  in  half  the  usual 
time,  and  cultivated,  in  addition,  the  literary  taste 
which  I  have  remarked  upon. 

**  This,"  he  said,  smiling  at  my  look  of  astonish- 
ment, « brings  me  up  to  the  time  when  we  met 
I  came  to  college  at  the  age  of  eighteen  with  a  few 
hundred  dollars  in  my  pocket,  some  pregnant  ex- 
perience of  the  rough  side  of  the  world,  great  con- 
fidence in  myself,  and  distrust  of  others,  and,  I 
believe,  a  kind  of  instinct  of  good  manners,  which 
made  me  ambitious  of  shining  in  society.  You 
were  a  witness  to  my  (febut.  Miss  Temple  was 
the  first  highly  educated  woman  I  had  ever  known, 
and  you  saw  her  effect  on  me." 

«  And  since  we  parted  1" 

•<  Oh,  since  we  parted  my  life  has  been  vulgar 
enough.  I  have  ransacked  civilized  life  to  the  bot- 
tom, and  found  it  a  heap  of  unredeemed  falsehoods. 
I  do  not  say  it  from  common  disappointment,  for  I 
may  say  I  succeeded  in  every  thing  I  undertook "■ 

*<  Except  Miss  Temple,"  I  said,  interrupting,  at 
the  hazard  of  wounding  him. 

**  No ;  she  was  a  coquette,  and  I  pursued  her  till 
I  had  my  turn.  You  see  me  in  my  new  character 
now.  But  a  month  ago  I  waa  the  Apollo  of  Sara- 
toga, playing  my  own  game  with  Miss  Temple. 
I  left  her  for  a  woman  worth  ten  thousand  of  her 
— and  here  she  is." 

As  Nunu  came  up  the  companion-way  from  the 
cabin,  I  thought  I  had  never  seen  breathing  creature 
so  exquisitely  lovely.  With  the  exception  of  a  pair 
of  brilliBnt  moccasins  on  her  feet,  she  was  dressed  in 
the  usual  manner,  but  with  the  most  absolute  sim- 
plicity. She  had  changed  in  those  five  years  from 
the  child  to  the  woman,  and,  with  a  round  and  well- 
developed  figure,  additional  height,  and  manners  at 
once  gracious  and  dignified,  she  walked  and  looked 
the  chieftain's  daughter.  St.  John  took  her  hand, 
and  gazed  on  her  with  moisture  in  his  eyes. 

"That  I  could  ever  have  put  a  creature  like  this,"  he 
said, "  into  comparison  wit^  the  dolls  of  civilization  !'* 

We  parted  at  Bu£Uo ;  St  John  with  his  wife  and 
the  chiefs  to  pursue  their  way  westward  by  Lake 
Erie,  and  I  to  go  moralizing  on  my  way  to  Niagara. 
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NAHANT. 

VBOM    THB    8AM: 


Tf  you  can  imagine  a  buried  Titan  lying  along 
the  len^  of  a  continent  with  one  arm  stretched 
out  into  the  midst  of  the  sea,  the  place  to  which  I 
would  transport  you,  reader  mine !  would  lie  as  it 
were  in  the  palm  of  the  giant's  hand.  The  small 
promontory  to  which  I  refer,  which  becomes  an 
island  in  certain  states  of  the  tide,  is  at  the  end  of 
one  of  the  long  capes  of  Massachusetts,  and  is  still 
called  by  its  Indian  name,  Nahant,  Not  to  make 
you  uncomfortable,  I  beg  to  introduce  you  at  once 
to  a  pretentious  hotel,  **  squat  Uke  a  toad"  upon 
the  unsheltered  and  highest  point  of  thb  citadel  in 
mid  sea,  and  a  very  great  resort  for  the  metropoli- 
tan New  Englanders.  Nahant  is  perhaps,  libe- 
rally measured,  a  square  half-mile;  and  it  is  distant 
from  what  may  fairly  be  called  mainland,  perhaps 
a  league.  ^ 

Road  to  Nahant  there  is  none.  The  oi  polhi  go 
there  by  steam ;  but  when  the  tide  is  down,  you 
may  drive  there  with  a  thousand  chariots  over  the 
bottom  of  the  sea.  As  I  suppose  there  u  not  such 
another  place  in  the  known  world,  my  tale  will 
wait  while  I  describe  it  more  fully.  If  the  Bible 
had  been  a  fiction,  (not  to  speak  pro&nely,)  I 
should  have  thought  the  idea  of  the  destruction  of 
Pharaoh  and  his  host  had  its  origin  in  some  such 
wonder  of  nature. 

Nahant  is  so  far  out  in  the  ocean,  that  what  is 
called  the  «*  ground  swell,'*  the  majestic  heave  of 
its  great  bosum  going  on  for  ever  like  respiration, 
(thou;;h  its  face  may  be  like  a  mirror  beneath  the 
sun,  and  wind  may  not  have  crisped  its  surface  for 
days  and  wcf  ks,)  is  as  broad  and  powerful  within 
a  rood  of  the  shore  as  is  a  thousand  mile^  at  sea. 

The  promontory  itself  is  never  wholly  left  by 
the  ebb ;  but,  from  its  western  extremity,  there  runs 
a  narrow  ridge,  scarce  broad  enough  for  a  horse- 
pith,  impassable  for  the  rocks  and  sea-weed  of 
wliich  it  is  matted,  and  extending  at  just  high- 
water  mark  from  Nahant  to  the  mainland.  Sea- 
ward from  this  ridge,  which  is  the  only  connection 
of  the  promontory  with  the  continent,  descends  an 
expanse  of  sand,  left  bare  six  hours  out  of  the 
twelve  by  the  retreating  sea,  as  smooth  and  hard 
as  marble,  and  as  broad  and  apparently  as  level  as 
the  plain  of  the  Hermus.  For  three  miles  it 
stretches  away  without  shell  or  stone,  a  surface  of 
white,  fine-grained  sand,  beaten  so  hard  by  the 
eternal  hammer  of  the  surf,  that  the  hoof  of  a  horse 
scarce  marks  it,  and  the  heaviest  wheel  leafws  it  as 
printless  as  a  floor  of  granite.  This  will  be  easily 
understood  when  you  remember  the  tremendous 
n«e  and  fall  of  the  ocean  swell,  from  the  very  bo- 
som of  which,  in  all  its  breadth  and  strength,  roll 
in  the  waves  of  the  flowing  tide,  breaking  down 
on  the  beach,  every  one,  with  the  thunder  of  a  host 
precipitated  from  the  battlements  of  a  castle.  No- 
thing could  be  more  solemn  and  anthem-like  than 
the  succession  of  these  plunging  surges.  And 
when  the  <•  tenth  wave"  gathers,  far  out  at  sea, 
and  rolls  onward  to  the  shore,  first  with  a  glassy 
and  heaving  swell  as  if  some  mighty  monster  wore 


lurching  inland  beneath  the  water,  and  then,  burst- 
ing up  into  foam,  with  a  froni  like  an  endless  an^ 
sparry  crystal  wall,  advances  and  overwhelms  every 
thing  in  its  progress,  tUl  it  breaks  with  a  centupled 
thunder  on  the  beach — it  has  seemed  to  iDe,ttu)d- 
ing  there,  as  if  thus  might  have  beaten  the  first 
surge  on  the  shore  after  the  fiat  which  «  divided 
sea  and  'land."  I  am  no  Cameronian,  but  the  sea 
^myself  on  shore)  always  drives  me  to  Scripturs 
for  an  illustration  of  my  feelings.  « 

The  promontory  of  Nahant  must  be  baaed  oo  tiis 
earth's  axle,  else  I  cannot  imagine  how  it  shookl 
have  lasted  so  long.  In  the  mildest  weather,  the 
ground-swell  of  the  sea  gives  it  a  fillip  at  cveiy 
heave  that  would  lay  the  "  castled  crag  of  Dracb- 
enfels"  as  low  as  Memphis.  The  wine  trembles 
in  your  beaker  of  claret  as  you  sit  after  dinner  at 
the  hotel ;  and  if  you  look  out  at  the  eastern  bal- 
cony, (for  it  is  a  wooden  pagoda,  with  balconies, 
verandahs,  and  colonnades  ad  fi'Mfum,)  you  will 
see  the  grass  breathleraln  the  sunshine  upon  the 
lawn,  and  the  ocean  as  polished  and  calm  as  AH- 
ladi^s  brow  beyond,  and  yet  the  spray  and  foam 
dashing  fifty  feet  into  the  air  between,  and  enve^ 
loping  the  «  Devil's  Pulpit"  (a  tali  rack  split  off 
from  the  promontory's  front)  in  a  perpetual  kaleido- 
scope of  mists  and  rainbows.  Take  the  troabis 
to  transport  yourself  there !  I  will  do  the  remain- 
ing honours  on  the  spot  A  cavern  as  cool  (ncA 
as  silent)  as  those  of  Trophonius  lies  just  mukr 
the  brow  of  yonder  precipice,  and  the  waitex  shall 
come  after  us  with  our  wine.  You  have  dined 
witb  the  Borromeo  in  the  grotto  of  Isola  Bella,  I 
doubt  not,  and  know  the  perfection  of  ari — I  will 
show  you  that  of  nature,  (I  should  like  to  tran»- 
port  you  for  a  similar  contrast  from  Temi  to  Nia- 
gara, or  from  San  Giovanni  Laterano  to  an  aisle 
in  a  forest  of  Michigan ;  but  the  Daedalian  my»> 
tery,  alas !  is  unsolved.     We  **  fly  not  yet") 

Here  we  are,  then,  in  the  "  Swallow's  Cave." 
The  floor  descends  by  a  gentle  declivity  to  the  sea, 
and  from  the  long  dark  cleft  stretching  outward 
you  look  forth  upon  the  broad  Atlantic — tbeshofes 
of  Ireland  the  first  terra  firnia  in  the  path  of  Toar 
eye.  Here  is  a  dark  pool  left  by  the  retxeatiiig 
tide  for  a  refrigerator,  and  with  the  champagne  in 
the  midst,  we  will  recline  about  it  like  the  soft 
Asiatics  of  whom  we  learned  pleasure  in  the  nai^ 
and  drink  to  the  small-featured  and  purple-lipped 
*'  Mignons"  of  Syria — those  fine-limbed  and  fiery 
slaves,  adorable  as  Peris,  and  by  turns  languidtiDf 
and  stormy,  whom  you  l^y  for  a  pinch  of  pia^res 
(say  5/.  5«.)  in  sunny  Damascus.  Your  dnnwfj 
Circassian,  faint  and  dreamy,  or  your  crockery 
Georgian — fit  dolls  for  the  sensual  Turk — is,  to  hia 
who  would  buy  sou/,  dear  at  a  para  the  hecatomb. 

We  recline,  as  it  were,  in  an  ebon  pyramid,  ividk 
a  hundred  feet  of  floor  and  sixty  of  wall,  and  ib« 
fourth  side  open  to  the  sky.  The  light  oomes  in 
mellow  and  dim,  and  the  sharp  edges  of  the  rockj 
portaijseem  let  into  the  pearly  arch  of  heaven.  The 
tide  is  at  half-ebb,  and  the  advandnoHLnd  retiest- 
ing  waves,  which  at  first  just  lifted  the  fringe  of 
crimson  dulse  at  the  lip  of  the  cavern,  now  dsA 
their  spray-pearls  on  the  rock  below,  t|^-«»  tenti 
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,  large  alone  niHying  as  if  in  scorn  of  iU  retreating 
{^ovra,  and,  like  tlie  chicAain  of  Culloden  Moor, 
roAbing  back  singly  to  the  contest  And  now  that 
the  waters  reach  the  entrance  no  more,  come  for- 
ward ^d  look  on  the  sea !  The  swell  lifts ! — 
'  would  you  not  think  the  bases  of  the  earth  rising 
i  ^peath  it?  It  &lls! — would  you  not  think  the 
*  foundation  of  the  deep  had  given  way  ?  A  plain, 
broad  enough  for  the  navies  of  the  world  to  ride  at 
large,  heaves  np«evenly  and  steadily  as  if  it  would 
lie  against  the  sky,  rests  a  moment  spell-bound  in 
its  place,  and  falls  again  as  far — the  respiration  of 
a  sleeping  child  not  more  regular  and  full  of  slum- 
ber. It  is  only  on  the  shore  that  it  chafes.  Blessed 
emblem!  it  is  at  peace  with  itself!  The  rocks 
war  with  a  nature  so  unlike  their  own,  and  the 
hoarse  din  of  their  border  onsets  resounds  through 
the  caverns  they  have  rent  open ;  but  beyond,  in  the 
calm  bosom  of  the  ocean,  what  heavenly  dignity ! 
what  godlike  unconsciousness  of  alarm !  I  did  not 
Uiink  we  should  stumble  on^ch  a  moral  in  the  cave ! 

By  the  deeper  base  of  its  hoarse  organ,  the  sea 
is  now  playing  upon  its  lowest  stops,  and  the  tide 
is  down.  Hear!  how  it  rushes  in  beneath  the 
rocks,  brokc^  and  stilled  in  its  tortuous  way,  till  it 
ends  with  a  washing  and  dull  hiss  among  the  sea- 
weed, and,  like  a  myriad  of  small  tinkling  bells, 
the  dripping  from  the  crags  is  audible.  There  is 
fine  music  in  the  sea ! 

And  now  the  beach  is  bare.  The  cave  begins 
to  cool  and  darken,  and  the  first  gold  teint  of  sun- 
set is  stealing  into  the  sky,  and  the  sea  looks  of  a 
changing  opal,  green,  purple,  and  white,  as  if  its 
floor  were  paved  with  pearl,  and  the  changing  light 
struck  up  through  the  waters.  And  there  heaves 
a  ship  into  the  horizon,  like  a  white-winged  bird 
lying  with  dark  breast  on  the  waves,  abandoned  of 
the  se^- breeze  within  sight  of  port,  and  repelled 
even  by  the  spicy  breath  that  comes  with  a  wel- 
come off  the  shore.  She  comes  from  **  merry  Eng- 
land." She  is  freighted  with  more  than  merchan- 
dise. The  home-fiick  exile  will  gaze  on  her  snowy 
sail  as  she  sets,  in  with  the  morning  breeze,  and 
bless  it ;  for  the  wind  that  first  filled  it  on  its  way 
swept  through  the  green  valley  of  his  home !  What 
links  of  human  affection  brings  she  over  the  sea  ? 
How  much  comes  in  her  that  is  not  in  her  «  bill  of 
lading,''  yet  worth,  to  the  heart  that  is  waiting  for  it,  a 
thousand  times  the  purchase  of  her  whole  venture ! 

Muis  moiitons  notu  I  -I  hear  the  small  hoofs  of 
Thalaba ;  my  stanhope  waits ;  we  will  leave  this 
half  bottle  of  champagne,  that "  remainder  biscuit," 
and  the  echoes  of  our  philosophy,  to  the  Naiads 
who  have  lent  us  their  drawing-room.  Undine, 
or  Egeria!  Lurly,  or  Arethusa!  whatever  thou 
art  called,  nymph  of  this  shadowy  cave !  adieu ! 

Slowly,  Thalaba  I  Tread  gingerly  down  this 
rocky  descent !  So !  Here  we  are  on  the  floor  of 
the  vasty  deep!  What  a  glorious  rac^-course! 
The  polished  and  printless  sand  spreads  away  be- 
fore you  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  the  surf  comes 
in  below,  breast-high  ere  it  breaks,  and  the  jnrhite 
fringe  of  the  sliding  wave  shoots  up  the  beach,  but 
leaves  room  for  the  marching  of  a  Persian  phaUnx 
on  the  sMilf  it  has  deserted.    Oh,  how  noiselessly 


runs  the  wheel,  and  how  dreamily  we-glide  along, 
feeling  our  motion  but  in  the  resistance  of  the 
wind,  and  by  the  trout-like  pull  of  the  rioands  by 
the  excited  animal  before  us.  Mark  the  colour  of 
the  sand !  White  at  high-water  mark,  and  thence 
deepening  to  a  silvery  gray  as  the  water  has  eva- 
porated less — a  slab  of  Egyptian  granite  in  the 
obelisk  of  SL  Peter's  not  more  polished  and  unim- 
pressible.  Shell  or  rock,  weed  or  quicksand^  there 
is  none ;  and  mar  or  deface  its  bright  surfiice  as  you 
will,  it  is  ever  beaten  down  anew,  and  washed  even 
of  the  dust  of  the  foot  of  man,  by  the  returning  sea. 
You  may  write  upon  its  fine-grained  face  with  a 
crowquill — you  may  course  over  its  dazzling  ex- 
panse with  a  troop  of  chariots. 

Most  wondrous  and  beautifiil  of  all,  within  twenty 
yards  of  the  surf,  or  for  an  hour  after  the  tide  has 
left  the  sand,  it  holds  the  water  without  losing  its 
firmness,  and  is  like  a  gray  mirror,  bright  as  the 
bosom  of  the  sea.  (By  your  leave,  Thalaba!) 
And  now  lean  over  the  dasher,  and  see  those  small 
fetlocks  striking  up  from  beneath — the  flying  mane, 
the  thoroughbred  action,  the  small  and  expressive 
head,  as  perfect  in  the  reflection  as  in  the  reality ; 
like  Wordsworth's  swan,  he 

"  Trots  double,  horv.  and  shadow.** 

You  would  swear  you  were  skimming  the  surface 
of  the  sea;  and  the  delusion  is  more  complete  as  the 
white  foam  of  the  «*  tenth  wave"  skims  in  beneath 
wheel  and  hoof,  and  you  urge  on  with  the  treache- 
rous element  gliding  away  visibly  beneath  you. 

We  seem  not  to  have  driven  fast,  yet  three  miles, 
fairly  measured,  are  left  behind,  and  Thalaba*s  blood 
is  up.     Fine  creature !     I  would  not  give  him 

*'  For  the  best  horse  the  Sun  has  in  his  stable." 

We  have  won  champagne  ere  now,  Thalaba 
and  I,  trotting  on  this  silvery  beach ;  and  if  ever 
old  age  comes  on  me,  and  I  intend  it  never  shall 
on  aught  save  my  mortal  coil,  (my  spirit  vowed  to 
perpetual  youth,)  I  think  these  vital  breezes,  and  a 
trot  on  these  exhilarating  sands,  would  sooner  re- 
new my  prime  than  a  rock  in  St.  Hilary's  cradle, 
or  a  dip  in  the  well  of  Kanathos.  May  we  try 
the  experiment  together,  gentle  reader? 

I  am  not  settled  in  my  own  mind  whether  this 
description  of  one  of  my  favourite  haunts  in  Ame- 
rica was  written  most  to  introduce  the  story  that 
is  to  follow,  or  the  story  to  introduce  the  descrip- 
tion. Possibly  the  latter,  for  having  consumed  my 
callow  youth  in  wandering  «to  and  fro  in  the 
earth,"  like  Sathanas  of  old,  and  looking  on  my 
country  now  with  an  eye  from  which  all  the  minor 
and  temporary  features  have  gradually  faded,  I  find 
my  pride  in  it  (after  its  glory  as  a  republic)  set- 
tling principally  on  the  superior  handiwork  of  na- 
ture in  its  land  and  water.  When  I  talk  of  it  now, 
it  is  looking  through  another's  eyes — his  who  lis- 
tens. I  do  not  describe  it  after  my  own  memory 
of  what  it  was  once  to  me,  but  according  to  my  idea 
of  what  it  will  seem  now  to  a  stranger.  Hence  I 
speak  not  of  the  friends  I  made,  rambling  by  lake 
or  river.  The  lake  and  the  river  are  there,  but 
the  friends  are  changed — to  themselves  and  me. 
I  speak  not  of  the  lovely  and  loving  ones  that  stood 
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by  me,  looking  on  glen  or  waterfall.  The  glen 
and  the  j^aterfall  are  romantic  still,  but  the  form 
and  the  heart  that  breathed  through  it  are  no  longer 
lovely  or  loving.  I  should  renew  my  joys  by  the 
old  mountain  and  river,  for,  all  they  ever  were  I 
should  find  them  still,  and  never  seem  to  myself 
grown  old,  or  cankered  of  the  world,  or  changed  in 
form  or  spirit,  while  they  reminded  me  but  of  my 
youthf  with  their  familiar  sunshine  and  beauty. 
But  the  friends  that  I  knew — a«  I  knew  them — 
arc  dead.  They  look  no  longer  the  same;  they 
have  another  heart  in  them ;  the  kindness  of  the 
eye,  the  smilingness  of  the  lip,  are  no  more  there. 
Philosophy  tells  me  the  material  and  living  body 
changes  and  renews,  particle  by  particle,  with  time ; 
and  experience — cold-blooded  and  stony  monitor — 
tells  me,  in  his  frozen  monotone,  that  h^ut  and 
spirit  change  with  it  and  renew  !  But  the  name 
remains,  mockery  that  it  is!  and  the  memory  some- 
times; and  so  these  apparitions  of  the  past — that 
wo  almost  fear  to  question  when  they  encounter 
us,  lest  the  change  they  have  undergone  should 
freeze  our  blood — stare  coldly  on  us,  yet  call  us  by 
name,  and  answer,  though  coldly  to  their  own,  and 
have  that  terrible  similitude  to  what  they  were, 
mioglcd  with  their  unsympathizing  and  hollow 
mummery,  that  we  wish  the  grave  of  the  past,  with 
all  that  it  contained  of  kind  or  lovely,  had  been 
scaled  for  ever.  The  heart  We  have  lain  near  be- 
fore our  birth  (so  read  I  the  book  of  human  life)  is 
the  only  one  that  cannot  forgot  that  it  has  loved 
us.  Saith  well  and  affectionately  an  American 
poet,  in  some  birthday  verses  to  his  mother — 

'* Mother!  dear  mother!  the  feelingg  mirst 
As  I  hung  at  thy  liosom.  clur^  round  ihtxjint — 
Twas  the  earliest  link  in  love>  warm  chain, 
'Tie  the  only  one  that  will  long  rcmnin 
And  as.  yt>nr  by  year,  and  day  by  day, 
8ome  friend,  still  trusted,  drops  away, 
Mother !  dear  mother !  oh.  dost  thou  ate 
How  the  shortened  chain  brings  me  nearer  thee!^ 


UNWRITTEN  MUSIC. 

FBOM  TlIK  SASOE. 


Mephtstophelks  could  hardly  have 'found  a 
more  striking  amusement  for  Faust  than  the  pas- 
sage of  three  hundred  miles  in  the  canal  from  Lake 
Erie  to  the  Hudson.  As  I  walked  up  and  down 
the  deck  of  the  packet-boat,  I  thought  to  myself, 
that  if  it  were  not  for  thoughts  of  things  that  come 
more  home  to  one's  "business  and  bosom,"  (par- 
ticularly *'  bosom,")  I  could  be  content  to  retake 
my  berth  at  Schenectady,  and  return  to  Buffalo 
for  amusement  The  Erie  canal-boat  is  a  long 
and  very  pretty  drawing-room  afloat  It  has  a 
library,  sofas,  a  tolerable  cook,  curtains  or  Vene- 
tian blinds,  a  civil  captain,  and  no  smell  of  steam 
or  perceptible  motion.  It  is  drawn  generally  by 
three  horses  at  a  fieiir  trot^  and  gets  you  through 
about  a  hundred  miles  a  day,  as  soflly  as  if  you 
were  witched  over  the  ground  by  Puck  and  Mus- 
tard-seed. The  company  (say  fifiy  people)  is  such 
as  pleases  Heaven;  though  I  must  say  (with  my 
eye  all  along  the  shore,  collecting  the  various  dear 
friends  I  have  made  and  left  on  that  long  canal) 


there  are  few  highways  on  which  yon  will  meet 
so  many  lovely  and  loving  fellow-paaaengers.  9b 
this  occasion  my  star  was  bankrupt — ^Job  Smith 
being  my  only  civilized  companion — and  I  was  Idt 
to  the  unsatisfactory  society  of  my  own  thooghti 
and  the  scenery. 

Discontented  as  I  may  seem  to  have  been,  L#^ 
member,  through  eight  or  ten  years  of  stirrii^  azkd 
thickly-sown  manhood,  every  moment  of  that  I<»iely 
evening.  I  remember  the  progression  of  the  son- 
set,  from  the  lengthening  shadows  and  the  first 
gold  upon  the  clouds,  to  the  deepening  twilight 
and  the  new-sprung  star  hung  over  the  wilderness. 
And  I  remember  what  I  am  going  to  describe — a 
twilight  anthem  in  the  forest — as  you  remember  an 
air  of  Rossini's,  or  a  transition  in  the  half-fiendidi, 
half-heavenly  creations  of  Meyerbeer.  I  thought 
time  dragged  heavily  then,  but  I  wish  I  had  as 
light  a  heart  and  could  feel  as  vividly  now ! 

The  Erie  canal  is  cut  a  hundred  or  two  miles 
through  the  heart  of  the  primeval  wilderness  of 
America,  and  the  boat  was  gliding  on  silently  aod 
swiflly,  and  never  sailed  a  lost  cloud  through  the 
abyss  of  space  on  a  course  more  apparently  new 
and  untrodden.  The  luxuriant  soil  had  sent  op  a 
rank  grass  that  covered  the  horse-path  like  velvet; 
the  Erie  water  was  dear  as  a  brook  in  the  windii^ 
canal ;  the  old  shafb  of  the  gigantic  forest  sparred 
into  the  sky  by  thousands,  and  the  yet  unscared 
eagle  swung  off  from  the  dead  branch  of  the  pine, 
and  skimmed  the  tree-tops  for  another  perdi,  as  if 
he  had  grown  to  believe  that  gliding  spectre  a 
harmless  phenomenon  of  nature.  The  horses  drew 
steadily  and  unheard  at  the  end  of  th^'long  line; 
the  steerdman  stxx)d  motionless  at  the  tiller,  aod  I 
lay  on  a  heap  of  baggage  in  the  prow,  attentive  to 
the  slightest  breathing  of  nature,  but  thinking,  wtOt 
an  ache  at  my  heart,  of  Edith  Linsey,  to  wbcae 
feet  (did  I  mention  it?)  I  was  h^istening  with  a 
lover's  proper  impatience.  I  might  as  well  have 
taken  another  turn  in  my  «  fool's  paradise." 

The  gold  of  the  sunset  had  glided  op  the  dark 
pine  tops  and  disappeared,  like  a  ring  taken  siowlj 
from  an  Ethiop's  finger ;  the  whip-poor-will  bad 
chanted  tlie  first  stave  of  his  lament ;  the  bat  was 
abroad,  and  the  screech-owl,  like  all  bad  singen, 
commenced  without  waiting  to  be  importoiHd, 
though  we  wore  listening  for  the  nightingale.  The 
air,  as  I  said  before,  bad  been  all  ^day  breatbkss; 
but  as  the  first  chill  of  evening  displaof^  the  wain 
atmosphere  of  the  departed  sun,  a  slight  Ifirtm 
crisped  the  mirrored  bosom  of  the  canal,  and  tbrn 
commenced  the  night  anthem  of  the  forest,  audible, 
I  would  fain  believe,  in  its  soothing  changes,  bv  the 
dead  tribes  whose  bones  whiten  amid  the  peii^iinf 
leaves.  First,  whisperingly  yet  articolatelj,  the 
suspended  and  wavering  foliage  of  the  tMrch  vis 
touched  by  the  many-fingered  wind,  and.  like  a 
faint  prelude,  the  silver-lined  leaves  ruMled  ia  (he 
low  branches ;  and,  with  a  moment's  paoae,  when 
you  could  hear  the  moving  of  the  vulUire's  daws 
upon  the  bark,  as  he  turned  to  get  his  breast  to  tke 
wind,  the  increasing  breeze  8we]H  into  the  piw* 
tops,  and  drew  forth  from  their  firine^Uke  sad 
myriad  tassels  a  low  monotone  like  dflpfrsin  of 
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a  fitf-off  dirge ;  and  still  as  it  murmured,  (teeming 
t9  yon  spmetimefl  like  the  confused  and  heart- 
broken Ksponses  of  the  penitents  on  a  cathedral 
floor,)  the  blast  strengthened  and  filled,  and  the 
rigid  leaves  of  the  oak,  and  the  swaying  fans  and 
chalices  of  the  magnolia,  and  the  rich  cups  of  the 
*l||ip-trees,  stirred  and  answered  with  their  dif!er- 
ent  voices  like  many-toned  harps ;  and  when  the 
wind  was  fully  abroad,  and  every  moving  thing  on 
the  breast  of  the  earth  was  roused  from  its  daylight 
repose,  the  irregular  and  capricious  blast,  like  a 
player  on  an  organ  of  a  thousand  stops,  lulled  and 
strengthened  by  turns,  and  from  the  hiss  in  the 
rank  grass,  low  as  the  whisper  of  fairies,  to  the 
thunder  of  the  impinging  and  groaning  branches  of 
the  larch  and  the  fir,  the  anthem  went  ceaselessly 
through  its  changes,  and  the  harmony  (though 
the  owl  broke  in  with  his  scream,  and  though  the 
overblown  monarch  of  the  wood  came  crashing  to 
the  earth)  was  still  perfect  and  without  a  jar.  It 
is  strange  that  there  is  no  sound  of  nature  out  of 
tune.  The  roar  of  the  waterfall  comes  into  this 
anthem  of  the  forest  like  an  accompaniment  of 
bassoons,  and  the  occasional  bark  of  the  wolf,  or  the 
ficream  of  a  night-bird,  or  even  the  deep-throated 
croak  of  the  frog,  is  no  more  discordant  than  the 
outburst  of  an  octave  flute  above  the  even  melody 
of  an  orchestra;  and  it  is  surprising  how  the  large 
raindrops,  pattering  on  the  leaves,  and  the  small  voice 
of  thenighiingale  (singing,  like  nothing  but  himself, 
sweetest  in  the  darkness)  seems  an  intensitive  and 
a  low  burden  to  the  general  anthem  of  the  earth — 
as  it  were,  a  single  voice  among  instruments. 

I  had  ^bX  Wordsworth  calls  a  **  couchant  ear** 
in  my  youth,  and  my  story  will  wait,  dear  reader, 
while  I  tell  you  of  another  harmony  that  I  learned 
to  love  in  the  wilderness. 

There  will  come  sometimes  in  the  spring — say 
in  May,  or  whenever  the  snow-drops  and  sulphur 
butterflies  are  tempted  out  by  the  first  timorous 
sunshine — there  will  come,  I  say,  in  that  yearning 
and  youth-renewing  season,  a  warm  shower  at 
noon.  Our  tent  shall  be  pitched  on  the  skirts  of 
a  forest  of  young  pines,  and  the  evergreen  foliage, 
if  foliage  it  may  be  called,  shall  be  a  daily  refresh- 
ment to  our  eye  while  watching,  with  the  west 
wind  upon  our  cheeks,  the  unclothed  branches  of 
the  elm.  The  rain  descends  softly  and  warm; 
but  with  the  sunset  the  clouds  break  away,  and  it 
grows  suddenly  cold  enough  to  freeze.  The  next 
morning  you  shall  come  out  with  mc  to  a  hillside 
looking  upon  the  south,  and  lie  down  with  your 
ear  to  the  earth.  The  pine  tassels  hold  in  every 
four  of  their  fine  fingers  a  drop  of  rain  frozen  like 
a  pearl  in  a  long  ear-ring,  sustained  in  their  loose 
grasp  by  the  rigidity  of  the  cold.  The  sun  grows 
warm  at  ten,  and  the  slight  green  fingers  begin  to 
relax  and  yield,  and  by  eleven  they  are  all  droop- 
ing their  icy  pearls  upon  the  xlead  leaves  with  a 
murmur  through  the  forest  like  the  swarming  of 
the  bees  of  Hybla.  There  is  not  much  variety  in 
yhi  music,  but  it  is  a  pleasant  monotone  for  thought, 
^  Tid  if  you  have  a  restless  fever  in  your  bosom,  (as 
\  \  had,  when  I  learned  to  love  it,  for  the  travel 
whicbjbil  corrupted  the  heart  and  the  ear  that  it 
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soothed  and  satisfied  then,)  yon  may  lie  down  with 
a  crooked  root  under  your  head  in  the  skirts  of  the 
forest,  and  thank  Heaven  for  an  anodyne  to  care. 
And  it  is  better  than  the  voice  of  your  friend,  or 
the  song  of  your  lady-love,  for  it  exacts  no  grati- 
tude, and  will  not  desert  you  ere  the  echo  dies 
upon  the  wind. 

Oh,  how  many  of  these  harmonies  there  are ! — 
how  many  that  we  hear,  and  how  many  t)|at  are 
« too  constant  to  be  heard !"  I  could  go  back  to 
my  youth,  now,  with  this  thread  of  recollection, 
and  unsepulture  a  hoard  of  simple  and  long-buried 
joys  that  would  bring  the  blush  upon  my  cheek  to 
think  how  my  senses  are  dulled  since  such  things 
could  give  me  pleasure!  Is  there  no  *<weU  of 
Kanathos**  for  renewing  the  youth  of  the  soul  ? — 
no  St.  Hilary's  cradle  1  no  elixir  to  cast  the  slough 
of  heart-sickening  and  heart-tarnishing  custom  t 
Find  me  an  alchymy  for  that^  with  your  alembic 
and  crucible,  and  you  jnay  resolve  to  dross  again 
your  philosopher's  stone  I 


TRENTON  FALLS. 

FBOM  THK  8AMK. 


Trentoh  Falls  is  rather  a  misnomer.  I  scarcely 
know  what  you  would  call  it,  but  the  wonder  of 
nature  which  bears  the  name  is  a  tremendous  tor- 
rent, whose  bed,  for  several  miles,  is  sunk  fathoms 
deep  into  the  earth — a  roaring  and  dashing  stream, 
so  far  below  the  surface  of  the  forest  in  which  it  is 
lost,  that  you  would  think,  as  you  come  suddenly 
upon  the  edge  of  its  long  precipice,  that  it  was  a 
river  in  some  inner  world,  (coiled  within  ours,  as 
we  in  tl)^  enter  circle  of  the  firmament,)  and  laid 
open  by  some  Titanic  throe  that  had  cracked  clear 
asunder  the  crust  of  this  *<  shallow  earth."  The 
idea  is  rather  assisted  if  you  happen  to  see  below 
you,  on  its  abysmal  shore,  a  party  of  adventurous 
travellers ;  for,  at  that  vast  depth,  and  in  contrast 
with  the  gigantic  trees  and  rocks, the  same  number 
of  well-shaped  pismires,  dressed  in  the  last  fashions, 
and  philandering  upon  your  parlour  floor,  would 
be  about  of  their  apparent  size  and  distinctness. 

They  showed  me  at  Elcusis  the  well  by  which 
Proserpine  ascends  to  the  regions  of  day  on  her 
annual  visit  to  the  plains  of  Thessaly — but  with 
the  genius  lod  at  my  elbow  in  the  shape  of  a  Greek 
girl  as  lovely  as  Phryn^,  my  memory  reverted  to 
the  bared  axle  of  the  earth  in  the  bed  of  this  Ame- 
rican river,  and  I  was  persuaded  (looking  the  while 
at  the  feroniere  of  gold  sequins  on  the  Phidian 
forehead  of  my  Katinka)  that  supposing  Hades  in 
the  centre  of  the  earth,  you  are  nearer  to  it  by 
some  fathoms  at  Trenton.  I  confess  I  have  had, 
since  my  first  descent  into  those  depths,  an  un- 
comfortable doubt  of  the  solidity  of  the  globe — how 
the  dense  it  can  hold  together  with  such  a  crack 
in  its  bottom ! 

It  was  a  night  to  play  Endymion,  or  do  any  Tom- 
foolery that  could  be  laid  to  the  charge  of  the  moon, 
for  a  more  omnipresent  and  radiant  atmosphere  of 
moonlight  never  sprinkled  the  wilderness  with  sil- 

Ter.    It  was  a  night  in  which  to  wish  it  might 
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never  bo  day  again — a  night  to  be  enamonied  of 
the  ttars,  and  bid  God  bless  them  like  human  crea- 
tures on  their  bright  journey — a  night  to  love  in, 
to  dissolve  i(#— to  do  every  thing  but  what  night 
is  made  for — sleep !  Oh  heaven !  when  I  think 
how  precious  is  life  in  such  moments ;  how  the 
aroma — the  celestial  bloom  and  flower  of  the  soul 
— the  yearning  and  fast-perishing  enthusiasm  of 
youth-^waste  themselves  in  the  solitude  of  such 
nights  on  the  senseless  and  unanswering  air;  when 
I  wander  alone,  unloving  and  unloved,  beneath 
influences  that  could  inspire  me  with  the  elevation 
of  a  seraph,  were  I  at  the  ear  of  a  human  creature 
that  could  summon  forth  and  measure  my  limitlci« 
capacity  of  devotion — when  I  think  this,  and  feel 
this,  and  so  waste  my  existence  in  vain  yearnings, 
I  could  extinguish  the  divine  spark  within  me  like 
a  lamp  on  an  unvisited  shrine,  and  thank  Heaven 
for  an  assimilation  to  the  animals  I  walk  among ! 
And  that  is  the  substance  of  a  speech  I  made  to 
Job  as  a  sequitur  of  a  well-meant  remark  of  his 
own,  that  *<  it  was  a  pity  Edith  Linsey  was  not 
there."  He  took  the  clause  about  the  "  animals" 
to  himself,  and  made  an  apology  for  the  same  a 
year  after.  We  sometimes  give  our  friends,  quite 
innocently,  such  terrible  knocks  in  our  rhapsodies ! 
Most  people  talk  of  the  sublimity  of  Trenton,  but 
I  have  haunted  it  by  the  ^cck  together  for  its  mere 
loveliness.  The  river,  in  the  heart  of  that  fearful 
chasm,  is  the  most  varied  and  beautiful  assemblage 
of  the  thousand  forms  and  shapes  of  running  water 
that  I  know  in  the  world.  The  soil  and  the  deep- 
striking  roots  of  the  forest  terminate  far  above  you, 
looking  like  a  black  rim  on  the  enclosing  preci- 
pices ;  the  bed  of  the  river  and  its  sky-susteining 
walls  are  of  solid  rock,  and,  with  the  tremendous 
descent  of  the  stream — forming  for  miles  one  con- 
tinuous succession  of  falb  and  rapids — the  channel 
is  worn  into  curves  and  cavities  which  throw  the 
clear  waters  into  forms  of  inconceivable  brilliancy 
and  variety.  It  is  a  sort  of  half-twilight  below, 
with  here  and  there  a  long  beam  of  sunshine  reach- 
ing down  to  kiss  the  lip  of  an  eddy  or  form  a  rain- 
bow over  a  fall,  and  the  reverberating  and  changing 
echoes, 

"  Like  a  ring  of  bells  whoso  sound  the  wind  still  alters,'^ 
maintain  a  constent  and  most  soothing  music,  va- 
rying at  every  step  with  the  varying  phase  of  the 
current.  Cascades  of  from  twenty  to  thirty  feet, 
over  which  the  river  flies  with  a  single  and  hurry- 
ing leap,  (not  a  drop  missing  from  the  glassy  and 
bending  sheet,)  occur  frequently  as  you  ascend ; 
and  it  is  from  these  that  the  place  takes  ito  name. 
But  the  falls,  though  beautiful,  are  only  peculiar 
from  the  dazzling  and  unequalled  rapidity  with 
which  the  waters  come  to  the  leap.  If  it  were 
not  for  the  leaf  which  drops  wavering  down  into 
the  abysm  from  trees  apparently  painted  on  the 
sky,  and  which  is  caught  away  by  the  flashing 
current  as  if  the  lightning  had  suddenly  crossed  it, 
you  would  tbink  the  vault  of  the  steadfast  heavens 
a  flying  element  as  soon.  The  spot  in  that  long 
gulf  of  beauty  that  I  best  remember  is  a  smooth 
descent  of  some  hundred  yards,  where  the  river  in 
full  and  undivided  vdume  skims  over  a  plane  as 


polished  as  a  table  of  scagUola,  looking,  in  its  in- 
visible speed,  like  one  mirror  of  gleaming  but  mo> 
tionless  crystal.  Just  above,  there  is  a  aoddea 
turn  in  the  glen  which  sends  the  water  like  a  cata- 
pult against  the  opposite  angle  of  the  rock,  and, 
in  the  action  of  years,  it  has  worn  out  a  cavern  of 
unknown  depth,  into  which  the  whole  maas  of  ^ 
river  plunges  with  the  abandonment  of  a  flying  fiend 
into  hell,  and,  reappearing  like  the  angel  that  has 
pursued  him,  glides  switily  but  with  divine  sers- 
nity  on  ite  way.  (I  am  indebted  for  that  hst 
figure  to  Job,  who  travelled  with  a  Milton  in  his 
pocket,  and  had  a  natural  redolence  of  «  Paradiae 
Lost"  in  his  conversation.) 

Much  as  I  detest  water  in  small  quantities,  (to 
drink,)  I  have  a  hydromania  in  the  way  of  lakW, 
rivers,  and  waterfalls.  It  is,  by  much,  the  UlU  in 
the  family  of  the  elements.  Earth  is  never  tole- 
rable unless  disguised  in  green.  jUr  is  so  thin  as 
only  to  be  visible  when  she  borrows  drapery  of 
water ;  and  Fire  is  so  staringly  bright  as  to  be  on- 
pleasant  to  the  eyesight;  but  water,  sof),  pure, 
graceful  water !  there  is  no  shape  into  which  joa 
can  throw  her  that  she  does  not  seem  lovelier  than 
before.  She  can  borrow  nothing  of  her  aidtera. 
Earth  has  no  jewels  in  her  lap  so  brilliant  as  her 
own  spray  pearls  or  emeralds ;  Fire  has  no  rubies 
like  that  what  she  steals  from  the  sunset ;  Air  has 
no  robes  like  the  grace  of  her  fine- woven  and  ever- 
changing  drapery  of  ailver.  A  health  (in  wine !) 
to  Wateh  ! 

Who  is  there  that  did  not  love  aome  stream  in 
his  youth  ?  Who  is  there  in  whose  vision  of  the 
past  there  does  not  sparkle  up,  from  ev^  pictore 
of  childhood,  a  spring  or  a  ri\'ulDt  woven  through 
the  darkened  and  torn  woof  of  first  af&ctions  like 
a  thread  of  unchanged  silver  ?  How  do  yon  in- 
terpret the  instinctive  yearning  with  whidi  you 
search  for  the  river-side  or  the  fountain  in  evefy 
scene  of  nature — the  cJinging  unaware  to  tbe 
river*8  course  when  a  truant  in  the  fields  in  June 
— the  dull  void  you  find  in  every  landscape  of 
which  it  is  not  the  ornament  and  the  centre  1  For 
myself,  I  hold  with  the  Greek :  <*  Water  is  the  first 
principle  of  all  things :  we  were  made  firom  it  and 
we  shall  be  resohred  into  it" 


CAUTERSKILL  FALLS. 

FSOM  TirS  8 AUK. 


A  MILE  or  two  back  from  the  mountain-boose,  oa 
nearly  the  same  level,  the  gigantic  forest  suddeoh 
sinks  two  or  three  hundred  feet  into  the  earth,  form- 
ing a  tremendous  chasm,  over  wliich  a  bold  stag  mi^ 
almost  leap,  and  above  which  the  rocks  hang  oo 
either  side  with  the  most  threatening  and  frowniag 
grandeur.  A  mountain-stream  creeps  through  the 
forest  to  the  precipice,  and  leaps  as  suddenly  over,as 
if,  Arethusa-like,  it  flod  into  the  earth  from  the  pur- 
suing steps  of  a  satyr.  Thirty  paces  from  its  brink, 
you  would  never  susfffct,  but  for  the  hollow  rever- 
beration of  the  plungmg  stream,  that  any  thing  but 
a  dim  and  mazy  wood  was  within  a  day*s  journey. 
It  is  visited  as  a  great  curiosity  in  soensK^  under 
the  name  of  Cauterakill  Falla.  ^K 
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[Born  1M7.] 


HcNRT  Wadsworth  Lonofillow,  a  son 
of  the  Honoarable  Stephen  Longfellow,  of 
Portland,  was  born  in  that  city  on  the  twenty- 
seventh  of  February,  1807.-    At  the  early  age 
of  fooiteen  he  entered  Bowdoin  College,  and 
at  the  close  of  the  usual  period  of  four  years, 
he  was  graduated,  with  high  honours,  and  an 
unusual  reputation  for  moral  as  well  as  intel- 
lectual elevation.     For  a  few  months,  in  1825, 
he  was  a  law  student,  in  Uie  office  of  his  father, 
but  being  offered  a  professorship  of  modem 
languages,  which  it  wa|^ proposed  to  found  in 
Bowdoin  College,  he  was  relieved  from  this 
uncongenial  pursuit  to  prepare  himself  for  its 
duties  by  a  visit  to  £urope,  and  accordingly 
left  home  and  passed  three  years  and  a  half, 
travelling  or  residing  in  France,  Italy,  Spain, 
Germany,  Holland  and  England.    He  returned 
home  in  1829,  eminently  fitted  for  his  office, 
upon  which  he  immediately  entered.     The 
youthful  professor  was  a  great  favourite  with 
the  collegians;  when  not  engaged  in  the  la- 
bours of  instruction  he  was  himself  a  student, 
or,  as  sometimes  happened,  a  weaver  of  those 
beautiful  verses,  in  which  he  has  exhibited 
80  much  both  of  grenius  and  cultivation ;  and 
in  a  few  years  he  became  known  through  all 
the  country  as  one  of  the  most  graceful  poets 
and  most  elegant  and  accomplished  scholars 
of  whom  we  could  boast,  so  that  when  Mr. 
George  Ticknor,  in  1835,  resigned  the  pro- 
fessorship of  modern  languages  and  belles- 
lettres,  in  the  oldest  and  most  distinguished 
of  our  universities,  there  was  no  hesitation  in 
calling  to  the  vacant  post  Mr.  Longfellow,  who 
had  already  something  of  the  fame  of  a  vete- 
ran in  teaching,  though  yet  scarcely  twenty- 
,  eight  years  of  age.     He  now  tlierefore  re- 
signed his  professorship  at  Brunswick,  and 
again  went  abroad,  with  a  view  of  becoming 
more   thoroughly  acquainted   with   the  lan- 
guages and  literatures  of  the  north  of  Europe. 
He   passed   more  than  a  year   in  Denmark, 
Sweden,  Germany  and  Switzerland,  and  re- 
turning to  America,  in  the  autumn  of  1836, 
entered  immediately  upon  his  duties  at  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  has  ever  since  resided,  except 


during  a  short  visit  to  Europe,  for  the  restora- 
tion of  his  health,  in  1842. 

As  has  been  intimated  above.  Professor 
Longfellow  commenced  his  literary  life,  and 
acquired  an  enviable  reputation,  at  an  early 
age.  Indeed  while  he  was  an  undergraduate 
he  wrote  many  tasteful  and  carefully  finished 
poems,  for  the  United  States  Literary  Grazette, 
and  in  lesthetic  criticism,  he  soon  afler  exhi- 
bited abilities  of  a  very  high  order,  in  various 
articles  which  he  contributed  to  the  North 
American  Review.  In  1833  he  published  his 
translation  from  the  Spanish  of  the  celebrated 
poem  of  Don  Jorge  Manrique  on  the  death  of 
his  father,  with  a  beautifhl  introductory  essay 
on  the  moral  and  religious  poetry  of  Spain ; 
in  1835  his  Outre-Mer,  or  a  Pilgrimage  be- 
yond the  Sea;  in  1839  Hyperion, a  romance; 
in  1840  Voices  of  the  Night,  his  first  collection 
of  poems ;  in  1831  Ballads  and  other  Poems, 
(embracing  The  Children  of  the  Lord's  Sup- 
per, from  the  Swedish  of  Tegner) ;  in  1842 
The  Spanish  Student, a  play;  in  1843  Poems 
on  Slavery ;  in  1845  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of 
Europe,  with  introductions  and  biographical 
notices;  and  in  1846  two  complete  editions  of 
his  Poetical  Works,  one  of  which  is  beautiful- 
ly illustrated  by  the  best  artists  of  the  country. 

As  a  poet  Mr.  Longfellow's  merits  are  of  a 
very  high  though  not  of  the  highest  order. 
Nothing  can  be  more  graceful  and  tender  than 
some  of  his  Voices  of  the  Night ;  or  more 
picturesque  and  dramatical  than  some  of  his 
Ballads ;  or  more  simple,  chaste,  and  beauti- 
fully wise  than  the  greater  part  of  his  short 
poems,  which  seem  to  be  painted  experiences 
of  both  the  mind  and  heart  They  have  that 
stamp  of  nature  which  commends  them  alike 
to  the  rudest  and  the  most  cultivated.  Every 
one  can  understand  them,  and  in  every  one 
they  are  sure  to  awaken  some  responsive  feel- 
ing. Yet  he  seems  to  want  a  certain  freshness 
and  creative  energy,  perhaps  on  account  of  that 
absence  of  self-reliance,  which  is  commonly 
observable  in  men,  in  the  formation  of  whose 
characters  the  study  of  books  has  had  more 
than  a  due  influence. 

406 


1 


496 


HENRY    W.   LONGFELLOW. 


The  first  pros©  work  of  Professor  Longfel- 
low was  a  collection  of  tales  and  sketches  illus- 
trating the  impressions  of  a  youthful  scholar 
as  he  wanders  leisurely  through  southern  Eu- 
rope. Hyperion  is  in  a  similar  spirit,  but  has 
a  unity  of  purpose,  and  is  bolder  and  more  sus- 
tained. The  scholar,  here,  with  his  delicate 
fancy  and  extreme  susceptibility,  is  exposed 
to  trials.  But  his  life  is  in  obedience  to  the 
impressive  motto  of  the  romance,  **  Look  not 
mournfully  into  the  Past :  It  comes  not  back 


again.  Wisely  improve  the  Present:  It  is 
thine.  Go  forth  to  meet  the  shadowy  Fotaie, 
without  fear,  and  with  a  manly  heart."  Here 
is  the  moral,  which  is  wrought  out  ingenious- 
ly and  with  exquisite  taste,  though  with  little 
constructive  talent,  for  the  plot  is  very  simple, 
and  the  incidents  are  barely  sufficient  to  give 
life  to  the  sentiments.  It  is  a  poem,  full  of 
beautiful  thoughts  and  illustrations ;  a  painting 
of  conceptions  that  float  in  the  solitary  mind 
of  a  man  of  genius,  refinement  and  feeling. 


THE  VILLAGE  OF  AUTEUIL. 

FBOM  OOTBX-ICKB. 


The  sultry  heat  of  summer  always  brings  with 
it,  to  the  idler  and  the  man  of  leisure,  a  longing 
for  the  leafy  shade  and  the  green  luxuriance  of  the 
country.  It  is  pleasant  to  interchange  the  din  of  the 
city,  the  movement  of  the  crowd,  and  the  gossip  of 
society,  with  the  silente  of  the  hamlet,  the  quiet 
seclusion  of  the  grove,  and  the  gossip  of  a  wood- 
land brook.  As  is  sung  in  the  old  ballad  of  Robin 
Hood, — 

"In  nomer.  when  the  shawes  be  sheyn, 

And  leves  be  large  and  long, 
Hit  is  full  mery  in  feyre  foreste, 

To  hear  the  (oulys  song ; 
To  Be  the  dere  draw  to  the  dale 

And  leve  the  hilles  hee. 
And  shadow  hem  in  the  leves  grene, 

Vnder  the  grene  wode  ire." 

It  was  a  fetiling  of  this  kind  that  prompted  me, 
during  my  residence  in  the  north  of  France,  to  pass 
one  of  the  summer  months  at  Auteuil,  the  pleasant* 
est  of  the  many  little  villages  that  lie  in  the  imme- 
diate vicinity  of  the  metropolis.  It  is  situated  on 
the  outskirts  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  a  wood  of 
some  extent,  in  whose  green  alleys  the  dusty  cit 
enjoys  the  luxury  of  an  evening  drive,  and  gentle- 
men meet  in  the  morning  to  give  each  other  satis- 
faction ill  the  usual  way.  A  cro^s-road,  skirted 
with  green  hedgerows,  and  overshadowed  by  tall 
poplars,  leads  you  from  the  noisy  highway  of  St. 
Cloud  and  Versailles  to  the  still  retirement  of  this 
suburban  hamlet  On  either  side  the  eye  discovers 
old  chateaux  amid  the  trees,  and  green  parks,  whose 
pleasant  shades  recall  a  thousand  images  of  La 
Fontaine,  Racine,  and  Moliere;  and  on  an  emi- 
nence, overlooking  the  windings  of  the  Seine,  and 
giving  a  Lieautiful  though  distant  view  of  the  domes 
and  gardens  of  Paris,  rises  the  village  of  Passy, 
long  the  residence  of  oar  countiymen  Franklin  and 
Count  Rumford. 

I  took  up  my  abode  at  a  maison  de  tanti;  not 
that  I  was  a  valetudinarian,  but  because  I  there 
found  some  one  to  whom  I  could  whisper,  ^  How 
sweet  is  solitude !"  Behind  tbe  house  was  a  gar- 
den filled  with  fruit  trees  of  various  kinds,  and 
adorned  with  gravel-walks  and  green  arbours,  fur- 
nished with  tables  and  rustic  seats,  for  the  repose 
of  the  invalid  and  the  sleep  of  the  indolent    Here 


the  inmates  of  the  rural  hospital  met  on 
ground,  to  breathe  the  invigorating  air  of  morning, 
and  while  away  the  lazy  noon  or  vacant  eTening 
with  tales  of  the  sick  chamber. 

The  establishment  was  kept  by  Dr.  Dentdelioo, 
a  dried-up  little  fellow,  with  red  hair,  a  nndy  com- 
plexion, and  the  physiognomy  and  gestures  of  «§ 
monkey.  His  character  corresponded  to  hia  oat- 
ward  lineaments;  for  be  had  all  a  monkey's  bu^ 
and  curious  impertinence.  Nevertheless,  such  as 
he  was,  the  village  i£sculapius  strutted  forth  tbe 
little  great  man  of  AuteuiL  The  peasants  lopksd 
up  to  him  as  to  an  oracle ;  he  contrived  to  be  at 
the  head  of  every  thing,  and  laid  claim  to  the  cre- 
dit of  all  public  improvements  in  the  Tillage ;  in 
fine,  he  was  a  great  m^  on  a  small  scale. 

It  was  within  the  dingy  walls  of  this  little  poten- 
tate's imperial  palace  that  I  chose  my  country  re- 
sidence. I  had  a  chamber  in  the  second  story, 
with  a  solitary  window,  which  looked  apoa  the 
street,  and  gave  me  a  peep  into  a  neighbour's  gar- 
den. This  I  esteemed  a  great  privilege ;  for,  as  a 
stranger,  I  desired  to  see  all  that  was  pa«ng  out 
of  doors;  and  tbe  sight  of  green  trees,  though  grow- 
ing on  another's  ground,  is  always  a  hlcs^iiij^ 
Within  doors — had  I  been  disposed  to  qtisrrel  with 
my  household  gods — I  might  have  taken  some  ob- 
jection to  my  neighbourhood ;  for,  on  one  side  of 
me  was  a  consumptive  patient,  whose  graveyard 
cough  drove  me  from  my  chamber  by  day ;  and  on 
the  other,  an  English  colonel,  whose  incubcnnt 
ravings,  in  tbe  delirium  of  a  high  and  obstinate 
fever,  ofien  broke  my  slumbers  by  night;  bat  I 
found  ample  amends  for  these  inconveniences  in 
the  society  of  those  who  were  so  little  indisposed 
as  hardly  to  know  what  ailed  them,  and  those  who^ 
in  health  themselves,  had  accompanied  a  fiiend  or 
relative  to  the  shades  of  the  country  in  pursuit  of 
it  To  these  I  am  indebted  for  much  courtesy; 
and  particularly  to  one  who,  if  these  pages  aboi^ 
ever  meet  her  eye,  will  not,  I  hope,  be  anwilling 
to  accept  this  slight  memorial  of  a  former  fiieiid- 
ship. 

It  was,  however,  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  that  I 
looked  for  my  principal  recreation.  There  I  took 
my  solitary  walk,  morning  and  evening;  or,  moaflt> 
ed  on  a  little  mouse-coloured  donkey,  paced  de- 
murely along  the  woodland  pathway*.    I  had  a 
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fiiToorite  seat  beneath  the  shadow  of  a  Tenerable 
oak,  one  of  the  few  hoary  patriarchs  of  the  wood 
which  had  survived  the  bivouacs  of  the  allied  armies. 
It  stood  upon  the  brink  of  a  little  glassy  pool,  whose 
tranquil  bosom  was  the  image  of  a  quiet  and  se- 
cluded life,  and  stretched  its  parental  arms  over  a 
rustic  bench,  that  had  been  constructed  beneath  it 
for  the  accommodation  of  the  foot  traveller,  or,  pei^ 
chance,  some  idle  dreamer  like  myself.  It  seemed 
to  look  round  with  a  lordly  air' upon  its  old  heredi- 
tary domain,  whose  stillness  was  no  longer  broken 
by  the  tap  of  the  martial  drum,  nor  the  discordant 
clang  of  arms ;  and,  as  the  breeze  whispered  among 
its  branches,  it  seemed  to  be  holding  friendly  collo- 
quies with  a  few  of  its  venerable  contemporaries, 
who  stooped  from  the  opposite  bank  of  the  pool, 
nodding  gravely  now  and  then,  and  gazing  at  them- 
selves with  a  sigh  in  the  mirror  below. 

In  this  quiet  haunt  of  rural  repose  I  used  to  sit 
at  noon,  hear  the  birds  sing,  and  "  possess  myself 
in  much  quietness."  Just  at  my  feet  lay  the  little 
silver  pool,  with  the  sky  and  the  woods  painted  in 
its  mimic  vault,  and  oc(»sionally  the  image  of  a 
bird,  or  the  soft,  watery  outline  of  a  cloud,  floating 
silently  through  its  simny  hollows.  The  water-lily 
spread  its  broad,  green  leaves  on  the  surface,  and 
rocked  to  sleep  a  little  world  of  insect  life  in  its 
golden  cradle.  Sometimes  a  wandering  leaf  came 
floating  and  wavering  downward,  and  settled  on 
the  water ;  then  a  vagabond  insect  would  break 
the  smooth  sur&ce  into  a  thousand  ripples,  or  a 
green-coated  frog  slide  from  the  bank,  and,  plump! 
dive  headlong  to  the  bottom. 

I  entered,  too,  with  some  enthusiasm,  into  all  the 
rural  sports  and  merrimakes  of  the  village.  The 
holydays  were  so  many  little  eras  of  mirth  and  good 
feeling ;  for  the  French  have  that  happy  and  sun- 
shine temperament, — that  roerry-go-mad  character, 
— which  renders  all  their  social  meetings  scenes  of 
enjoyment  and  hilarity.  I  made  it  a  point  never 
to  miss  any  of  the  fetet  champetresy  or  rural  dances, 
at  the  wood  of  Boulogne ;  though  I  confess  it  some- 
tiroes  gave  me  a  momentary  uneasiness  to  see  iny 
rustic  throne  beneath  the  oak  usurped  by  a  noisy 
g-roup  of  girls,  the  silence  and  decorum  of  my  ima- 
ginary realm  broken  by  music  and  laughter,  and, 
in  a  word,  my  whole  kingdom  turned  topsy-turvy 
with  romping,  fiddling,  and  dancing.  But  I  am 
naturally,  and  from  principle,  too,  a  lover  of  all 
those  innocent  amusements  which  cheer  the  la- 
bourer's toil,  and,  as  it  were,  put  their  shoulders  to 
the  wheel  of  life,  and  help  the  poor  man  along  with 
his  load  of  cares.  Hence  I  saw  with  no  small  de- 
light the  rustic  swain  astride  the  wooden  horse  of 
the  rarrouself  and  the  village  maiden  whirling  round 
and  round  in  its  dizzy  car ;  or  took  my  stand  on 
a  rising  ground  that  overlooked  the  dance,  an  idle 
spectator  in  a  busy  throng.  It  was  just  where  the 
village  touched  the  outward  border  of  the  wood. 
There  a  little  area  had  been  levelled  beneath  the 
trees,  surrounded  by  a  painted  rail,  with  a  row  of 
benches  inside.  The  music  was  placed  in  a  slight 
balcony,  built  around  the  trunk  of  a  large  tree  in 
the  centre;  and  the  lamps,  hanging  from  the 
branchef,  above,  gave  a  gay,  fantastic,  and  fairy 
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look  to  the  scene.  How  often  in  such  moments 
did  I  recall  the  lines  of  Goldsmith,  describing  those 
**  kinder  skies*'  beneath  which  *«  France  displays 
her  bright  domain,"  and  feel  how  true  and  master- 
ly the  sketch, — 

"  Alike  all  ages ;  dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  children  through  the  minhful  maze, 
Andlhe  gray  grandsire,  skilled  in  gestic  lore, 
Has  frisked  beneath  the  burden  of  threescore." 

Nor  must  I  forget  to  mention  the  fete  patronale^ 
•—A  kind  of  annual  fair,  which  is  held  at  mid-sum- 
mer, in  honour  of  the  patron  saint  of  A  uteuil.  Then 
the  principal  street  of  the  village  is  filled  with  booths 
of  every  description ;  strolling  players,  and  rope- 
dancers,  and  jugglers,  and  giants,  and  dwarfs,  and 
wild  beasts,  and  all  kinds  of  wonderful  shows,  ex- 
cite the  gaping  curiosity  of  the  throng;  and  in 
dust,  crowds,  and  confusion,  the  village  rivals  the 
capital  itself.  Then  the  goodly  dames  of  Passy  de- 
scend into  the  village  of  Auteuil ;  then  the  brewers 
of  Billancourt  and  the  tanners  of  Severs  dance 
lustily  under  the  green-wood  tree ;  and  then,  too, 
the  sturdy  fishmongers  of  Br^tigny  and  Saint- 
Yon  regale  their  fat  wives  with  an  airing  in  a  swing, 
and  their  customers  with  eels  and  crawfish ;  or,  as 
is  more  poetically  set  forth  in  an  old  Christmas 
carol, — 

"  Vous  cussicz  vu  venir  tous  cenx  de  Saint- Yon, 
Et  ceux  de  }{retigny  apportaiit  du  poisson, 
Les  burhcaux  et  gardons.  angaillea  ei  carpettes 
Etoicnt  &  l)on  march^ 

Croyez, 
A  cette  journec-ia, 

La,  u, 

Et  aussi  les  perchettes.'' 

I  found  another  source  of  amusement  in  observ- 
ing the  various  personages  that  daily  passed  and  re- 
passed beneath  my  window.  The  character  which 
most  of  all  arrested  my  attention  was  a  poor  blind 
fiddler,  whom  I  first  saw  chanting  a  doleful  ballad 
at  the  door  of  a  small  tavern  near  the  gate  of  the 
village.  He  wore  a  brown  coat,  out  at  elbows,  the 
fragment  of  a  velvet  waistcoat,  and  a  pair  of  tight 
nankeens,  so  short  as  hardly  to  reach  below  his 
calves.  A  little  foraging  cap,  that  had  long  since  seen 
its  best  days,  set  off  an  open,  good-humoured  counte- 
nance, bronzed  by  sun  and  wind.  He  was  led 
about  by  a  brisk,  middle-uged  woman,  in  straw  hat 
and  wooden  shoes;  and  a  little  bare-footed  boy, 
with  clear,  blue  eyes  and  flaxen  hair,  held  a  tat- 
tered hat  in  his  hand,  in  which  he  collected  ele- 
emosynary sous.  The  old  fellow  had  a  favourite 
song,  which  he  used  to  sing  with  great  glee  to  a 
merry,  joyous  air,  the  burden  of  which  ran  «  Chan- 
tons  V amour  et  le  plaisir!**  I  often  thought  it 
would  have  been  a  good  lesson  for  the  crabbed  and 
discontented  rich  man  to  have  heard  this  remnant 
of  humanity, — poor,  blind,  and  in  rags,  and  de- 
pendent upon  casual  charity  for  his  daily  bread, 
singing  in  so  cheerful  a  voice  the  charms  of  ex- 
istence, and,  as  it  were,  fiddling  life  away  to  a  mer- 
ry tune. 

I  was  one  morning  called  to  my  window  by  the 
sound  of  rustic  music.  I  looked  out  and  beheld 
a  procession  of  villagers  advancing  along  the  road, 
attired  in  gay  dresses,  and  marching  merrily  on  in 
the  direction  of  the  church.     I  soon  perceived  that 
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it  was  a  marriage-festival.  The  procession  was 
led  by  a  long  orang-outang  of  a  man,  in  a  straw 
hat  and  white  dimity  bobcoat,  playing  on  an  asth- 
matic clarionet,  from  which  he  contrived  to  blow 
unearthly  sounds,  ever  and  anon  squeaking  off  at 
right  angles  from  his  tune,  and  winding  up  with 
a  grand  flourish  on  the  guttural  notes.  Behind 
him,  led  by  his  little  boy,  came  the  blind  fiddler, 
his  honest  features  glowing  with  all  the  hilarity  of 
a  rustic  bridal,  and,  as  he  stumbled  along,  sawing 
away. upon  his  fiddle  till  he  made  all  crack  again. 
Then  came  the  happy  bridegroom,  dressed  in  his 
Sunday  suit  of  blue,  with  a  large  nosegay  in  his 
button-hole ;  and  close  beside  him  his  blushing 
bride,  with  downcast  eyes,  clad  in  a  white  robe  and 
dlippers,  and  wearing  a  wreath  of  white  roses  in 
her  hair.  The  friends  and  relatives  brought  up  the 
procession ;  and  a  troop  of  village  yrchins  came 
shouting  along  in  the  rear,  scrambling  among  them- 
selves for  the  largess  of  sous  and  sugar-plums  that 
now  and  then  issued  in  large  handfuls  from  the 
pockets  of  a  lean  man  in  black,  who  seemed  to  of- 
ficiate as  master  of  ceremonies  on  the  occasion.  I 
gazed  on  the  procession  till  it  was  out  of  sight ; 
and  when  the  last  wheeze  of  the  clarionet  died  upon 
my  ear,  I  could  not  help  tliinking  how  happy  were 
they  who  were  thus  to  dwell  together  in  the  peace- 
ful bosom  uf  their  native  villuge,  far  from  the  gilded 
misery  and  the  pestilential  vices  of  the  town. 

On  the  evening  of  the  same  day,  I  was  sitting 
by  the  window,  enjoying  the  freshness  of  the  air 
and  the  beauty  and  stillness  of  the  hour,  when  I 
heard  the  distdnt  and  solemn  hymn  of  the  Catholic 
burial-service,  at  first  so  faint  and  indistinct  that  it 
seemed  an  illusion.  It  rose  mournfully  on  the  hush 
of  evening,— died  gradually  away, — tlien  ceased. 
Then  it  rose  again,  nearer  and  more  distinct,  and 
soon  afler  a  funeral  procession  appeared,  and  passed 
directly  beneath  my  window.  It  was  led  by  a 
priest,  bearing  the  banner  of  the  church,  and  fol- 
lowed by  two  boys,  holding  long  flambeaux  in  their 
hands.  Next  cu me  a  double  file  of  priests  in  their 
surplices,  with  a  missal  in  one  hand  and  a  lighted 
wax  taper  in  the  other,  chanting  the  funeral  dirge 
at  intervals, — now  pausing,  and  then  again  taking 
up  the  mournful  burden  of  their  lamentation,  ac- 
companied by  others,  who  played  upon  a  rude  kind 
of  bassoon,  jj^'ith  a  dismal  and  wailing  sound.  Then 
followed  various  symbols  of  the  church,  and  the 
bier  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  four  men.  The 
coffin  was  covered  with  a  velvet  pall,  and  a  chaplet 
of  white  flowers  lay  upon  it,  indicating  that  the 
deceased  was  unmarried.  A  few  of  the  villagers 
came  behind,  clad  in  mourning  robes,  and  bearing 
lighted  tapers.  The  procession  passed  slowly  along 
the  same  street  that  in  the  morning  had  been 
thronged  by  the  gay  bridal  company.  A  melan- 
choly train  of  thought  forced  itself  home  upon  my 
mind.  The  joys  and  sorrows  of  this  world  are 
so  strikingly  mingled !  Our  mirth  and  grief  are 
brought  so  mournfully  in  contact!  We  laugh 
while  others  weep, — and  others  rejoice  when  we 
are  sad  !  The  light  heart  and  the  heavy  walk  side 
by  side  and  go  about  together  !  Beneath  the  same 
roof  are  spread  the  wedding-feast  and  the  funeral- 


pall  !  The  hridal-flong  mingles  with  the  barial- 
hymn !  One  goes  to  the  marriage-bed,  another  to 
the  grave ;  and  all  ia  mutable,  oncertaiD,  and  tran- 
ntory. 

It  is  with  sensations  of  pare  delight  that  I  recur 
to  the  brief  period  of  my  existence  which  was  passed 
in  the  peaceful  shades  of  AuteuiL  There  is  one 
kind  of  wiadpm  which  we  learn  fi'om  the  worid,  and 
another  kind  which  can  be  acquired  in  solitude 
only.  In  cities  we  study  those  around  us ;  but  in 
the  retirement  of  the  country  we  learn  to  know 
ourselves.  The  voice  within  us  is  more  distinctly 
audible  in  the  stillness  of  the  place ;  and  die  gentl^ 
aflections  of  our  nature  spring  up  more  freshly  in 
its  tranquillity  and  sunshine. — nurtured  by  the 
healthy  principle  which  we  inhale  with  the  pore 
air,  and  invigorated  by  the  genial  influences  whidi 
descend  into  the  heart  from  the  quiet  of  the  sylvan 
solitude  around,  and  the  soft  serenity  of  the  sky 
above. 


SPRING. 

num.  HTPKUOM. 


It  was  a  sweet  carol,  which  the  Rhodian  Mr 

dren  sang  of  old  in  spring,  bearing  in  their  hands, 

from  door  to  door,  a  swallow,  as  herakl  of  the 

season; 

"The  swallow  is  come! 
The  swallow  is  come ! 
O  fair  are  the  seasons,  and  light 
Are  the  days  that  she  brings, 
With  her  duttky  wings, 
And  her  bosom  siiowy  white." 

A  pretty  carol,  too,  is  that,  which  the  Hunga- 
rian boys,  on  the  islands  of  the  Danube,  sing  to  the 
returning  stork  in  spring; 

"  Stork !  stork  I  poor  stork ! 
Why  is  thy  fool  so  bloody? 
A  Turkish  boy  hath  torn  it; 
Hungarian  boy  will  heal  it. 
With  fiddle,  fife,  aud  drum." 

But  what  child  has  a  heart  to  sing  in  this  capri- 
cious clime  of  ours,  where  spring  comes  saifing  in 
from  the  sea,  with  wet  and  heavy  cloud-saiU,  and 
the  misty  pennon  of  the  eastwind  nailed  to  the 
mast !  Vet  even  here,  and  in  the  stormy  month 
of  March  even,  there  are  bright  warm  noomings, 
when  we  open  our  windows  to  inhale  the  balmy 
air.  The  pigeons  fly  to  and  fro,  and  we  hear  the 
whirring  sound  of  wings.  Old  flies  crawl  out  of 
the  cracks,  to  sun  themselves;  and  think  it  is  suco- 
mer.  They  die  in  their  conceit;  and  so  do  our 
hearts  within  us,  when  the  cold  sea-breath  coiaes 
from  the  eastern  sea ;  and  again, 

"The  driving  hail 
Upon  the  w.ndow  beats  with  icy  fla.fl." 

The  red-flowering  maple  is  first  in  bloMom.  its 
beautiful  purple  flowers  unfolding  a  fortnight  be- 
fore the  leaves.  The  moose-wood  follows^  with 
rose-coloured  buds  and  leaves;  and  the  dc^fwood, 
robed  in  the  white  of  its  own  pure  bloasoirat.  Then 
comes  the  sudden  rain  storm  ;  and  the  \nrdm  fiv  to 
and  fro,  and  shriek.  Where  do  they  hide  lixm- 
selves  in  such  storms  1  at  what  fircsid<es  dry  tbdi 
feathery  cloaks  ?     At  the  fireside  of  #le  gresi, 
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hospitable  sun,  to-morrow,  not  before, — they  must 
fiit  in  wet  garments  until  then. 

In  sll  climates  spring  is  beautiful.  In  the  south 
it  is  intoxicating,  and  sets  a  poet  beside  himself. 
The  birds  begin  to  sing ; — tbcy  utter  a  few  raptur- 
ous notes,  and  then  wait  for  an  answer  in  the  silent 
woods.  Those  green-coated  musicians,  the  frogs, 
make  holiday  in  the  neighbouring  marshes.  They, 
too,  belong  to  the  orchestra  of  nature;  whose  vast 
theatre  is  again  opened,  though  the  doors  have  been 
so  long  bolted  with  icicles,  and  the  scenery  hung 
with  snow  and  frost,  like  cobwebs.  This  is  the 
prelude,  which  announces  the  rising  of  the  broad 
green  curtain.  Already  the  grass  shoots  forth. 
The  waters  leap  with  thrilling  pulse  through  the 
veins  of  the  earth;  the  sap  through  Uie  veins  of  the 
plants  and  trees ;  and  the  Uood  through  the  veins  f 
of  man.  What  a  thrill  of  delight  in  spring-time ! 
What  a  joy  in  being  and  moving!  Men  are  at 
work  in  gardens ;  and  in  the  air  there  is  an  odour 
of  the  fresh  earth.  The  leaf-buds  begin  to  swell 
and  blush.  The  white  blossoms  of  the  chenry  hang 
upon  the  boughs  like  snow-flakes,  and  ere  long  our 
next-door  neighbours  will  be  completely  hidden 
from  us  by  the  dense  green  foUage.  The  May 
flowers  open  their  sofi  blue  eyes.  Children  are 
let  loose  in  the  fields  and  gardens.  They  hold  but- 
ter-cups under  each  others*  chins,  to  see  if  they 
love  butter.  And  the  little  girls  adorn  themselves 
with  chains  and  curls  of  dandelions ;  pull  out  the 
yellow  leaves  to  see  if  the  schoolboy  loves  them, 
and  blow  the  down  from  the  leafless  stalk,  to  find 
out  if  their  mothers  want  them  at  home. 

And  at  night  so  cloudless  and  so  still !  Not  a 
voice  of  living  thing, — not  a  whisper  of  leaf  or 
waving  bough, — ^not  a  breath  of  wind, — not  a  sound 
upon  the  earth  nor  in  the  air!  And  overhead 
bends  the  blue  sky,  dewy  and  soft,  and  radiant 
with  innumerable  stars,  like  the  inverte<i  bell  of 
some  blue  flower,  sprinkled  with  golden  dust,  and 
breathing  fragrance.  Or  if  the  heavens  are  over- 
cast, it  is  no  wild  storm  of  wind  and  rain ;  but 
clouds  that  melt  and  fall  in  showers.  One  does 
not  wish  to  sleep;  but  lies  awake  to  hear  the 
pleasant  sound  of  the  dropping  rain. 


SUMMER-TIME. 

rSOM  THE  SAME. 


ToET  were  right, — those  old  German  minnesin- 
gers,— to  sing  the  pleasant  summer-time !  What 
a  time  it  is!  How  Juno  stands  illuminated  in  the 
calendar  !  The  windows  are  all  wide  open ;  only 
the  Venetian  blinds  closed.  Here  and  there  a  long 
streak  of  sunshine  streams  in  through  a  crevice. 
We  hear  the  low  sound  of  the  wind  among  the 
trees ;  and,  as  it  swells  and  freshens,  the  distant 
doors  clap  to,  with  a  sudden  sound.  The  trees 
are  heavy  with  leaves;  and  the  gardens  full  of 
blossoms,  red  and  white.  The  whole  atmosphere 
is  laden  with  perfume  and  sunshine.  The  birds 
sing.  The  cock  struts  about,  and  crows  loiUly. 
Insects  chirp  in  the  grass.    Yellow  butter-cups 


the  red  blossoms  of  the  clover  like  rulnes.  The 
elm-trees  reach  their  long,  pendulous  branches  al- 
most to  the  ground.  White  clouds  sail  aloft; 
and  vapours  fret  the  blue  sky  with  silver  threads. 
The  white  village  gleams  afar  against  the  dark 
hills.  Through  the  meadow  winds  the  river, — 
careless,  indolent  It  seems  to  love  the  country, 
and  is  in  no  haste  to  reach  the  sea.  The  bee 
only  is  at  work, — the  hot  and  angry  bee.  All 
things  else  are  at  play;  be  never  plays,  and  is 
vexed  that  any  one  should. 

People  drive  out  from  town  to  breathe,  and  to 
be  happy.  Most  of  them  have  flowers  in  their 
hands ;  bunches  of  apple-blossoms,  and  still  oftener 
lilacs.  Ye  denizens  of  the  crowded  city,  how  plea- 
sant to  you  is  the  change  from  the  sultry  streets 
to  the  <^n  fields,  fragrant  with  clover-blossoms ! 
how  pleasant  the  fresh  breezy  country  air,  dashed 
with  brine  from  the  meadows !  how  pleasant,  above 
all,  the  flowers,  the  manifold  beautiful  flowers ! 

It  is  no  longer  day.  Through  the  trees  rises 
the  red  moon,  and  the  stars  are  scarcely  seen.  In 
the  vast  shadow  of  night,  the  coolness  and  the 
dews  descend.  I  sit  at  the  open  window  to  enjoy 
them;  and  hear  only  the  voice  of  the  summer 
wind.  Like  black  hulks,  the  shadows  of  the  great 
trees  ride  at  anchor  on  the  billowy  sea  of  grass.  I 
cannot  see  the  red  and  blue  flowers,  but  I  know 
that  they  are  there.  Far  away  in  the  meadow 
gleams  the  silver  Charles.  The  tramp  of  horses' 
hoofs  sounds  from  the  wooden  bridge.  Then  all 
is  still,  save  the  continuous  wind  of  the  summer 
night.  Sometimes  I  know  not  if  it  be  the  wind 
or  the  sound  of  the  neighbouring  sea.  The  village 
c^ock  strikes ;  and  I  feel  that  I  am  not  alone. 

How  diflerent  is  it  in  the  city  !  It  is  late,  and 
the  crowd  is  gone.  You  step  out  upon  the  balco- 
ny, and  lie  in  the  very  bosom  of  the  cool,  dewy 
night,  as  if  you  folded  her  garments  about  you. 
The  whole  starry  heaven  is  spread  out  overhead. 
Beneath  lies  the  public  walk  with  trees,  like  a 
fathomless,  black  gulf,  into  whose  silent  darkness 
the  spirit  plunges  and  floats  away,  with  some  be- 
loved spirit  clasped  in  its  embrace.  The  lamps 
are  still  burning  up  and  down  the  long  street. 
People  go  by,  with  grotesque  shadows,  now  fore- 
shortened and  now  lengthening  away  into  the  dark- 
ne»  and  vanishing,  while  a  new  one  springs  up 
behind  the  walker,  and  seems  to  pass  him  on  the 
sidewalk.  The  iron  gates  of  the  park  shut  with  a 
jangling  clang.  There  are  footsteps,  and  loud 
voices, — tumult, — a  drunken  brawl,-— an  alarm  of 
fire ; — then  silence  again.  And  now  at  length  the 
city  is  asleep,  and  we  can  see  the  night  The  be- 
lated moon  looks  over  the  roofs,  and  finds  no  one 
to  welcome  her.  The  moonlight  is  broken.  It 
lies  here  and  there  in  the  squares,  and  the  opening 
of  streets, — angular,  like  blocks  of  white  marble. 


Tkll  roe,  my  soul,  why  art  thou  restless  1  Why 
dost  thou  look  forward  to  the  future  with  such 
strong  desire  t     The  present  is  thine, — and  the 
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LIVES  OF  SCHOLARS. 

FBOM  THS  SAMS. 


What  a  strange  picture  a  anWeraity  preaents  to 
the  imagination.  The  lives  of  scholars  in  their 
cloistered  stillness; — literary  men  of  retired  habits, 
and  professora  who  study  sixteen  houra  a  day,  and 
never  see  the  world  but  on  a  Sunday.  Nature 
has,  no  doubt,  for  some  wise  purpose,  plsced  in 
their  hearts  this  love  of  literary  labour  and  seclu- 
sion. Otherwise,  who  would  feed  the  undying 
lamp  of  thought  ?  But  for  such  men  as  these,  a 
blast  of  wind  through  the  chinks  and  crannies  of 
this  old  world,  or  the  flapping  of  a  conqueror's 
banner,  would  blow  it  out  for  ever.  The  light  of 
the  soul  is  easily  extinguished.  And  whenever  I' 
reflect  upon  these  things  I  become  aware  of  the 
great  importance,  in  a  nation's  hbtory,  of  the  indi- 
vidual fame  of  scholars  and  literary  men.  I  fear, 
that  it  is  far  greater  than  the  world  is  willing  to 
acknowledge ;  or,  perhaps,  I  should  say,  than  the 
world  has  thought  of  acknowledging.  Blot  out 
from  England's  history  the  names  of  Chancer, 
Shakspeare,  Spenser,  and  Milton  only,  and  how 
much  of  her  glory  would  you  blot  out  with  them ! 
Take  from  Italy  such  names  as  Dante,  Petrarch, 
Boccaccio,  Michel  Angelo,  and  Raphael,  and  how 
much  would  still  be  wanting  to  the  completeness 
of  her  glory !  How  would  the  history  of  Spain 
look  if  the  leaves  were  tom  out,  on  which  are  written 
the  names  of  Cervantes,  Lope  de  Vega,  and  Cal- 
deron!  What  would  be  the  fame  of  Portugal, 
without  her  Camoens;  of  France,  without  her 
Racine,  and  Rabelais,  and  Voltaire ;  or  Germany, 
without  her  Martin  Luther,  her  Gcethe,  and  Schil- 
ler ! — Nay,  what  were  the  nations  of  old,  without 
their  phUosophera,  poets,  and  historians!  Tell 
me,  do  not  these  men  in  all  ages  and  in  all  places, 
emblazon  with  bright  coloure  the  armorial  bearings 
of  their  country  1  Yes,  and  far  more  than  this ; 
for  in  all  ages  and  all  places  they  give  humanity 
assurance  of  its  greatness ;  and  say,  Call  not  this 
time  or  people  wholly  barbarous ;  for  thus  much, 
even  then  and  there,  could  the  human  mind 
achieve!  But  the  boisterous  world  has  hardly 
thought  of  acknowledging  all  this.  Therein  it  has 
shown  itself  somewhat  ungrateful.  Else,  whence 
the  great  reproach,  the  general  scorn,  the  loud  de- 
rision, with  which,  to  take  *a  familiar  example,  the 
monks  of  the  middle  ages  are  regarded.  That 
they  slept  their  lives  away  is  most  untrue.  For  in 
an  age  when  books  were  few, — so  few,  so  precious, 
that  they  were  often  chained  to  their  oaken  shelves 
with  iron  chains,  like  galley-slaves  to  their  benches, 
these  men,  with  their  laborious  hands,  copied  upon 
parehment  all  the  lore  and  wisdom  of  the  past,  and 
transmitted  it  to  us.  Perhaps  it  is  not  too  much 
to  say,  titiat,  but  for  these  monks,  not  one  line  of 
the  classics  would  have  reached  our  day.  Surely, 
then,  we  can  pardon  something  to  those  supersti- 
tious ages,  perhaps  even  the  mysticism  of  the  scho- 
lastic philosophy,  since,  after  all,  we  can  find  no 
harm  in  it,  only  the  mistaking  of  the  possible  for 
the  real,  and  the  high  aspirings  of  the  human  mind 


after  a  long-sought  and  unknown  somewhat  I 
think  the  name  of  Martin  Luther,  the  monk  of 
Wittemberg,  alone  sufficient  to  redeem  all  monk- 
hood from  the  reproach  of  lazineas !  If  this  will 
not,  perhaps  the  vast  folios  of  Thomas  Aquinas 
wiIl;---or  the  countless  manuscripts,  still  treasured 
in  old  libraries,  whose  yellow  and  wrinkled  pages 
remind  one  of  the  hands  that  wrote  them,  and  the 
&ces  that  once  bent  over  them. 


WHERE  SHOULD  THE  SCHOLAR  LIVE! 

nam  tbk  baxs. 

Wbzhz  should  the  scholar  live  ?  In  aotrtnde 
or  in  society  1  In  tlib  green  stillness  of  the  coon- 
try,  where  he  can  bear  the  heart  of  nature  best, 
or  in  the  dark,  gray  city,  where  he  can  bear  and 
feel  the  throbbing  heart  of  man  1  I  will  make  an- 
swer for  him,  and  say,  in  the  dark  gray  dty.  Oh, 
they  do  greatly  err,  who  think,  that  the  stare  are 
all  the  poetry  which  cities  have ;  and  therefore  that 
the  poet's  only  dwelling  should  be  in  sylvan  sc^ 
tudes,  under  the  green  roof  of  trees.  Beaotiful, 
no  doubt,  are  all  the  forms  of  nature,  when  trans- 
figured by  the  miraculous  power  of  poetry  ;  ham- 
lets and  harvest  fields,  and  not-brown  waters,  flow- 
ing ever  under  the  forest,  vast  and  shadowy,  wiUi 
all  the  sights  and  sounds  of  rural  life.  But  after 
all,  what  are  these  but  the  decorations  and  painted 
scenery  in  the  great  theatre  of  human  life  t  Whst 
are  they  but  the  coarse  msterials  of  the  poet*s  song! 
Glorious  indeed,  is  the  world  of  God  aronnd  oa,  but 
more  glorious  the  world  of  God  within  us.  There 
lies  the  land  of  song ;  there  lies  the  poet's  nathre 
land.  The  river  of  life,  that  flows  through  streels 
tumultuous,  bearing  along  so  many  gallant  hearts, 
so  many  wrecks  of  humanity ; — the  many  homes 
and  households,  eacha  little  world  in  itaelC  revolv- 
ing round  its  fireside,  as  a  central  son ;  all  ibfins 
of  human  joy  and  suffering,  brought  into  that  nar- 
row compai« ; — and  to  be  in  this  and  be  a  psrt  of 
this;  acting,  thinking,  rejoicing,  sorrowing,  with 
his  fellow-men ; — such,  such  should  be  the  poet's 
hfe.  If  he  would  describe  the  world,  he  s^oqU 
live  in  the  world.  The  mind  of  the  scholar,  also, 
if  you  would  have  it  large  and  liberal,  should  c<HDe 
in  contact  with  other  minds.  It  is  better  that  his 
armour  should  be  somewhat  bruised  even  by  rode 
encountera,  than  hang  for  ever  rusting  on  the  wall 
Nor  will  his  themes  be  few  or  trivial,  becaoa«  ap> 
parently  shut  in  between  the  walls  of  bouaesk  and 
having  merely  the  decorations  of  street  scenery. 
A  ruined  chsracter  is  as  picturesqne  as  a  rinned 
castle.  There  are  dark  abysses  and  yawning  go^ 
in  the  humsn  heart,  which  can  be  rendered 
ble  only  by  bridging  them  over  with  iron 
and  sinews,  as  Challey  bridged  the  Savine  in  SSwit- 
zerland,  and  Telford  the  sea  between  Angleses  and 
England,  with  chain  bridges.  These  are  the  igreat 
themes  of  human  thought;  not  green  graae^  and 
flowere,  and  moonshine.  Besides,  the  mere  ex- 
ternal forms  of  nature  we  make  our  own,  andl  cai^ 
ly  with  us  into  the  city,  by  the  power  of 
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MEN  OF  GENIUS. 

nOU  THK  BAMS. 


It  has  become  a  common  saying,  that  men  of 
genius  are  always  in  advance  of  their  age ;  which 
is  true.  There  is  something  equally  true,  yet  not 
so  common  f  namely,  that,  of  these  men  of  genius, 
the  best  and  bravest  are  in  advance  not  only  of 
their  own  age,  but  of  every  age.  As  the  German 
prose  poet  says,  every  possible  future  is  behind 
thenv  We  cannot  suppose,  that  a  period  of  time 
will  ever  come,  when  the  world,  or  any  consider- 
able portion  of  it,  shall  have  come  up  abreast  with 
these  great  minds,  so  as  fully  to  comprehend  them. 

And  oh !  how  majestically  they  walk  in  history ; 
some  like  the  sun,  with  all  his  travelling  glories 
round  him ;  others  wrapped  ^  gloom,  yet  glorious 
ifl  a  night  with  stars.  Through  the  else  silent 
darkness  of  the  past,  the  spirit  hears  their  slow  and 
solemn  footsteps.  Onward  they  pass,  like  those 
hoary  elders  seen  in  the  sublime  vision  of  an  earth- 
ly psraflise,  attendant  angels  bearing  golden  lights 
before  them,  and,  above  ai^  behind,  the  whole  air 
psinted  with  seven  listed  colours,  as  from  the  trail 
of  jftncils ! 

And  yet,  on  earth,  these  men  were  not  happy, 
— not  all  happy,  in  the  outward  circumstance  of 
their  lives.  They  were  in  want,  and  in  pain,  and 
familiar  with  prison  bars,  and  the  damp,  weeping 
walls  of  dungeons !  Oh,  I  have  looked  with  won- 
der upon  those,  who,  in  sorrow  and  privation,  and 
bodily  discomfort,  and  sickness,  which  is  the  sha- 
dow of  death,  have  worked  right  on  to  the  accom- 
plishment of  their  great  purposes ;  toiling  much, 
enduring  much,  fulfilling  much ; — and  then,  with 
shattered  nerves,  and  sinews  all  unstrung,  have 
laid  themselves  down  in  the  grave,  and  slept  the 
sleep  of  deaths — and  the  world  talks  of  them,  while 
they  sleep. 

It  would  seem,  indeed,  as  if  all  their  sufferings 
had  but  sanctified  them !  lis  if  the  death-angel, 
in  passing,  had  touched  them  with  the  horn  of  his 
garment,  and  made  them  holy  !  As  if  the  hand 
of  disease  had  been  stretched  out  over  them  only 
to  make  the  sig^  of  the  cross  upon  their  souls. 
And  as  in  the  sun's  eclipse  we  can  behold  the  great 
stars  shining  in  the  heavens,  so  in  this  life  eclipse 
have  these  men  beheld  the  lights  of  the  great  eter- 
nity, burning  solemnly  and  for  ever ! 


LIFE. 

FROM  TUB  SAMS. 


Lira  is  one,  and  universal ;  its  forms  many  and 
individual.  Throughout  this  beautiful  and  won- 
derful creation  there  is  never-ceasing  motion,  with> 
out  rest  by  night  or  day,  ever  weaving  to  and  fro. 
Swifter  than  a  weaver's  shuttle  it  flies  from  birth 
to  dc^th,  from  death  to  birth  ;  from  the  beginning 
seeks  the  end,  and  finds  it  not,  for  the  seeming 
end  is  only  a  dim  beginning  of  a  new  out-going 
and  endeavour  after  the  end.  As  the  ice  upon  the 
modntain,  when  the  warm  breath  of  the  summer's 
sun  breathes  upon  it,  melts,  and  divides  into  drops, 


each  of  which  reflects  an  image  of  the  sun ;  so 
life,  in  the  smile  of  God's  love,  divides  itself  into 
separate  forms,  each  bearing  in  it  and  reflecting  an 
image  of  God's  love.    Of  all  these  forma  the  high- 
est and  most  perfect  in  its  god-likeness  is  the  hu- 
man BouL     The  vast  cathedral  of  nature  is  full  of 
holy  scriptures,  and  shapes  of  deep,  mysterious 
meaning ;  but  all  is  solitary  and  silent  'there ;  no 
bending  knee,  no  uplifted  eye,  no  lip  adoring,  pray- 
ing.   Into  this  vast  cathedral  comes  the  human 
soul,  seeking  its  Creator;  and  the  universal  silence 
is  changed  to  sound,  and  the  sound  is  harmonious, 
and  has  a  meaning,  and  is  comprehended  and  felt 
It  was  an  ancient  saying  of  the  Persians,  that  the 
waters  rush  from  the  mountains  and  hurry  forth 
into  all  the  lands  to  find  the  lord  of  the  earth;  and 
the  flame  of  the  fire,  when  it  awakea,  gaies  no 
more  upon  the  ground,  but  mounts  heavenward  to 
seek  the  loni  of  heaven ;  and  here  and  there  the 
earth  has  built  the  great  watch-towers  of  the  moun- 
tains, and  they  lift  their  heads  far  up  into  the  sky, 
and  gaze  ever  upward  and  around,  to  see  if  the 
Judge  of  the  Worid  comes  not !    Thus  in  nature 
herself,  without  man,  there  lies  a  waiting,  and 
hoping,  a  looking  and  yearning,  after  an  unknown 
somewhat     Yes;  when,  above  there,  where  the 
mountain  lifts  its  head  over  all  others,  that  it  may 
be  alone  with  the  clouds  and  storms  of  heaven, 
the  lonely  eagle  looks  forth  into  the  gray  dawn,  to 
see  if  the  day  comes  not !  when,  by  the  mountain 
torrent,  the  brooding  raven  listens  to  hear  if  the 
chamois  is  returning  from  his  nightly  pasture  in 
the  valley ;  and  when  the  soon  uprising  sun  calls 
out  the  spicy  odours  of  the  thousand  flowers,  the 
Alpine  flowers,  with  heaven^s  deep  blue  and  the 
blush  of  sunset  on  their  leaves; — then  there  awakes 
in  nature,  and  the  soul  of  man  can  iee  and  com- 
prehend it,  an  expectation  and  a  longing  ibr  a  fa- 
tore  revelation  of  God's  majesty.    It  awakens,  also, 
when  in  the  fulness  of  life,  field  and  forest  rest  at 
noon,  and  through  the  stillness  is  heard  only  the 
song  of  the  grasshopper  and  the  hum  of  the  bee ; 
and  when  at  evening  the  singing  lark,  up  from  the 
sweet-swelling  vineyards  rises,  or  in  the  later  hours 
of  night  Orion  puts  on  his  shining  armour,  to  walk 
forth  in  the  fields  of  heaven.     But  in  the  soul  of 
man  alone  is  this  longing  changed  to  certainty  and 
fulfilled.     For  lo!  the  light  of  the  sun  and  the 
stars  shines  through  the  air,  and  is  nowhere  visible 
and  seen ;  the  planets  hasten  with  more  than  the 
if^ed  of  the  storm  through  infinite  space,  and  their 
footsteps  are  not  heard,  but  where  the  sunlight 
strikes  the  firm  surface  of  the  planets,  where  the 
stormwind  smites  the  wall  of  the  mountain  cliflf, 
there  is  the  one  seen  and  the  other  heard.     Thus 
is  the  glory  of  God  made  visible,  and  may  be  seen, 
where  in  the  soul  of  men  it  meets  its  likeness 
changeless  and  firm-standing.     I^hus,  then,  stands 
man ; — a  mountain  on  the  boundary  between  two 
worlds ; — its  foot  in  one,  its  summit  far-rising  into 
the  other.     From  this  summit  the  manifold  land- 
scape of  life  is  visible,  the  way  of  the  past  and  pe- 
rishable, which  we  have  left  behind  us ;  and,  as 
we  evermore  ascend,  bright  glimpses  of  the  day- 
break of  eternity  beyond  us ! 
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PAUL  FLEMMING  RESOLVES. 

nU>M  TOK  SAMS. 

Akd  now  the  ran  wu  growing  high  and  warm. 
A  little  chapel,  whoae  door  itood  open,  aeemed  to 
invite  Flemming  to  enter  and  enjoy  the  grateful 
coolness.  He  went  in.  There  was  no  one  there. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  paintings  and  sculp-  * 
ture  of  the  rudest  kind,  and  with  a  few  funeral  tab- 
lets. There  was  nothing  there  to  move  the  heart 
to  devotion ;  but  in  that  hour  the  heart  of  Flem- 
ming was  weak, — weak  as  a  child's.  He  bowed 
his  stubborn  knees  and  wept  And  oh !  how  many 
disappointed  hopes,  how  many  bitter  recollections, 
how  mach  of  wounded  pride,  and  unrequited  love, 
were  in  those  tears,  through  which  he  read  on  a 
marble  tablet  in  the  chapel  wall  opposite,  this  sin- 
gular inscription : — 

<*  Look  not  mournfully  into  the  past :  It  comes 
not  back  again.  Wisely  improve  the  present :  It 
is  thine.  Go  forth  to  meet  the  shadowy  future, 
without  fear,  and  with  a  manly  heart." 

It  seemed  to  him,  as  if  the  unknown  tenant  of 
that  grave  had  opened  his  lips  of  dust,  and  spoken 
to  him  the  words  of  consolation,  which  his  soul 
needed,  and  which  no  friend  had  yet  spoken.  In 
a  moment  the  anguish  of  his  thoughts  was  still. 
The  stone  was  rolled  away  from  the  door  of  his 
heart;  death  was  no  longer  there,  but  an  angel 
clothed  in  white.  He  stood  up,  and  his  eyes  were 
no  more  bleared  with  tears ;  and,  looking  into  the 
bright,  morning  heaven,  he  said : — 

"  I  will  be  strong !" 

Men  sometimes  go  down  into  tombs,  with  pain- 
ful longings  to  behold  once  more  the  faces  of  their 
departed  friends;  and  as  they  gaze  upon  them, 
lying  there  So  peacefully  with  the  semblance  that 
they  wore  on  earth,  the  sweet  breath  of  heaven 
touches  them,  and  the  features  crumble  and  fall 
together,  and  are  but  dust  So  did  his  soul  then 
descend  for  the  last  time  into  the  great  tomb  of 
the  past  with  painful  longings  to  behold  once  more 
the  dear  faces  of  those  he  had  loved ;  and  the  sweet 
breath  of  heaven  touched  them,  and  they  would  not 
stay,  but  crumbled  away  and  perished  as  he  gazed. 
They,  too,  were  dust  And  thus,  far-sounding, 
he  heard  the  great  gate  of  the  past  shut  behind ' 
him  as  the  divine  poet  did  the  gate  of  paradise ; 
when  the  angel  pointed  him  the  way  up  the  holy 
mountain ;  and  to  him  likewise  was  it  forbidden 
to  look  back. 

In  the  life  of  every  man,  there  are  sudden  tran- 
sitions of  feeling,  which  seem  almost  miraculous. 
At  once,  as  if  some  magician  had  touched  the  hea- 
vens and  the  earth,  the  dark  clouds  melt  into  the 
air,  the  wind  falls,  and  serenity  succeeds  the  storm. 
The  causes  which  produce  these  sudden  changes 
may  have  been  long  at  work  within  us,  but  the 
changes  themselves  are  instantaneous,  and  appa- 
rently without  sufficient  cause.  It  was  so  with 
Flemming ;  and  firom  that  hour  forth  he  resolved, 


that  he  would  no  longer  veer  with  every  shiftiDg 
wind  of  circumstance ;  no  longer  be  a  child's  play- 
thing in  the  hands  of  fate,  which  we  ourselves  do 
make  or  mar.  He  resolved  henceforward  not  to 
lean  on  othera ;  but  to  walk  self-confident  and  self- 
possessed  ;  no  longer  to  waste  his  yeara  in  vain 
regrets,  nor  wait  the  fulfilment  of  boundleas  hopes 
and  indiscreet  desires ;  but  to  live  in  the  present 
wisely,  alike  forgetful  of  the  past,  and  careless  of 
what  the  mysterious  future  might  bring.  And 
from  that  moment  he  was  calm,  and  strong;  he 
was  reconciled  with  himself!  His  thoughts  turned 
to  his  distant  home  beyond  the  sea.  An  inde- 
scribable, sweet  feeling  rose  within  him. 

**  Thither  will  I  turn  my  wandering  footsteps.'* 
said  he;  **and  be  a  man  among  men,  and  no 
longer  a  dreamer  among  shadows.  Henceforth  be 
mine  a  life  of  action  and  reality  !  I  will  work  in 
my  own  sphere,  nor  wish  it  other  than  it  ia.  This 
alone  is  health  and  happiness.     This  alone  is  liie. 

'  Life  that  shall  send 
A  challenge  to  itn  end. 
And  when  it  comes,  say,  Welcome,  friend  !* 

Why  have  I  not  made  "these  sage  reflections;  this 
wise  resolve,  sooner  1  Can  such  a  simple  ro^ult 
spring  only  from  the  long  and  intricate  process  of 
experience  ?  Alas !  it  is  not  till  time,  with  reck- 
less hand,  has  torn  out  half  the  leaves  from  the 
book  of  human  life,  to  light  the  fires  of  passioD 
with,  from  day  to  day,  that  man  begins  to  see,  that 
the  leaves  which  remain  are  few  in  number,  and 
to  remember,  faintly  at  first  and  then  more  clearly, 
that  upon  the  earlier  pages  of  that  book,  was 
written  a  story  of  happy  innocence,  which  he  would 
fain  read  over  again.  Then  come  listless  irreso- 
lution, and  the  inevitable  inaction  of  despair;  or 
else  the  firm  resolve  to  record  upon  Uie  leaves  that 
still  remain,  a  more  noble  history  than  the  child's 
story,  with  which  the  book  began.' 
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THE  GLACIER  OF  THE  RHONE. 


FKOM  THE  SAME. 


Ere  long  he  reached  the  magnificent  glarirr  of 
the  Rhone ;  a  firozen  catsract  more  than  two  thoo- 
sand  feet  in  height,  and  many  miles  broad  a!  ^* 
base.  It  fills  the  whole  valley  between  two  or 
tains,  running  back  to  their  summits.  At  tb« 
it  is  arched,  like  a  dome;  and  above,  jaggeid 
rough,  and  resembles  a  mass  of  gTiTantic  crj^stsis, 
of  a  pale  emerald  tint,  mingled  with  whits.  A 
snowy  crust  covers  its  siuface ;  but  at  everjf  real 
and  crevice  the  pale  green  ice  shines  dear  iin  the 
sun.  Its  shape  is  that  of  a  glove,  lying  witlh  the 
palm  downwards,  and  the  fingers  crooked  andl  close 
together.  It  is  a  gauntlet  of  ice,  which,  oenftorieB 
ago,  winter,  the  king  of  these  mountain^  tluev 
down  in  defiance  to  the  sun  ;  and  year  by  year  the 
sun  strives  in  vain  to  lift  it  from  the  ground  on  the 
point  of  his  glittering  spear. 
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This  industrious  and  prolific  author  is  a  na- 
tive of  Charleston.  His  mother  died  while 
he  was  an  infant,  and  his  father,  failing  soon 
a^r  as  a  merchant,  emigrated  to  the  western 
country,  leaving  him  to  the  care  of  an  aged 
grandmother,  with  a  small  maternal  property, 
which  she  hoarded  so  carefully  as  to  withhold 
the  appropriations  necessary  for  his  education. 
He  received  therefore  no  other  instruction 
than  such  as  are  given  in  one  of  the  grammar 
schools  of  the  city,  which  constitutional  fee- 
bleness and  frequent  confinement  by  sickness 
prevented  him  from  attending  with  much  regu- 
larity. Ill  health  however  had  its  advantages. 
Incapable  of  joining  in  the  more  hardy  sports 
of  his  age,  he  was  driven  to  books  for  amuse- 
ment, and  read  with  never-failing  zest  whatever 
came  in  his  way,  of  poetry,  romance,  biography, 
oT  history,  and  with  particular  avidity  gleaned 
from  travels  an&  tradition  all  that  related  to 
the  colonial  and  revolutionary  periods  in  the 
Carol inas.  He  grew  apace,  in  physical  and 
intellectual  strength,  wrote  for  the  press  on 
all  varieties  of  subjects,  and  on  his  twenty- 
first  birthday,  was  admitted  to  practise  in  the 
courts  of  Charleston  as  an  attorney  and  coun- 
sellor at  law.  « 

Mr.  Simms  published  his  first  book.  Lyri- 
cal and  Other  Poems,  in  1825,  when  he  was 
about  eighteen  years  of  age.  It  was  followed 
in  1827  by  Eariy  Lays,  in  1829  by  The  Vision 
"f  Cortez  and  other  Poems,  and  in  1830  by  The 
Color,  or  Three  Days  of  Blood  in  Paris, 
ire  are  gleams  of  sunshine  in  all  these 
thful  essays,  and  some  of  the  songs  and 
other  short  pieces  have  a  dash  and  spirit,  and 
genuine  feeling  in  them  which  promised  much 
from  a  judicious  culture ;  but  he  had  not  even 
then  patience  for  revision,  and  perhaps  his  best 
performances  should  be  regarded  as  below  the 
level  of  his  powers. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Simms  came  into  posses- 
sion of  his  inherited  property  he  purchased 
TheXJharleston  City  Gazette,  and  with  am- 
bition, energy,  and  confidence,  entered  upon 
the  difficult  profession  of  an  editor.  It  was 
an  unfortunate  period  for  the  experiment,  and 


doubly  so  for  one  of  his  principles,  and  unhe- 
sitating independence  of  character.  He  was 
a  Unionist,  and  for  a  considerable  period  his 
paper  was  the  only  one  in  the  state  to  breast 
the  storm  of  Nullification.  His  failure,  un- 
der the  circumstances,  was  a  matter  of  course. 
At  the  end  of  a  few  years  he  found  that  he 
had  exhausted  his  pecuniary  resources  and  in- 
volved himself  in  debt.  He  disposed  of  his 
establishment,  therefore,  and  nothing  daunted 
by  the  past,  decided  suddenly  and  finally  upon 
his  future  pursuits.  It  was  a  bold  undertak- 
ing, but  he  determined  to  retrieve  his  fortune 
by  literature,  and  immediately  entered  upon 
measures  of  preparation. 

By  this  time  he  had  lost  his  father,  and  his 
wife,  whom  he  had  married  before  he  was  of 
age.  He  had  made  two  long  journeys  through 
the  south  and  west,  impressing  on  his  mind 
views  of  their  wildest  and  most  beautiful 
scenery,  to  be  transferred  to  the  pages  of 
dreamed-of  poems  and  romances,  and  in  the 
spring  of  1832  he  visited  for  the  first  time  the 
north.  After  travelling  through  the  most  in- 
teresting portions  of  the  country  he  paused  at 
the  rural  village  of  Hingham,  in  Massachu- 
setts, and  there  prepared  for  the  press  the 
longest  and  best  of  his  poems,  Atalantis,  a 
Story  of  the  Sea,  which  was  published  in  the 
following  winter  in  New  York.  This  was 
succeeded  in  1833  by  Martin  Faber,  the  Story 
of  a  Criminal,*  and  the  Book  of  my  Lady ;  in 

1834  by  Guy  Rivers,  a  Tale  of  Georgia;  in 

1835  by  The  Yemasee,  a  Romance  of  Caro- 
lina, and  The  Partisan,  a  Tale  of  the  Revolu- 
tion ;  in  1836  by  Mellichampe,  a  Legend  of 
the  Santee ;  in  1837  by  a  collection  of  Tales 

*  Martin  Faber,  a  gloomy  and  passionate  tale,  ap- 
peared'soon  aUer  the  Ijiglish  novel  entitled  Misserimus, 
and  was  instantly  declared  by  reviewers  here  and 
abroad  to  be  an  imitation  of  that  work.  Bat  they  were 
at  fault  in  this,  as  they  are  in  nine-tenths  of  this  sort  of 
charges.  Murtiu  Faber  was  expanded  from  a  tale,  which 
Mr.  Simms  published  ten  years  before,  in  a  magazine  in 
Charleston,  containing  all  the  distinguishing  traits^^and 
scenes  of  the  subsequent  romance.  It  belongs  to  the  fa- 
mily of  which  Godwin's  Caleb  Williams  is  the  best  known 
model ;  but  those  who  read  the  two  works  will  fail  to  find 
any  imitation  on  the  part  of  the  American  author. 
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published  with  a  new  edition  of  Martin  Faber; 
in  1838  by  Pelayo  a  Story  of  the  Goth,  Ri- 
chard Hurdis  or  the  Avenger  of  Blood,  a  Tale 
of  Alabama,  and  Carl  Werner,  with  other  Tales 
of  the  Imagination ;  in  1839  by  The  Damsel  of 
Darien,  and  Southern  Passages  and  Pictures,  a 
collection  of  poems;  in  1840  by  Border  Bea- 
gles, a  Tale  of  Mississippi,  and  The  History 
of  South  Carolina;  in  1841  by  The  Kinsmen 
or  the  Black  Riders  of  the  Congaree,  and 
Confession  or  the  Blind  Heart,  a  Domestic 
Story ;  in  1842  by  Beauchampe  or  the  Ken- 
tucky Tragedy,  a  Tale  of  Passion ;  in  1843 
by  Donna  Florida,  a  Tale,*  (in  four  cantos ;) 
in  1844  by  the  Life  and  Times  of  Francis 
Marion ;  in  1845  by  Grouped  Thoughts  and 
Scattered  Fancies,  a  collection  of  sonnets, 
Helen  Halsey  or  the  Swamp  State  of  Cone- 
lachita,  a  Tale  of  the  Borders,  Castle  Dismal 
or  the  Bachelor^s  Christmas,  a  Domestic  Le- 
gend, The  Wigwam  and  the  Cabin,  a  collec- 
tion of  tales,  and  Views  and  Reviews  of  Ame- 
rican Literature,  History,  and  Fiction;  in  1846 
by  Count  Julian,  the  Last  Days  of  the  Goth, 
Ayretos,  or  Songs  of  the  South,  second  series 
of  The  Wigwam  and  the  Cabin,  second  series 
of  Views  and  Reviews  of  American  Literature, 
History  and  Fiction,  and  tlie  Life  of  John 
Smith,  the  founder  of  Virginia.  We  have  here 
of  poetry:  Lyrical  and  other  Poems,  Elarly 
Lays,  The  Vision  of  Cortez,  The  Tri-Color, 
Atalantis,  Southern  Passages  and  Pictures, 
Donna  Florida,  Grouped  Thoughts  and  Scat- 
tered Fancies,  and  Ayretos, — nine  volumes ; 
of  the  more  purely  imaginative  fiction :  The 
Book  of  My  Lady,  Martin  Faber,  Carl  Wer- 
ner, Castle  Dismal,  The  Wigwam  and  the 
Cabin,— eight  volumes;  of  domestic  border 
novels:  Guy  Rivers, Richard  Hurdis,  Border 
Beagles,  Beauchampe,  Helen  Halsey, — nine 
volumes;  of  historical  romance :  The  Yema- 
see,  Damsel  of  Darien,  Pelayo,  Count  Julian, 
ight  volumes;  of  revolutionary   stories: 


*  Donna  Florida  was  printed,  but  not  published.  It 
has  been  misrepresented  in  the  Ephemera  of  Mr.  Willis, 
in  The  North  American  Review,  and  elsewhere,  by  wri- 
ters who  evidently  had  not  read  it,  and  were  probably 
deceived  by  the  admission  that  it  was  modelled  ai>er  Don 
Juan.  It  was  written  when  ihe  author  was  very  young, 
and  he  says  in  a  modest  preface  that  "■  He  fancied  with 
a  boyish  presumption  that  he  might  imitate  the  grace 
and  Exceeding  felicity  of  expression  in  that  unhappy 
performance,  its  playfulness,  and  possibly  its  wit,  with- 
out falling  into  its  licentiousness  of  utterance  and  ma< 
lignlty  of  mood."  Whatever  be  its  merits  as  a  poem, 
there  is  certainly  nothing  vicioas  or  wicked  in  iL 


The  Partisan,  Mellichampe,  The  Kinsmen^ — 
six  volumes ;  of  history  and  biograpHy :  The 
History  of  South  Carolina,  The  Life  of  Ma^ 
rion.  The  Life  of  John  Smith, — four  volumes  ; 
of  essays  and  criticism:  Views  and  Reviews, 
— ^two  volumes:  In  all  nearly  fifty  volumes, 
in  about  twenty  years, — ^besides  which,  in  the 
same  period  Mr.  Simms  has  written  much  for 
quarterly  reviews,  monthly  magazines,  and 
other  periodicals,  was  for  several  years  editor  of 
The  Magnolia,  and  its  successor,  The  South- 
ern and  Western  Monthly  Magazine,  and  has 
published  various  orations  and  addresses. 

Mr.  Simms  writes  at  times  with  great  power. 
His  descriptions  of  persons  and  places  are  of- 
ten graphic.  His  characters  have  marked  and 
generally  well-sustained  individuality,  and 
some  of  them,  particularly  of  the  Indian  and 
negro  races,  are  eminently  original.  His  no- 
vels are  interesting,  but  the  interest  arises 
more  from  situation  than  from  character.  Our 
attention  is  engrossed  by  actions,  but  we  feel 
little  sympathy  with  the  actors.  He  gives 
us  too  much  of  ruffianism.  The  coarseness 
and  villany  of  many  of  his  characters  has  no 
attraction  in  works  of  the  imagination.  If 
true  to  nature,  which  may  be  doubted,  it  is 
not  true  to  nature  as  we  love  to  contemplate 
it,  and  it  serves  no. good  purpose  in  literature. 
It  may  be  regarded  as  the  chief  fault  of  Mr. 
Simms,  that  he  does  not  discriminate  between 
what  is  irredeemably  base  and  revolting,  and 
what  by  the  hand  of  art  may  be  made  subser- 
vient to  the  exhibition  of  beauty,  which  should 
be  the  prime  aim  of  tlie  writer  of  poetical  and 
romantic  fiction.  Crime  is  a  cheap  element 
of  interest,  but  like  powder  or  steam  it  is  one 
of  danger  as  well  .as  of  power,  to  be  used 
carefully,  by  those  fiimiliar  with  its  possi' 
effects,  and  very  rarely  by  any  except  for 
purposes  of  contrast  and  shadow. 

Mr.  Simms^s  paintings  of  southern  borabi 
scenery  are  vivid  and  natural ;  but  he  has  lit- 
tle repose.  He  delights  in  action,  whether  of 
men  or  of  the  elements,  and  is  most  success- 
ful in  strife,  storm,  and  tumult.  It  is  worth 
mentioning,  that  the  German  author  Seatsfield 
has  borrowed  very  largely  from  his  works, 
and  that  whole  pages  which  he  has  translated 
almost  literally  from  Guy  Rivers,  have  been 
praised  abroad  as  superior  to  any  thing  done 
by  Americans  in  describing  their  own  country. 
The  action  of  his  novels  is  generally  rapid, 
and  the  style,  especially  of  those  in  whieh 
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the  nariHtiYe  is  in  the  first  ^person,  is  yehe- 
ment  and' passionate.  His  later  style  is  much 
better  than  that  with  which  he  commenced, 
but  in  all  his  prose  compositions  it  has  marks 
of  haste. 

The  shorter  stories  of  Mr.  Simms  are  his 
best  works.  They  have  unity,  completeness, 
and  streng^,  and  though  not  written  with  ele- 
gance, are  comparatively  free  from  redundan- 
cies and  weighty  offences  against  taste.  The 
collection  entitled  The  Wigwam  and  the  Ca- 
bin,* is  deeply  interesting,  and  on  many  ac- 
counts must  be  regarded  as  a  valuable  contri- 
bntion  to  our  literature.  Of  his  reviews  I 
think  less  favourably,  not  agreeing  with  what 
is  peculiar  in  his  principles  as  a  critic ;  but 
they  are  elaborate  and  have  uniformly  an  air 
of  independence  and  integrity. 


By  his  skill  in  analysis,  his  knowledge  of 
the  m(tvements  of  character  and  the  secret 
springs  of  action,  his  sympathy  with  what  is 
true  and  honourable,  his  acquaintance  with 
history  and  letters,  and  his  broad  field  of  ob- 
servation, with  a  certain  philosophical  tone  of 
judging  of  men  and  measures  by  other  than 
local  and  temporary  standards,  and  the  un- 
wearied industry  by  which  in  various  depart- 
ments he  is  constantly  exhibiting  these  re- 
sources, Mr.  Simms  is  entitled  to  a  large  share 
of  public  attention. 

Mr.  Simms  is  a  planter,  and  resides  at  Mid- 
way in  South  Carolina.  He  has  been  several 
yeara  a  prominent  member  of  the  legislature, 
and  in  December,  1846,  was  defeated  by  but 
one  vote  as  a  candidate  for  the  Ofiice  of  lieu- 
tenant-governor of  the  state. 


GRAYLING: 
OR,  "MURDER  WILL  OUT." 

TWCm  THX  WIOWAM  AMD  THX  CABUf. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Tflc  world  has  become  monstrous  matter-of-fact 
in  latter  days.  We  can  no  longer  get  a  ghost 
story,  either  for  love  or  monej.  The  materialists 
hare  it  all  their  own  way ;  and  even  the  little  urchin, 
eight  years  old,  instead  of  deferring  with  decent 
reverence  to  the  opinions  of  his  grandmamma, 
now  stands  up  stoutly  for  his  own.  He  believes 
in  e^e^y  "ology"  but  pneumatology.  «*  Faust" 
and  the  «01d  Woman  of  Berkeley''  move  his 
derision  only,  and  he  wbtild  laugh  incredulously, 
if  be  dared,  at  the  Witch  of  Endor.  The  whole 
armoury  of  modern  reasoning  is  on  his  side ;  and, 
however  he  may  admit  at  seasons  that  belief  can 
scarcely  be  counted  a  matter  of  will,  he  jet  puts 
his  veto  on  all  sorts  of  credulity.  That  cold- 
blooded demon  called  Science  has  taken  the  place 
-'  all  the  other  demons.  He  has  certainly  cast 
nnumerable  devils,  however  he  may  still  spare 
•rincipal.  Whether  we  are  the  better  for  his 
vention  is  another  question.     There  is  reason 

pprehend  that  in  disturbing  our  human  fiiith 

in  shadows,  we  have  lost  some  of  those  wholesome 
moral  restraints  which  might  have  kept  many  of 
us  virtuous,  where  the  laws  could  not 

The  eflect,  however,  is  much  the  more  seriously 
evil  in  all  that  concerns  the  romantic.  Our  story- 
tellers are  so  rcsolud  to  deal  in  the  real,  the  actual 
only,  that  they  venture  on  no  subjects  the  details 
of  which  are  not  equally  vulgar  and  susceptible 
of  proof.  With  this  end  in  view,  indeed,  they  too 
commonly  choose  their  subjects  among  convicted 
felons,  in  order  that  they  may  avail  themselves  of 
the  evidence  which  led  to  their  conviction ;  and,  to 
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prove  more  conclusively  their  devoted  adherence 
to  nature  and  the  truth,  they  depict  the  former  not 
only  in  her  condition  of  nakedness,  but  long  before 
she  has  found  out  the  springs  of  running  water. 
It  is  to  be  feared  that  tome  of  the  coarseness  of 
modern  taste  arises  from  the  too  great  lack  of  that 
veneration  which  belonged  to,  and  elevated  to  dig- 
nity, even  the  errors  of  preceding  ages.  A  love 
of  the  marvellous  belongs,  it  appears  to  me,  to  all 
those  who  love  and  cultivate  either  of  the  fine 
arts.  I  very  much  doubt  whether  the  poet,  the 
painter,  the  sculptor,  or  the  romancer,  ever  yet 
Uved,  who  had  not  some  strong  bias — a  leaning,  at 
leasty—io  a  belief  in  the  wonders  of  the  invisible 
world.  Certainly,  the  higher  orders  of  poets  and 
painters,  those  who  create  and  invent,  must  have 
a  strong  taint  of  the  superstitious  in  their  compo- 
sition. But  this  is  digressive,  and  leads  us  from 
our  purpose. 

It  is  so  bng  since  we  have  been  suffered  lo  see 
or  hear  of  a  ghost,  that  a  visitation  at  this  time 
may  have  the  e&ci  of  novelty,  and  I  propose  to 
narrate  a  stoiy  which  I  heard  more  than  once  in 
my  bojhood,  from  the  lips  of  an  aged  relative, 
who  succeeded,  at  the  time,  in  making  me  believe 
every  word  of  it;  perhaps,  for' the  simple  reason 
that  she  convinced  me  she  believed  every  word  of 
it  herself.  My  grandmother  was  an  old  lady  who 
had  been  a  resident  of  the  seat  of  most  frequent 
war  in  Carolina  during  the  Revolution.  She  had 
fortunately  survived  the  numberless  atrocities 
which  she  was  yet  compelled  to  witness ;  and,  a 
keen  observer,  with  a  strong  memory,  she  had  in 
store  a  thousand  legends  of  that  stirring  period, 
which  served  to  beguile  me  from  sleep  many  and 
many  a  long  winter  night  The  story  which  1 
propose  to  tell  was  one  of  these ;  and  when  I  saj 
that  she  not  only  devoutly  believed  it  herself,  bul 
that  it  was  believed  by  sundry  of  her  contempor» 
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circumstances  as  could  be  known  to  third  parties, 
the  gravity  with  which  I  repeat  the  legend  #ill  n5t 
be  considered  very  astonishing. 

The  revolutionary  war  had  but  a  little  while 
been  concluded.  The  British  had  left  the  coun- 
try ;  but  peace  did  not  imply  repose.  The  com- 
munity wss  still  in  that  state  of  fernient  which 
was  natural  enough  to  passions,  not  yet  at  rest, 
which  had  been  brought  into  exercise  and  action 
during  the  protracted  seven  years'  struggle  through 
which  the  nation  had  just  passed.  The  state  was 
overrun  by  idlers,  adventurers,  profligates,  and 
criminals.  Disbanded  soldiers,  half-starved  and 
reckless,  occupied  the  highways, — outlaws,  emerg- 
ing from  their  hiding-places,  skulked  about  the 
settlements  with  an  equal  sentiment  of  hate  and 
fear  in  their  hearts; — patriots  were  clamouring 
for  justice  upon  the  tories,  and  sometimes  antici- 
pating its  course  by  judgments  of  their  own; 
while  the  tories,  those  against  whom  the  proofs 
were  too  strong  for  denial  or  evasion,  buckled  on 
their  armour  for  a  renewal  of  the  struggle.  Such 
being  the  condition  of  the  country,  it  may  easily 
be  supposed  that  life  and  property  lacked  many  of 
their  necessary  securities.  Men  generally  tra- 
velled with  weapons,  which  were  displayed  on  the 
smallest  provocation :  and  few  who  could  provide 
themselves  with  an  escort  ventured  to  travel  any 
distance  without  one. 

There  was,  about  this  time,  said  my  grand- 
mother, and  while  such  was  the  condition  of  the 
country,  a  family  of  the  name  of  Grayling,  that 
lived  somewhere  upon  the  skirts  of  «<  Ninety-six" 
district  Old  Grayling,  the  head  of  the  family, 
was  dead.  He  was  killed  in  Buford's  massacre. 
His  wife  was  a  fine  woman,  not  so  very  old,  who 
hod  an  only  son  named  James,  and  a  little  girl, 
only  five  years  of  age,  named  Lucy.  James  was 
but  fourteen  when  his  father  was  killed,  and  that 
event  made  a  man  of  him.  He  went  out  with  his 
rifle  in  company  with  Joel  Sparkman,  who  was 
his  mother's  brother,  and  joined  himself  to  Pick- 
ens's Brigade.  Here  he  made  as  good  a  soldier 
as  the  best.  He  had  no  sort  of  fear.  He  was 
always  the  first  to  go  forward ;  and  his  rifle  was 
always  good  for  his  enemy's  button  at  a  long 
hundred  yards.  He  was  in  several  fights  both 
with  the  British  and  tories ;  arifl  just  before  the 
war  was  ended  he  had  a  famous  brush  with  the 
Cherokees,  when  Pickens  took  their  country  from 
them.  But  though  he  had  no  fear,  and  never 
knew  when  to  stop  killing  while  the  fight  was 
gqpg  on,  he  was  the  most  bashful  of  boys  that  I 
ever  knew ;  and  so  kind-hearted  that  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  believe  all  we  heard  of  his  fierce 
doings  when  he  was  in  battle.  But  they  were 
nevertheless  quite  true  for  all  "his  basbfulness. 

Well,  when  the  war  was  over,  Joel  Sparkman, 
who  lived  with  his  nster.  Grayling,  persuaded  her 
that  it  would  be  better  to  move  down  into  the  low 
country.  I  don't  know  what  reason  he  had  for  it, 
or  what  they  proposed  to  do  there.  They  had 
very  Uttle  property,  but  Sparkman  was  a  knowing 
man,  who  could  turn  his  hand  to  a  hundred  things; 
and  as  he  was  a  bachelor,  and  loved  his  sister  and 


her  children  just  as  if  they  had  been  his  own,  it 
was  natural  that  she  should  go  with  him  wherever 
he  wished.     James,  too,  who  was  restless  by  na- 
ture— and  the  taste  he  had  enjoyed  of  the  wan 
had  made  him  more  so— he  was  full  of  it ;  and  so, 
one  sonny  morning  in  April,  their  wagon  started 
for  the  dtj.    The  wagon  was  only  a  small  one, 
with  two  horses>  scarcely  larger  than  those  that 
are  employed  to  carry  chickens  and  frnit  to  the 
market  firom  the  Wassamaws  and  thereabouts 
It  was  driven  by.  a  negro  fellow  named  Clytiis, 
and  carried  Mrs.  Grayling  and  Lucy.     James  and 
his  uncle  loved  the  saddle  too  well  to  shut  theA> 
selves  up  in  such  a  vehicle ;  and  both  of  them 
were  mounted  on  fine  horses  which  they  had  woo 
from  the  enemy.    The  saddle  that  James  rode  on, 
— and  he  was  very  proud  of  ity— was  one  that  be 
had  taken  at  the  battle  of  Cowpens  from  one  of 
Tarleton's  own  dragoons,  aAer  he  had  tumbled  the 
owner.   The  roads  at  that  season  were  excessively 
bad,  for  the  rains  of  March  had  been  frequent  and 
heavy,  the  track  was  very  much  cut  up,  ar>d  the 
red  clay  gullies  of  the  hills  of  «  Ninety-six"  were 
BO  washed  that  it  required  all  shoulders,  twmty 
times  a  day,  to  get  the  wagon-wheels  out  of  the 
bog.     This  made  them  travel  very  slowly, — per- 
haps, not  more  than  fifleen  miles  a  day.    AncMher 
cause   for   slow  travelUng  was,  the  necessity  of 
great  caution,  and  a  constant  look-out  for  enemies 
both  «ip  and  down  the  road.    James  and  his  uncle 
took  it  by  turns  to  ride  a-head,  precisely  as  they 
did  when  scouting  in  war,  but  one  of  them  always 
kept  along  with  the  wagon.     They  had  gone  on 
this  way  for  two  days,  and  saw  nothing  to  trouble  . 
and  alarm  them.     There  were  few  persons  on  the 
high-road,  and  these  seemed  to  the  full  as  shy  of 
them  as  they  probably  were  of  strangers.     Bui 
just  as  they  were  about  to.  camp,  the  evening  of 
the  second  day,  while  they  were  splitting  light- 
wood,  and  getting  out  the  kettles  and  the  fryiof- 
pan,  a  person  rode  up  and  joined  them  without 
much  ceremony.     He  was  a  short,  thick-set  man, 
somewhere  between  forty  and  fifty :  had  on  very 
coarse  and  common  garments,  though^  he  mde  a 
fine  black  horse  of  remarkable  strength  and  vigooi 
He  was  very  civil  of  speech,  though  he  had  bn 
little  to  say,  and  that  httle  showed  him  to  V 
person  without   much   education    and   with 
refinement     He  begged  permission  to  make 
of  the  encampment,  and  his  manner  was  ^ 
respectful  and  even  humble ;  but  there  was  some- 
thing dark  and  sullen  in  his  face — his  eye^  which 
were  of  a  light  gray  colour,  were  very  restless,  ai^ 
his  ndee  turned  up  sharply,  and  was  very  red. 
His  forehead  was  excessively  broad,-  and  his  eye- 
brows thick  and  shaggy — whi|^  hairs  being  freely 
mingled  with  the  dark,  both  in  them  and  upon  his 
head.    Mrs.  Grayling  did  not  like  this  aim's  looks, 
and  whispered  her  dislike  to  her  son ;  bat  James, 
who  felt  himself  equal  to  any  man,  said,  prooipUy — 

«What  of  that,  mother!  we  can't  turn  the 
stranger  off  and  say  *  no ;'  and  if  be  means  any 
mischief,  there's  two  of  us,  you  know.** 

The  man  had  no  weapons^^nooe,  at  least, 
which  were  then  visible ;  and  deported  himself  m 
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•0  humble  a  manner,  that  the  prejudice  which  the 
party  had  formed  against  him  when  he  first  ap- 
peared, if  it  was  not  dissipated  while  he  remained, 
at  least  failed  to  gain  any  increase.  He  was  very 
quiet,  did  not  mention  an  unnecessary  word,  and 
seldom  permitted  his  eyes  to  rest  upon  those  of 
any  of  the  party,  the  females  not  excepted.  This, 
perhaps,  was  the  only  circumstance,  that,  in  the 
mind  of  Mrs.  Grayling,  tended  to  confirm  the  hos- 
tile impression  which  his  coming  had  originally 
occasioned.  In  a  little  while  the  temporary  en- 
campment was  put  in  a  state  equally  social  and 
warlike.  The  wagon  was  wheeled  a  little  way 
into  the  woods,  and  off  the  road ;  the  horses  &•- 
tened  behind  it  in  such  a  manner  that  any  attempt 
to  steal  them  would  be  difficult  of  success,  even 
were  the  watch  neglectful  which  was  yet  to  be 
maintained  upon  them.  Extra  guns,  concealed 
in  the  straw  at  the  bottom  of  the  wagon,  were 
kept  well  loaded.  In  the  foreground,  and  between 
the  wagon  and  the  highway,  a  fire  was  soon 
blazing  with  a  wild  but  cheerful  gleam ;  and  the 
worthy  dame,  Mrs.  Grayling,  assisted  by  the  little 
girl,  Lucy,  lost  no  time  in  setting  on  the  frying- 
pan,  and  cutting  into  slices  the  haunch  of  bacon, 
which  they  had  provided  at  leaving  home.  James 
Grayling  patroled  the  woods,  meanwhile,  for  a 
mile  or  two  round  the  encampment,  while  h'w 
oncle,  Joel  Sparkman,  foot  to  foot  with  the  stran- 
ger, seemed — if  the  absence  of  all  care  consti|utes 
the  supreme  of  human  felicity — to  realize  the  most 
perfect  conception  of  mortal  happiness.  But  Joel 
was  very  far  from  being  the  careless  person  that 
he  seemed.  Like  an  old  soldier,  he  simply  hung 
out  false  colours,  and  concealed  his  real  timidity 
by  an  extra  show  of  confidence  and  courage.  He 
did  not  relish  the  stranger  from  the  first,  any  more 
than  his  sister;  and  having  subjected  him  to  a 
searching  examination,  such  as  was  considered,  in 
those  days  of  peril .  and  suspicion,  by  no  means 
inconsistent  with  becoming  courtesy,  he  came 
rapidly  to  the  conclusion  that  he  was  no  better 
than  he  should  be. 

"You  ajfe  a  Scotchman,  stranger,"  said  Joel, 

suddenly  drawing  up  his  feet,  and  bending  forward 

to  the  other  with  an  eye  like  that  of  a  hawk  stoop- 

in<T  over  a  covey  of  partridges.     It  was  a  wonder 

he  had  not  made  the  discovery  before.     The 

1  dialect  of  the  stranger  was  not  to  be  sub-  j 

I ;  but  Joel  made  slow  stages  and  short  progress 

in  his  mental  journeyings.    The  answer  was  given 

with  evident  hesitation,  but  it  was  affirmative. 

**  Well,  now,  it's  mighty  strange  that  you  should 
ha'  fou*t  w'lth  us  and  not  agin  us,'*  responded  Joel 
Sparkman.  « There  was  a  precious  few  of  the 
Scotch,  and  none  that  I  knows  on,  saving  your- 
self, perhaps, — that  did*nt  go  dead  agin  us,  and 
for  the  t^es,  |hrough  thick  and  thin.  That 
'  Cross  Creek  settlement'  was  a  mighty  ugly  thorn 
in  the  sides  of  us  whigs.  It  turned  out  a  raal 
bad  stock  of  varmints.  I  hope, — I  reckon,  stran- 
ger,— ^you  aint  from  that  part" 

**  No,"  said  the  other ;  "  oh  no !  Vm  from  over 
the  other  quarter.  Fm  from  the  Duncan  settle- 
ment above." 


**  I've  beam  tell  of  that  other  settlement,  but  I 
nCver  luow'd  as  any  of  the  men  fou't  with  us. 
What  gineral  did  you  fight  under  1  What  Caro- 
lina ginerall" 

« I  was  at  Gum  Swamp  when  General  Gates 
was  defeated ,"  was  the  still  hesitating  reply  of  the 
other. 

«  Well,  I  thank  God,  /  wam't  there,  though  I 
reckon  things  wouldn't  ha'  turned  out  quite  so 
bad,  if  there  had  been  a  leetle  sprinkling  of  Sum- 
ter's, or  Pickens's,  or  Marion's  men,  among 
them  two-legged  critters  that  run  that  day.  They 
did  tell  that  some  of  the  regiments  went  off 
without  ever  once  emptying  their  rifles.  Now, 
stranger,  I  hope  you  warn't  among  them  fellows." 

**l  was  not,"  said  the  other  with  something 
more  of  promptness. 

**  I  don't  blame  a  chap  for  dodging  a  bullet  if  he 
can,  or  being  too  quick  for  a  bagnet,  because,  I'm 
thinking,  a  live  man  is  always  a  better  man  than 
a  dead  one,  or  he  can  become  so;  but  to  run 
without  taking  a  single  crack  at  the  inimy,  is 
downright  cowardice.  There's  no  two  ways 
about  it,  stranger." 

This  opinion,  delivered  with  considerable  em- 
phasis, met  with  the  ready  assent  of  the  Scotch- 
man, but  Joel  Sparkman  was  not  to  be  diverted, 
even  by  his  own  eloquence,  from  the  object  of  his 
inquiry. 

<«  But  you  ain't  said,"  he  continued,  **  who  was 
your  Carolina  gineral.  Gates  was  from  Virginny, 
and  he  stayed  a  mighty  short  time  when  he  come. 
You  didn't  run  far  at  Camden,  I  reckon,  and  you 
joined  the  army  agin,  and  come  in  with  Greene. 
Was  that  the  how?" 

To  this  the  stranger  assented,  though  with  evi- 
dent disinclination. 

*<  Then,  moutbe,  we  sometimes  went  into  the 
same  scratch  together  1  I  was  at  Cowpens  and 
*  Ninety-Six,'  and  seen  sarvice  at  other  odds  and 
eends,  where  there  was  more  fighting  than  fun. 
I  reckon  you  must  have  been  at  *  Ninety-Six,' — 
perhaps  at  Cowpens,  too,  if  •you  went  with  Mor- 
gan!" 

The  unwillingness  of  the  stranger  to  respond  to 
th«w  questions  appeared  to  increase.  He  ad- 
mitted, however,  that  he  had  been  at  "Ninety- 
Six,"  though,  as  Sparkman  afterwards  remembered, 
in  this  case,  as  in  that  of  the  defeat  of  Gates  at 
Gum  Swamp,  he  had  not  said  on  which  side  he 
had  fought  Joel,  as  he  discovered  the  reluctance 
of  his  guest  to  answer  his  questions,  and  perceived 
his  growing  doggedness,  forbore  to  annoy  him,  but 
mentally  resolved  to  keep  a  sharper  look>out  thlm 
ever  upon  his  motions.  His  examination  con- 
cluded with  an  inquiry,  which,  in  the  plain-dealing 
regions  of  the  south  and  south-west,  is  not  unfre- 
quently  put  first 

"  And  what  mout  be  your  name,  stranger  ?" 

*<Macnab,"  was  the  ready  response,  "Sandy 
Macnab." 

**  Well,  Mr.  Macnab,  I  see  that  my  sister's  got 
rapper  ready  for  us ;  so  we  mout  aa  well  ML  to 
upon  the  hoecake  and  bacon." 

Sparkman  rose  while  speaking,  and  led  the  way 
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to  the  spot,  near  the  wagon,  where  Mra.  Grayling 
had  spread  the  feast  « We're  pretty  nigh  on 
to  the  main  road,  here,  hut  I  reckon  there's  no 
great  danger  now.  Besides,  Jim  Grayling  keeps 
watch  for  us,  and  he's  got  two  as  good  eyes  in  his 
head  as  any  scout  in  the  country,  and  a  rifle  that, 
after  you  once  know  how  it  shoots,  'twould  do 
your  heart  good  to  hear  its  crack,  if  so  be  that 
twa'n't  your  heart  that  he  drawed  sight  on.  He's 
a  perdigious  fine  shot,  and  as  ready  to  shoot  und 
fight  as  if  he  had  a  nateral  calling  that  way." 

*'  Shall  we  wait  for  him  before  we  eat  V'  de- 
manded Macnab,  anxiously. 

<<  By  no  sort  o'  reason,  stranger,"  answered 
Sparkman.  «<  He'll  watch  for  us  while  we're 
eating,  and  after  that  I'll  change  shoes  with  him. 
So  fall  to,  and  don't  mind  what's  a  Qoming." 

Sparkman  had  just  broken  the  hoecake,  when  a 
distant  whistle  was  heard. 

«<Ha!  That's  the  lad  now!"  he  exclaimed, 
rising  to  his  feet  **  He's  on  trait  He's  got  a 
sight  of  an  inimy's  fire,  I  reckon.  'Twon't  be 
onreasonable,  friend  Macnab,  to  get  our  we'puns 
in  readiness;"  and,  so  speaking,  Sparkman  bid 
his  sister  get  into  the  wagon,  where  the  little 
Lucy  had  already  placed  herself  while  he  threw 
open  the  pan  of  his  rifle,  and  turned  the  priming 
over  with  his  finger.  Macnab,  meanwhile,  had 
taken  from  his  holsters,  which  he  had  before  been 
sitting  upon,  a  pair  of  horseman's  pistols,  ncbly 
mpunted  with  figures  in  silver.  These  were  large 
and  long,  and  had  evidently  seen  service.  Unlike 
his  companion,  his  proceedings  occasioned  no  com- 
ment  .  What  he  did  seemed  a  matter  of  habit,  of 
which  he  himself  was  scarcely  conscious.  Hav- 
ing looked  at  his  priming,  he  laid  the  instruments 
beside  him  without  a  word,  aiid  resumed  the  bit 
of  hoecake  which  he  had  just  before  received  from 
Sparkman.  Meanwhile,  the  signal  whistle,  sup- 
posed to  come  from  James  Gkayling,  was  repeat- 
ed. Silence  ensued  then  for  a  brief  space,  which 
Sparkman  employed  in. perambulating  the  grounds 
immediately  contiguous.  At  length,  just  as  he 
had  returned  to  the  fire,  the  sound  of  a  horse's 
feet  was  heard,  and  a  sharp  quick  halloo  from 
Grayling  informed  his  uncle  that  all  was  right. 
The  youth  made  his  appearance  a  moment  after, 
accompanied  by  a  stranger  on  horseback ;  a  tall, 
fine-looking  young  man,  with  a  keen  flashing  eye, 
and  a  voice  whose  lively  dear  tones,  as  he  was 
heard  approaching,  sounded  cheerily  like  those  of 
a  trumpet  after  victoiy.  James  Grayling  kept 
along  on  foot  beside  the  new-comer;  and  his 
hearty  laugh,  and  free,  glib,  garrulous  tones,  be- 
trayed to  his  uncle,  long  ere  he  drew  nigh,  enough 
to  declare  the  fact  that  lie  had  met  unexpectedly 
with  a  friend,  or,  at  least,  an  old  acquaintance. 

"  Why,  who  have  you  eot  there,  James  1'*  was 
the  demand  of  Sparkman,  as  he  dropped  the  butt 
of  his  rifle  upon  the  ground. 

"  Why,  who  do  you  think,  uncle  1  Who  but 
Major  Spencer — our  own  major  1" 

"You  don't  say  so! — what !-T-well !  Li'nel 
Spencer,  for  sartin!  Lord  bless  you,  major, 
who'd  ha'  thought  to  see  you  in  theae  parts ;  and 


jest  mounted  too,  for  all  natur,  aa  if  the  war  was 
to  be  fou't  over  agin.  Well,  Fm  raal  glad  to  see 
you.    I  am,  that's  sartin !" 

^  And  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you,  Sparkman," 
said  the  other,  as  he  aUghted  from  his  steed,  and 
yielded  his  hand  to  the  cordial  grasp  of  the 
other. 

**  Well,  I  knows  that,  major,  without  you  saying 
it  But  you've  jest  come  in  the  right  time.  The 
bacon's  fiying,  and  here's  the  bread ; — let*s  down 
upon  our  haunches,  in  right  good  airnest,  camp 
fashion,  and  make  the  most  of  what  God  gives  us 
in  the  way  of  blessings.  I  reckon  you  don't  mean 
to  ride  an^  further  to-night,  major?" 

«  No,"  said  the  person  addressed,  *«  not  if  youll 
let  me  lay  my  heels  at  your  fire.  But  who's  in 
your  wagon?  My  old  friend,  N^rs.  Grayling,  I 
suppose  ?" 

"  That's  a  true  word,  major,"  said  the  lady  her^ 
self,  making  her  way  out  of  the  vehicle  with  good- 
humoured  agility,  and  coming  forward  with  ex- 
tended hand. 

**  Really,  Mrs.  Grayling,  Fm  very  glad  to  see 
you."  And  the  stranger,  with  the  blandneas  of 
a  gentleman  and  the  hearty  warmth  of  an  old 
neighbour,  expressed  his  satisfaction  at  once  more 
finding  himself  in  the  company  of  an  old  ac- 
quaintance. Their  greetings  once  o%'er,  Msjor 
Spencer  readily  joined  Uie  group  about  the  fire, 
whil^  James  Grayling — though  with  some  reluc- 
tance-disappeared to  resume  his  toils  of  the  aoout 
while  the  supper  proceeded. 

*<  And  who  have  you  here  ?'*  demanded  Spen- 
cer, as  his  eye  rested  on  the  dark,  hard  feature  of 
the  Sco^hman.  Sparkman  told  him  all  that  he 
himself  had  learned  oi^  the  name  and  character  of 
the  stranger,  in  a  brief  whisper,  and  in  a  moment 
«fter  formally  introduced  the  parties  in.  this 
fashion — 

"'Mr.  Macnab,  Major  Speficer.  Mr.  Macnab 
says  he's  true  blue,  major,  and  fou't  at  Camden, 
when  General  Gates  run  so  hard  to  *  bring  the 
d — d  militia  back.'  He  also  fou't  at « Ninety-^/ 
and  Cowpens— so  I  reckon  we  had  as  good  as 
count  him  one  of  us." 

Major  Spencer  scrutinized  the  Scotchman  keen- 
ly— a  scrutiny  which  the  latter  seemed  very  ill  t 
relish.     He  put  a  few  questions  to  him  oo 
subject  of  the  war,  and  some  of  the  actions 
which  he  allowed  himself  to  have  been  concern 
but  his  evident  reluctance  to  unfoM  himaelf-n. 
reluctance  so  unnatural  to  the  brave  soldier  who 
has  gone  through  his  toils  honourably — had  the 
natural  efiect  of  discouraging  the  young  officer, 
whose  sense  of  delicacy  had  not  been  materisHy 
impaired  amid  the  rude  jostlings  of  military  life. 
But,  though  he  forbore  to  prn^«e  any  other  qoes* 
tions  to  Macnab,  his  eyes  oontinuil  to  aorvey  the 
features  of  his  sullen  oountenadS  with  curiosity 
and  a  strangely  increasing  interest     'Fhis  he  8iri>> 
sequently  Explained  to  Sparkmanr  when,  at  the 
close  of  supper,  James  Grayling  came  in,  and  the 
former  assumed  the  duties  of  the  scout 

«<  I  have  seen  that  Scotchman's  face  aoraewheie. 
Sparkman,  and  Fm  convinced  at  some  interasUng 
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monient ;  but  where,  when,  or  how,  I  cannot  call 
to  mind.  The  dght  of  it  is  even  associated  in  my 
mind  with  sbmething  painful  and  onpleasant; 
where  could  I  have  seen  him  V* 

**  I  don't  somehow  like  his  looks  myself,"  said 
8parkman,  «  and  I  mislists  he*s  been  rether  more 
of  a  tory  than  a  whig ;  but  that's  nothing  to  the 
purpose  now;  and  he's  at  our  fire,  and  we've 
broken  hoecake  together;  so  we  cannot  rake  up 
the  old  ashes  to  make  a  dust  with." 

"  No,  surely  not,"  was  the  reply  of  Spencer. 
**  Even  though  we  knew  him  to  be  a  tory,  that 
caude  of  former  quarrel  should  occasion  none  now. 
But  it  should  produce  watchfulness  and  caution. 
Fro  glad  to  see  that  you  have  not  forgot  your  old 
business  of  scouting  in  the  swamp." 
k  ^  Kin  I  forget  it,  major  1"  demanded  Spark- 
nain,  in  tones  which,  though  whispered,  were  full 
c€  emphasis,  as  he  laid  his  ear  to  the  earth  to 
listen. 

<4  James  has  finished  supper,  major — thafs  his 
whistle  to  tell  me  so ;  and  Til  jest  step  back  to 
make  it  cl'ar  to  him  how  we're  to  keep  up  the 
watch  to-night." 

«  Count  me* in  your  arrangements,  Sparkman, 
as  I  am  one  of  you  for  the  night,"  said  the  major. 

*♦  By  no  sort  of  means,"  was  the  reply.  "  The 
ni^ht  must  be  shared  between  James  and  myself. 
£f  so  be  you  wants  to  keep  company  with  one  or 
t'other  of  us,  why,  that's  another  thing,  and,  of 
course,  you  can  do  as  you  please." 

"  We'll  ^jave  no  quarrel  on  the  subject,  Joel," 
said  the  officer,  good-naturedly,  as  they  returned 
to  the  camp  together. 

CHAPTER    II. 

The  arrangements  of  the  party  were  soon  made. 
8pen6er  renewed  hisofier  at  the  fire'  to  take  his' 
part  in  the  watch ;  and  the  Scotchman,  Macnab, 
volunteered  his  services  also ;  but  the  offer  of  the 
latter  was  another  reason  why  that  of  the  former 
should  be  declined..  Sparkman  was  resolute  to 
have  every  thing  his  own  way ;  and  while 
James  Grayling  went  out  upon  his  lonely  rounds, 
he  busied  himself  in  cutting  bushes  and  making  a 
sort  of  tent  for  the  use  of  his*  late  commander. 
Mrs.  Grayling  and  Lucy  slept  in  a  wagon.  The 
Scotchman  stretched  himself  with  little  efifort  be- 
fore the  fire;  while  Joel  Sparkman,  wrapping 
himself  up  in  bis  cloak,  crouched  under  the  wagon 
body,  with  his  back  resting  partly  against  one  of 
the  wheels.  From  time  to  time  he  arof%  and 
thrust  additional  brands  into  the  fire,  looked  up  at 
the  night,  and  round  upon  the  little  encampment, 
then  sunk  back  to  his  perch  and  stole  a  few  mo- 
ments, at  intervalaj|.of  uneasy  sleep.  The  first 
two  hours  of  the  watch  were  over,  and  James 
Grayling  was  relieved.  The  youth,  however,  felt 
in  no  mood  for  sleep,  and  taking  his  seat  by  the 
fire,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  little  volume  of 
Easy  Reading  "Lessons,  and  by  the  fitful  flame  of 
the  resinous  light-wood,  he  prepared,  in  this  rude 
manner,  to  make  up  for  the  precious  time  which 
his  youth  had  lost  <^  its  legitimate  employments, 
in  the  birring  events  of  the  preceding  seven  years 


consumed  in  war.  He  was  surprised  at  this  em- 
'  ployment  by  his  late  commander,  who,  himself 
sleepless,  now  emerged  from  the  bushes  and  joined 
Grayling  at  the  fire.  The  youth  had  been  rather 
a  favourite  with  Spencer.  They  had  both  been 
reared  in  the  same  neighbourhood,  and  the  first 
military  achievements  of  James  had  taken  place 
under  the  eye,  and  had  met  the  approbation  of  his 
officer.  The  difference  of  their  ages  was  just  such 
as  to  permit  of  the  warm  attachment  of  ^  lad 
Tuthout  diminishing  any  of  the  reverenc^Miich 
snould  be  felt  by  the  inferior.  Grayling  was  not 
more  than  seventeen,  and  Spencer  was  perhaps 
thirty-four — the  very  prime  of  manhood.  They 
sat  by  the  fire  and  talked  of  old  times  and  told  old 
stories  with  the  hearty  glee  and  good-nature  of 
the  young.  Their  mutual  inquiries  led  to  the 
revelation  of  their  several  objects  in  pursuing  the 
present  journey.  Those  of  James  Grayling  were 
scarcely,  indeed,  to  be  considered  his  own.  They 
were  plans  and  purposes  of  his  uncle,  and  it  does 
not  concern  this  narrative  that  we  should  know 
more  of  their  nature  than  has  already  been  revealed. 
But,  whatever  they  were,  they  were  as  freely  un- 
folded to  his  hearer  as  if  the  parties  had  been 
brothers,  and  Spencer  was  quite  as  frank  in  his 
revelations  as  hfs  companion.  He,  too,  was  on 
his  way  to  Charleston,  from  whence  he  was  to 
take  passage  for  England. 

<*  I  am  rather  in  a  hurry  to  reach  town,"  he  said, 
<*  as  I  learn  that  the  Falmouth  packet  is  preparing 
to  sail  for  England  in  a  f<§w  days,  and  I  must  go 
in  her." 

"  For  England,  major !"  exclaimed  the  youth 
with  unaffected  a^nishmenU 

«Yes,  James,  for  England.  But  why — ^what 
astonishes  you  1" 

»*  Why,  lord !"  exclaimed  the  simple  youth,  « if 
they,  only  knew  there,  as  I  do,  what  a  cutting  and 
slashing  you  did  u«e  to  make  among  their  red 
coats,  1  reckon  they'd  hang  you  to  the  first 
hickory." 

«0h,  no!  scarcely,"  said  the  other,  with  a 
smile. 

"But  I  reckon  you'll  change  your  name,  ma- 
jor !"  continued  the  youth. 

«<No,"  responded  Spencer,  ««if  I  did  that,  I 
should  lose  the  object  of  my  voyage.  You  must 
know,  James,  that  an  old  relative  has  left  me  a 
good  deal  of  money  in  England,  and  I  can  only 
get  it  by  proving  that  I  am  Lionel  Spencer;  so 
you  see  I  must  carry  my  own  name,  whatever 
may  be  the  risk." 

"  Well,  major,  you  know  best ;  but  I  do  think 
if  they  coukl  only  have  a  guc9s  of  what  you  did 
among  their  sodgers  at  Hobkirk's  and  Cowpens, 
and  Eutaw,  and  a  dozen  other  places,  they'd  find 
some  means  of  hanging  you  up,  peace  or  no  peace. 
But  I  don't  see  what  occasion  you  have  to  be 
going  cl'ar  away  to  England  for  money,  when 
you've  got  a  sight  of  your  own  already." 

**  Not  so  much  as  you  think  for,"  replied  the 
major,  giving  an  involuntary  and  uneasy  glance 
at  the  Scotchman,  who  was  seemingly  sound 
asleep  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  fire.    *<  There 
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ig,  you  know,  bat  little  money  in  the  coantry  at 
any  timCf  and  I  must  get  what  I  want  for  my  ex-* 
penaes  when   I   Teach   Charleston.     I   have  just 
enough  to  carry  me  there." 

**  Well,  now,  major,  that*8  mighty  strange.  I 
always  thought  that  you  was  about  the  best  off  of 
any  man  in  our  parts ;  but  if  you're  strained  so 
close,  Fm  thinking,  major, — if  so  be  you  wouldn't 
think  me  too  presumptuous, — ^you'd  better  let  me 
lend  you  a  guinea  or  so  that  Fve  got  to  spare,  and 
you  can  pay  me  back  when  you  get  the  Engluh 
money." 

And  the  youth  fumbled  in  his  bosom  for  a  little 
cotton  wallet,  which,  with  its  limited  contents,  was 
displayed  in  another  instant  to  the  eyes  of  the 
officer. 

**  NOf  no,  James,"  said  the  other,  putting  back 
the  generous  tribute ;  "  I  have  quite  enough  to 
carry  me  to  Charleston,  and  when  there  I  can 
easily  get  a  supply  from  the  merchants.  But  I 
thank  you,  my  good  fellow,  for  your  offer.  You 
*  are  a  good  fellow,  James,  and  I  will  remember 
you." 

It  is  needless  to  pursue'  the  conversation  far- 
ther. The  night  passed  away  without  any  alarms, 
and  at  dawn  of  the  next  day  the  whole  party  was 
engaged  in  making  preparation  for  a  start  Mrs. 
Grayling 'Was  soon  busy  in  getting  breakfast  in 
readiness.  Major  Spencer  consented  to  remain 
with  them  until  it  was  over:  but  the  Scotchman, 
after  returning  thanks  very  civilly  for  his  accom- 
modation of  the  night,  at  once  resumed  his  jour- 
ney. His  course  seemed,  like  their  own,  to  lie 
below ;  but  he  neither  declared  his  route  nor  be- 
trayed the  least  desire  to  know  that  of  Spencer. 
The  latter  had  no  disposition  to  renew  those  in- 
quiries from  which  the  stranger  seemed  to  shrink 
the  night  before,  and  he  accordingly  sufficed  him 
to  depart  with  a  quiet  farewell,  and  the  utterance 
of  a  good-natured  wish,  in  which  all  the  parties 
joined,  that  he  might  have  a  pleasant  ^urney. 
.When  he  was  fairly  out  of  sight,  Spencer  said  to 
Sparkman, 

«  Had  I  liked  that  fellow's  looks,  nay,  had  I  not 
positively  disliked  them,  I  should  have  gone  with 
him.  As  it  is,  I  will  remain  and  share  your 
breakfast." 

The  repast  being  over,  all  parties  set  forward ; 
but  Spencer,  after  keeping  along  with  them  for  a 
mile,  took  his  leave  also.  The  slow  wagon-pace 
at  which  the  family  travelled,  did  not  suit  the  high- 
spirited  cavalier ;  and  it  was  necessary,  as  he  as- 
sured them,  that  he  should  reach  the  city  in  two 
nights  more.  They  parted  with  many  regrets,  as 
truly  felt  as  they  were  warmly  expressed;  and 
James  Grayling  never  felt  the  tedium  of  wagon 
travelling  to  be  so  severe  as  throughout  the  whole 
of  that  day  when  he  separated  from  his  favourite 
captain.  But  he  was  too  stout-hearted  a  lad  to 
make  ariy  complaint ;  and  his  dissatisfaction  only 
showed  itself  in  his  unwonted  silence,  and  an  over- 
anxiety,  which  his  steed  seemed  to  feel  in  com- 
mon with  himself,  to  go  rapidly  ahead.  Thus  the 
day  passed;  and  the  wayfarers  at  its  close  had 
made  a  progress  of  some  twenty  miles  from  sun 
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to  sun.  The  same  precaution*  marked  their  en- 
campment this  night  as  the  last,  and  they  rose  in 
better  spirits  with  the  ne\t  morning,  the  dawn  of 
which  was  very  bright  and  pleasant,  and  encou- 
raging. A  similar  journey  of  twenty  miles  brought 
them  to  the  place  of  bivouac  as  the  sun  went 
down ;  ani  they  prepared  as  usual  for  their  •eco- 
rities  and  supper.  They  found  themaelves  on  the 
edge  of  a  very  dense  forest  of  pines  andKcroWy 
oaks,  a  portion  of  which  was  swallowed  up  in  a 
deep  bay — so  called  in  the  dialect  of  the  coantiy 
— a  swamp-bottom,  the  growth  of  which  consurted 
of  mingled  cypr^ses  and  bay-trees,  with  tupbla, 
gum,  and  dense  thickets  of  low  stunted  riirub- 
bery,  cane  grass,  and  dwarf  willqws,  which  filled 
up  every  interval  between  the  trees,  And  to  the  ! 
eye  most  effectually  barred  out  every  human  in-^ 
truder.  This  bay  was  chosen  as  the  hackgroMpd 
for  the  camping  party.  Their  wagon  was  wheeled 
into  an  area  on  a  gently  rising  ground  in  front, 
under  a  pleasant  shade  of  oaks  and  hickories,  with 
a  lonely  pine  rising  loftily  in  occasional  spcfts 
among  them.  Here  the  horses  were  taken  out, 
and  James  Grayling  prepared  to  kindle  up  a  fire ; 
but,  looking  for  his  axe,  it  was  unaocountaMj 
miming,  and  after  a  fruitless  search  of  half  an 
hour,  the  party  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  had 
been  left  on  the  spot  where  they  hi|pl  slept  last 
night  This  was  a  disaster,  and,  while  they  me- 
ditated in  what  manner  to  repair  it,  a  negro  bey 
appeared  in  sight,  passing  along  the  road  at  thcv 
feet,  and  driving  before  him  a  small  herd  of  cattle. 
From  him  they  learned  that  they  were  only  a 
mile  or  two  from  a  farmstead  where  an  axe  migfat 
be  borrowed;  and  James,  leaping  on  his  horse, 
rode  forward  in  the  hope  to  obtain  one.  He 
found  no  difiiculty  in  his  quest;  and,  having  ob- 
tained it  from  the  farmer,  who  was  also  a  tavern- 
keeper,  he  casually  asked  if -Major  Spencer  bad 
not  stayed  with  him  the  night  before.  He  was 
somewhat  surprised  when  told  that  he  had  not. 

«<  There  was  one  man  stayed  with  me  Ust 
night,"  said  the  farmer,  <«  but  he  did'nt  call  himself 
a  major,  and  didn't  much  look  like  one." 

<*He  rode  a  fine  sorrel  horse, — tall,  brigfat 
colour,  with  white  fore  foot,  didn't  he  T"*  aisked 
James. 

*<  No,   that  he   didn't !     He   rode   a  po«r 
black,  coal  black,  and  not  a  bit  of  white  i 
him." 

"  That  was  the  Scotchman !  But  I  wonder 
the  major  didn't  stoff  with  you.  He  must  have 
rode  on.  Isn't  there  another  bopse  near  voo, 
below  1"  ^ 

*(  Not  one.  There's  ne'er  a  house  either  above 
or  below  for  a  matter  of  fi^^n  milee.  Fm  the 
only  roan  in  all  that  distance  that's  livii^  on  thiir 
road;  and  I  don't  think  your Ihcnd  could  h»ve 
gone  below,  as  I  should  have  seen  him  pssa.  Fve 
been  all  day  out  there  in  that  field  befoce  joor 
eyes,  clearing  up  the  brush. 
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attaching  to  it  any  importance  at  that  particular 
moment,  James  Grayling  took  up  the  borrowed 
axe  and  hnrrlld  back  to**  the  encampment,  where 
th^  toil  of  cutting  an  extra  supply  of  light-wood* 
to  meet  the  exigencies  of  the  ensuing  night,  suffi- 
ciently exercised  his  miud  as  well  as  his  body,  to 
prevent  him  from  meditating  upon  the  seeming 
strangeness  of  the  circumstance.  But  when  he 
Ml  ilov^  to  his  supper  over  the  fire  that  he  had 
kindledj^  his  fancies  crowded  thickly  upon  him,  and 
he  felt  a  confused  doubt  and  suspicion  that  some- 
thing was  to  happen,  he  knew  not  what  His 
conjectures  and  apprehensions  were  without  form, 
though  not  altogether  void ;  and  he  felt  a  strange 
sickness  and  a  sinking  at  the  heart  which  was 
▼ery  unusual  with  him.  He  had,  in  short,  that 
jjfe  lownesft  of  spirits,  that  cloudy  apprehensiveness 
^  o||0oul  which  takes  the  form  of  presentiment,  and 
makes  us  look  out  for  danger  even  when  the  skies 
are  Vithout  a  cloud,  and  the  breeze  is  laden, 
eqaally  and  only,  with  balm  and  music.  His 
moodiness  found  no  sympathy  among  his  com- 
panions. Joel  Sparkman  was  in  the  best  of  hu- 
mours, and  his  mother  was  so  cheery  and  happy, 
that  when  the  thoughtful  boy  went  off  into  the 
woods  to  watch,  ho  could  hear  her  at  every  mo- 
ment breaking  out  into  litde  catches  of  a  country 
ditty,  whioj^  the  gloomy  events  of  the  late  war 
had  not  yet  obliterated  from  her  memory. 

M  It^s  very  strange !"  soliloquized  the  youth,  as 
he  wandered  along  the  edges  of  the  dense  bay  or 
swamp-bottom,  which  we  have  passingly  referred 
to, — *'  it*s  very  strange  what  troubles  me  «o !  I 
feel  almost  frightened,  and  yet  I  know  Fm  not  to 
be  frightened  easily,  and  I  don't  see  any  thing  in 
the  woods  to  frighten  me.  It's  strange  the  major 
didn't  come  along  this  road!  Maybe  he  took 
another  higher  up  that  leads  by  a  dilferent  settle- 
ment I  wish  I  had  ^ked  the  man  at  the  house 
if  there's  such  another  road.  I  reckon  there  must 
be,  however,  for  where  could  the  major  have 
gone  t" 

The  unphilosophical  mind  of  James  Grayling 
did  not,  in  his  farther  meditations,  carry  him 
much  beyond  this  starting  point;  and  with  its 
continual  recurrence  in  soliloquy,  he  proceeded  to 
traverse  the  margin  of  the  bay,  until  he  came  to 
its  junction  with,  and  termination  at,  the  high- 
road. The  youth  turned  into  this,  and,  involun- 
tarily departing  from  it  a  moment  after,  soon  found 
himself  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  bay  thicket 
He  wandered  on  and  on,  as  he  himself  described 
it,  without  any  power  to  restrain  himself.  He 
knew  not  how  far  he  went;  but,  instead  of  main- 
taining his  watch  for  two  hours  only,  he  was  gone 
more  than  four ;  ao^L  at  length,  a  sense  of  weari- 
ness which  overpowered  him  all  of  a  sudden, 
caused  him  to  s^t  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  tree, 
and  snatch  a  few  moments  of  rest  He  denied 
that  he  slept  in  this  time.  He  insisted  to  the  last 
moment  of  his  life  that  sleep  never  visited  his 
eyelids  that  night, — that  he  was  conscious  of 
fatigue  and  exhaustion,  but  not  drowsiness, — 
and  that  this  fatigue  was  so  numbing  as  to  bo 
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While  he  sat  thus  beneath  the  tree,  with  a  body 
weak  and  nerveless,  but  a  mind  excited,  he  knew 
not  how  or  why,  to  the  most  acute  degree  of  ex- 
pectation and  attention,  he  heard  his  name  called 
by  the  well-known  voica  of  his  friend.  Major 
Spencer.  The  voice  called  him  three  times, — 
«<  James  Grayling  I — James ! — James  Grayling  !" 
before  he  could  muster  strength  enough  to  an- 
swer. It  was  not  courage  he  wanted, — of  that  he 
was  positive,  for  he  felt  sure,  as  he  said,  that 
something  had  gone  wrong,  and  he  was  never 
more  ready  to  fight  in  bis  life  than  at  that  mo- 
ment, could  he  have  commanded  the  physical 
capacity;  but  his  throat  seemed  dry  to  suffoca- 
tion,— his  lips  effectually  sealed  up  as  if  with 
wax,  and  when  he  did  answer,  the  sounds  seemed 
as  fine  and  soft  as  the  whisper  of  some  child  just 
bom. 

"  Oh  ?  major,  is  it  you  1" 

Such,  he. thinks,  were  the  very  words  he  made 
use  of  in  reply ;  and  the  answer  that  be  received 
was  instantaneous,  though  the  voice  came  from* 
some  little  distance  in  the  bay,  and  his  own  voice  he . 
did  not  hear.     He  only  knows  what  he  meant  to 
say.     The  answer  was  to  this  effect 

"  It  is,  James ! — It  is  your  own  friend,  Lionel 
Spencer,  that  speaks  to  you ;  do  not  be  alarmed 
when  you  aee  me  !  I  have  been  shockingly  mur- 
dered !" 

James  asserts  that  he  tried  to  tell  him  that  he 
would  not  be  frightened,  but  his  own  voice  was 
still  a  whisper,  which  he  himself  could  scarcely 
hear.  A  moment  after  he  had  spoken,  he  heard 
something  like  a  sudden  breeze  that  rustled  through 
the  bay  bushes  at  his  feet,  and  his  eyes  were  closed 
without  his  effort,  and  indeed  in  spite /of  himself. 
When  he  opened  them,  he  saw  Major  Spencer 
standing  at  the  edge  of  the  bay,  about  twenty 
steps  from  him.  Though  he  stood  in  the  shade 
of  a  thicket,  and  there  was  no  light  in  the  heavens  . 
save  thut  of  the  stars,  he  was  yet  enabled  to  dis- 
tinguish perfectly,  and  with  great  ease,  every 
lineament  of  his  friend's  faee. 

He  looked  very  pole,  and  his  garments  were 
covered  with  blood ;  and  James  said  that  he  strove 
very  much'  to  rise  from  the  place  where  he  sat 
and  approach  him ; — ''  for,  in  truth,"  said  the  lad, 
<*  so  far  from  feeling  any  fear,  I  felt  nothing  but 
fury  in  my  heart;  but  I  could  not  move  a  limb. 
My  feet  were  fastened  to  the  ground ;  my  hdnds 
to  my  sides ;  and  I  could  only  bend  forward  and 
gasp.  I  felt  as  if  I  should  have  died  with  vexa- 
tion that  I  could  not  rise ;  but  a  power  whidl  J 
could  not  resist  made  me  motionless^  and  almost 
speechless.  I  could  only  say,  *  Murdered !' — and 
that  one  word  I  believe  I  must  have  repeated  a 
dozen  times. 

"  *  Yes,  murdered  ! — murdered  by  the  Scotch- 
man who  slept  with  us  at  your  fire  the  night  be- 
fore last  James,  I  look  to  you  to  have  the  mur- 
derer brought  to  justice  !  James! — do  you  hear 
me,  James  1' 

"These,"  said  James,  **  I  think  were  the  very 
words,  or  near  about  the  very  words,  that  I  heard ; 
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and  how  I  could  do  what  he  required ;  but  I  didn't 
hear  myself  speak,  though  it  would  appear  that  he 
did,  for  almost  immediately  after  I  had  tried  to 
apeak  what  I  wished  to  aay,  he  answered  me  just 
as  if  I  had  said  it.  lie  told  me  that  the  Scotch- 
man had  waylaid,  killed,  and  hidden  him  in  that 
very  bay ;  that  his  murderer  had  gone  to  Charles- 
ton ;  and  that  if  I  made  haste  to  town,  I  would 
find  him  in  the  Falmouth  packet,  which  was  then 
lying  in  the  harbour  and  ready  to  sail  for  Eng- 
land. He  farther  said  that  every  thing  depended 
on  my  making  baste, — that  I  must  reach  town  by 
to-morrow  night  if  I  wanted  to  be  in  season,  and 
go  right  on  board  the  vessel  and  charge  the 
criminal  with  the  deed.  *  Do  not  be  afraid,'  said 
he,  when  he  had  finished ;  *  be  afraid  of  nothing, 
James,  for  Crod  will  help  and  strengthen  you  to 
the  end.'  When  I  heard  all,  I  burst  into  a  flood 
of  tears,  and  then  I  felt  strong.  I  felt  that  I  could 
talk,  or  fight,  or  do  almost  any  thing ;  and  I  jump- 
ed up  to  my  feet,  and  was  just  about  to  run  down 
to  where  the  major  stood,  but,  with  the  first  step 
which  I  made  forward,  he  was  gone.  I  stopp^ 
and  looked  all  around  me,  but  I  could  see  nothing ; 
and  the  bay  was  just  as  black  as  midnight  But 
I  went  down  to  it,  and  tried  to  press  in  where  I 
thought  the  major  had  been  standing;  but  I 
couldn't  get  far,  the  brush  and  bay  bushes  were  so 
close  and  thick.  I  was  now  bold  and  strong 
enough,  and  I  called  out,  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
half  a  mile.  I  didn't  exactly  know  what  I  called 
for,  or  what  I  wanted  to  learn,  or  I  have  forgotten. 
But  I  heard  nothing  more.  Then  I  remembered 
the  camp,  and  began  to  fear  that  something  might 
have  happened  to  mother  and  uncle,  for  I  now 
felt,  what  I  had  not  thought  of  before,  that  I  had 
gone  too  &r  round  the  bay  to  be  of  much  assists 
ance,  or,  indeed,  to  be  in  time  for  any,  had  they 
been  suddenly  attacked.  Besides,  I  could  not 
think  how  long  I  had  been  gone;  but  it  now 
seemed  very  late.  The  stars  were  shining  their 
brightest,  and  the  thin  white  clouds  of  morning 
were  beginning  to  rise  and  run  towards  the  west 
Well,  I  bethought  me  of  my  course, — for  I  was  a 
little  bewildered  aud  doubtful  where  I  was ;  but, 
after  a  little  thinking,  I  took  the  back  track,  and 
soon  get  a  glimpse  of  the  camp-fire,  which  was 
nearly  burnt  down ;  and  by  this  I  reckoned  I  was 
gone  considerably  longer  than  my  two  hours. 
When  I  got  back  into  the  camp,  I  looked  under 
the  wagon,  and  found  uncle  in  a  sweet  sleep,  and 
though  my  heart  was  full  almost  to  bursting  with 
H^t  I  had  heard,  and  the  cruel  sight  I  had  seen, 
yet  I  wouldn't  waken  him ;  and  I  beat  about  and 
mended  the  fire,  and  watched,  and  waited,  until 
near  daylight,  when  mother  called  to  me  out  of 
the  wagon,  and  asked  who  it  was.  This  wakened 
my  uncle,  and  then  I  up  and  told  all  that  had  hap- 
pened, for  if  it  had  been  to  save  my  life,  I  couldn't 
have  kept  it  in  much  longer.  But  though  mother 
said  it  was  very  strange,  Uncle  Sparkman  con- 
sidered that  I  had  been  only  dreaming;  but  he 
couldn't  persuade  me  of  it;  and  when  I  told  him 
I  intended  to  bo  off  at  daylight,  just  as  the  major 
had  told  OM  to  do,  and  ride  my  best  all  the  way  to 


Charleston,  he  laughed,  and  aaid  I  waa  a  fooL 
But  I  felt  that  I  was  no  fool,  and  I  was  aoleiiin 
certain  that  I  hadn't  been  dreaming ;  and  though 
'  both  mother  and  he  tried  their  hardest  to  mike 
me  put  off  going,  yet  I  made  up  my  mind  to  it, 
and  they  had  to  give  up.  For,  wouldn't  I  have 
been  a  pretty  sort  of  a  firiend  to  the  major,  il,  after 
what  he  told  me,  I  could  have  stayed  behind,  and 
gone  on  only  at  a  wagon-pace  to  look  |Aer  Ike 
murderer !  I  don't  think  if  I  had  done  so  that  I 
should  ever  have  been  able  to  look  a  white  man 
in  the  fiice  again.  Soon  as  the  peep  of  day,  I  was 
on  horseback.  Mother  was  mighty  sad,  and 
begged  me  not  to  go,  but  Uncle  Sparkman  was 
mighty  sulky,  and  kept  calling  me  fool  upon  fool, 
until  I  was  almost  angry  enough  to  forget  that  we 
were  of  blood  kin.  But  all  his  talking  did  not 
stop  me,  and  I  reckon  I  was  five  miles  on  my  ^j 
before  he  hud  his  team  in  traces  for  a  start  I  rode 
as  briskly  as  I  could  get  on  without  hurting  mj 
nag.  I  had  a  smart  ride  of  more  than  forty  mileB 
before  me,  and  the  road  was  veiy  heavy.  But  it 
was  a  good  two  hours  from  sunset  when  I  got 
into  town,  and  the  first  question  I  asked  of  the 
people  I  met  was,  to  show  me  where  the  diipi 
were  kept  When  I  got  to  the  wharf  they  shoved 
me  the  Falmouth  packet,  where  she  lay  in  the 
stream,  ready  to  sail  as  soon  as  the  wind  sb<mld 
favour." 

CHAPTER  IT. 

Jamks  Gratlikg,  with  the  same  eager  impa- 
tience which  he  has  been  suffered  to  desciibe  in 
his  own  language,  had  already  hired  a  boat  to  go 
on  board  the  British  packet,  when  he  remembered 
that  he  had  neglected  all  those  means,  legal  and 
otherwise,  by  which  alone  his  purpose  might  be 
properly  effected.     He  did  not  know  much  about 
.  legal  process,  but  he  had  common  sense  enough, 
the  moment  that  he  began  to  reflect  on  the  sub* 
ject,  to  know  that  some  8u$|i  process  was  neces- 
sary.   This  conviction  produced  another  diflkolty;    i 
he  knew  not  in  which  quarter  to  turn  for  counsel 
and  assistance;  but  here  the  boatman  who  saw 
his  bewilderment,  and  knew  by  his  dialect  and 
dress  that  he  was  a  back-countryman,  came  to  htf 
relief,  and  from  him  he  got  directions  where  to 
find  the  merchants  with  whom  his  uncle.  Spark- 
man,  had  done  business  in   former  years.    To 
them  he  went,  and  without  circumlocution,  uM  ^ 
the  whole  story  of  his  ghostly  visitation.    Even  as 
a  dream,  which  these  gentlemen  at  onoe  conjee^ 
tured  it  to  be,  the  story  of  James  Grayling  was 
eqllally  clear  and  curious ;  and  his  intense  warmth 
and  the  entire  absorption,  which  the  subject  bad 
effected,  of  his  mind  and  soul,  was  such  that  th^ 
judged  it  not  improper,  at  least  to  carry  out  the 
search  of  the  vessel  which  he  contemplated.    U 
would  certainly,  they  thought,  IIb  a  cnriious  coin- 
cidence—-believing  James  to  be  a  veradcaus  vwith 
— if  the  Scotchman  should  be  found  oa  board. 
But  another  test  of  his  narrative  was  prmpoaed  bf 
one  of  the  firm.     It  so  happened  that  the  buiinef 
agents  of  Major  Spencer,  who  was  well  known  in 
Charleston,  kept  their  office  but  a  few  rods  distant 
from  their  own ;  and  to  them  all  partieai  at  ooct 
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proceeded.  But  here  the  itory  of  Jameii  was  en- 
countered by  a  circumstance  that  made  somewhat 
against  it.  Them  gentlemen  produced  a  letter 
from  Major  Spencer,  intimating  the  utter  impos- 
aibility  of  his  coming  tu  town  for  the  space  of  a 
noonth,  and  expressing  his  regret  that  he  should 
be  unable  to  avail  himself  of  the  opportunity  of 
the  foreign  vessel,  of  whose  arrival  in  Charleston, 
mad  proposed  time  of  departure,  they  had  them- 
selves adviMd  him.  They  read  the  letter  aloud  to 
James  and  their  brother  merchants,  and  with  diffi- 
culty suppressed  their  smiles  at  the^ gravity  with 
which  the  former  related  and  insisted  upon  the 
parti  culars  of  his  vision. 

*<  He  has  changed  his  mind,"  returned  the  im- 
petuous youth ;  "  he  was  on  his  way  down,  I  tell 
you, — a  hundred  miles  on  his  way, — when  he 
cunped  with  us.  I  know  him  well,  I  tell  you, 
and  talked  with  him  myself  half  the  night" 

•<  At  least,"  remarked  the  gentlemen  who  had 
gone  with  James,  « it  can  do  no  harm  to  look  into 
the  business.  We  can  procure  a  warrant  for 
searching  the  vessel  after  this  man,  Macnab ;  and 
should  he  be  found  on  board  the  packet,  it  will  be 
a  sufficient  circumstance  to  justify  the  magistrates 
in  detaining  him,  until  we  can  ascertain  where 
Mdjor  Spencer  really  is." 

The  n>easure  was  accordingly  adopted,  and  it 
was  nearly  sunset  before  the  warrant  was  pro- 
cured, and  the  proper  officer  in  readiness.  The 
impatience  of  a  spirit  so  eager  and  so  devoted  as 
James  Grayling,  under  these  delays,  may  be  im- 
agined ;  and  when  in  the  boat,  and  on  his  way  to 
the  packet  where  the  criminal  was  to  be  sought, 
his  blood  became  so  excited  that  it  was  with  much 
ado  he  could  be  kept  in  his  seat.  His  quick, 
eager  action  continually  disturbed  the  trim  of  the 
boat,  and  one  of  his  mercantile  friends,  who  had 
accompanied  him,  with  that  interest  in  the  affair 
which  curiosity  alon#  inspired,  was  under  constant 
apprehension  lest  he  would  plunge  overboard  in 
his  impatient  desire  to  shorten  the  spare  which 
lay  between.  The  same  impatience  enabled  the 
youth,  though  never  on  shipboard  before,  to  grosp 
the  rope  which  had  been  flung  at  their  approach, 
and  to  mount  her  sides  with  catlike  agility.  With- 
out waiting  to  declare  himself  or  his  purpose,  he 
ran  from  one  side  of  the  deck  to  the  other,  greedily 
^  staring,  to  the  surprise  of  officers,  passengers,  and 
seamen,  in  the  faces  of  all  of  them,  and  surveying 
them  with  an  almost  offensive  scrutiny.  He 
turned  away  from  the  search  with  disapp^t- 
ment.  There  was  no  face  like  that  of  the  %is- 
perted  man  among  them.  By  this  time,  his 
friend,  the  merchant,  with  the  sheriff's  officer, 
had  entered  the  veasel,  and  were  in  conference 
with  the  captain.  Grayling  drew  nigh  in  time  to 
hear  the  latter  afH^m  that  there  was  no  man  of  the 
name  of  Macnab,  as  stated  in  the  warrant,  among 
his  passengers  or  crew. 

*^  He  is — >he  must  be !"  exclaimed  the  impetuous 

youth.     "  The  major  never  lied  in  bis  life,  and 

cou  Id  n't  lie  after  he  was  dead.    Macnab  is  here— 

he  is  a  Scotchman — " 

The  captain  interrupted  him— ^ 

05 


«  We  have,  young  gentleman,  several  Scotch- 
men on  board,  and  one  of  them  is  named  Mao- 
leod~"  ^ 

'<  Let  me  see  him — which  is  he?"  demanded  the 
youth. 

By  this  time,  the  passengers  and  a  goodly  por- 
tion of  the  crew  were  collected  about  the  little 
party.  The  captain  turned  his  eyes  upon  the 
group,  and  asked, 

«  Where  is  Mr.  Macleod  ?" 
*«  He  is  gone  below — he's  sick !"  replied  one  of 
the  passengers. 

<«  That's  he !  That  must  be  the  man !"  ex- 
claimed the  youth.  <*ril  lay  my  life  that's  no 
other  than  Macnab.  He's  only  tak^n  a  false 
name." 

It  was  now  remembered  by  one  of  the  passen- 
gers, and  remarked,  that  Macleod  had  expressed 
himself  as  unwell,  but  a  few  moments  before,  and 
had  gone  below  even  while  the  boat  was  rapidly 
approaching  the  vessel.  At  this  statement,  the 
captain  led  the  way  into  the  cabin,  closely  followed 
by  James  Grayling  and  the  rest. 

*<  Mr.  Macleod,"  he  said  with  a  voice  somewhat 
elevated,  as  he  approached  the  berth  of  that  per- 
son, *<you  are  wanted  on  deck  for  a  few  mo- 
ments." 

«I  am  really  too  unwell,  captain,"  replied  a 
feeble  voice  from  behind  the  curtain  of  the  berth. 

"  It  will  be  necessary,"  was  the  reply  of  the  cap- 
tain. **  There  is  a  warrant  from  the  authorities  of 
the  town,  to  look  afler  a  fugitive  from  justice." 

Macleod  had  already  begun  a  second  speech 
declaring  his  feebleness,  when  the  fearless  youth, 
Grayling,  bounded  before  the  captain  and  tore 
away,  with  a  single  grasp  of  his  hand,  the  curtain 
which  concealed  the  suspected  man  from  their 
sight. 

•<  It  is  he !"  was  the  instant  exclamation  of  the 
youth,  as  he  beheld  him.  »<  It  is  he — Macnab,  the 
i^coicbman — the  man  that  murdered  Major  Spen- 
cer !" 

Macnab, — for  it  was  he, — was  deadly  pale.  He 
trembled  like  an  aspen.  His  eyes  were  dilated 
with  more  than  mortal  apprehension,  and  his  lips 
were  perfectly  livid.  Still,  he  found  strength  to 
speak,  and  to  deny  the  accusation.  He  knew  no- 
thing of  the  youth  before  him — nothing  of  Major 
Spencer — his  name  was  Macleod,  and  he  had 
never  called  himself  by  any  other.  He  denied, 
but  with  great  incoherence,  every  thing  which  waa 
urged  against  him. 

"  You  must  get  up,  Mr.  Macleod,"  said  Q^ 
captain :  "  the  circumstances  are  very  mudifigainst 
you.     You  must  go  with  the  officer  !" 

«  Will  you  give  me  up  to  my  enemies  1"  de- 
manded the  culprit.  «  You  are  a  countryman — a 
Briton.  I  have  fought  for  the  king,  our  mastei^ 
against  these  rebels,  and  for  this  they  seek  my 
life.  Do  not  deliver  me  into  their  bloody 
hands!" 

"Liar!"  exclaimed  James  Grayling — "Didn't 
you  tell  us  at  our  own  camp-6re  that  you  were 
with  usi  that  you  were  at  Gates's  defeat,  and 
*  Ninety-Six  V  " 
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«Bat  I  didn't  tell  you,'*  said  the  Scotchman, 
with  a  grin,  **  which  side  I  was  on  V* 

**  Ha !  rememi^r  that !"  said  the  sheriflTs  offi- 
cer. <<He  denied,  just  a  moment  ago,  that  he 
knew  this  young  man  at  all ;  now,  he  confesses 
that  he  did  see  and  camp  with  him." 

The  Scotchman  was  aghast  at  the  strong  point 
which,  in  his  inadvertence,  he  had  made  against 
himself;  and  his  efforts  to  excuse  himself,  stam- 
mering and  contradictory,  served  only  to  involve 
him  more  deeply  in  the  meshes  of  his  difficulty. 
Still  he  continued  his  urgent  appeals  to  the  cap- 
tain of  the  Teasel,  and  his  fellow-passengers,  as 
citizens  of  the  same  country,  subjects  to  the  same 
monarch,  to  protect  him  from  those  who  equally 
hated  and  would  destroy  them  all.  In  order  to 
move  their  national  prejudices  in  his  behalf,  he 
boasted  of  the  immense  injury  which  he  had  done, 
as  a  tory,  to  the  rebel  cause;  and  still  insisted 
that  the  murder  was  only  a  pretext  of  the  youth 
before  him,  by  which  to  gain  possession  of  his 
person,  and  wreak  upon  him  the  revenge  which 
his  own  fierce  performances  during  the  war  had 
naturally  enough  provoked.  One  or  two  of  the 
passengers,  indeed,  joined  with  him  in  entreating 
the  captain  to  set  the  accusers  adrift  and  make 
sail  at  once  ;  but  the  stout  Englishman  who  was 
in  command,  rejected  instantly  the  unworthy 
counsel.  Beaades,  he  was  better  aware  of  the 
dangers  which  would  follow  any  such  rash  pro- 
ceeding. Fort  Moultrie,  on  Sullivan's  Island,  hod 
been  already  refitted  and  prepared  for  an  enemy ; 
and  he  was  lying,  at  that  moment,  under  the  for- 
midable range  of  grinning  teeth,  which  would 
have  opened  upon  him,  at  the  first  movemetit, 
from  the  jaws  of  Castle  Pinckney. 

"  No,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  you  h>istake  your 
man.  God  forbid  that  I  should  give  shelter  to  a 
murderer,  though  he  were  from  my  own  parish." 

*'  But  I  am  no  murderer,"  said  the  Scotchman. 

"  You  look  cursedly  like  one,  however,"  was  the 
reply  of  the  captain.  '^Sberiflf,  take  your  pri- 
soner." 

The  base  creature  threw  himself  at  the  feet  of 
the  Englishman,  and  clung,  with  piteous  entreaties, 
to  his  knees.  The  latter  shook  him  off,  and  turn- 
ed away  in  disgust. 

«  Steward,"  he  cried,  "  bring  up  this  man's  lug- 

He  was  obeyed.  The  luj^gage  was  brought  up 
from  the  cabin  and  delivered  to  the  sherifTs  offi- 
cer, by  whom  it  was  examined  in  the  presence  of 
aQ,  and  an  inventory  made  of  its  contents.  It 
consisted  of  a  small  new  trunk,  which,  it  after- 
wards appeared,  ho  had  bought  in  Charleston, 
soon  after  his  arrival.  This  contained  a  few 
changes  of  raiment,  twenty-six  guineas  in  n>oney, 
a  gold  watch,  not  in  repair,  and  the  two  pistols 
which  he  had  shown  while  at  Joel  Sparkman's 
camp  fire ;  but,  with  this  difference,  that  the  stock 
of  one  was  broken  oS*  short  just  above  the  grasp, 
and  the  b\;|tt  was  entirely  gone.  It  was  not  found 
among  his  chattels.  A  careful  examination  of  the 
articles  in  his  trunk  did  not  result  in  any  thing 
calculated  to  strengthen  the  charge  of  his  crimi- 


nality ;  but  there  was  not  a  single  persoo  pvcsent 
who  did  not  feel  as  morally  certain  of  his  guilt  ts 
if  the  jury  had  already  declared  the  fact  That 
night  he  alept — if  he  slept  at  all — in  the  oommoQ 
jail  of  t|ie  city. 

CHAPTBm    ▼. 

Hts  accuser,  the  warm-hearted  and  reaohite 
James  Grayling,  did  not  sleep.  The  excttement, 
arising  iirom  mingling  and  contradictory  emotiooi^ 
—sorrow  for  his  brave  young  commander's  &te, 
and  the  natural  exultation  of  a  generous  spirit  at 
the  consciou|pess  of  having  performed,  with  sig- 
nal success,  an  arduous  and  painful  task,  comfaiosd 
to  drive  all  pleasant  slumbers  from  his  eyes ;  and 
with  the  dawn  he  was  again  up  and  stirring,  with 
his  mind  still  full  of  the  awful  businesa  in  which 
he  had  been  engaged.  We  do  not  care  to  porsoe 
his  course  in  the  ordinary  walks  of  the  city,  oat 
account  for  his  employments  during  the  few  days 
which  ensued,  until,  in  consequence  of  a  legal 
examination  into  the  circumstances  wbidi  antici- 
pated the  regular  work  of  the  sessions,  the  extreme 
excitement  of  the  young  accuser  had  been  renew- 
ed. Macnab  or  Macleod,— and  it  is  possible  that 
both  names  were  fictitious, — as  soon  as  he  re- 
covered fit>m  his  first  terrors,  sought  the  akl  of  an 
attorney— one  of  those  acute,  small,  chopfNog 
lawyers,  to  be  found  in  almost  every  conununicy, 
who  are  willing  to  serve  with  equal  zeal  the  sin- 
ner and  the  saint,  provided  that  they  can  pay 
with  equal  liberality.  The  prisoner  was  bnw^t 
before  the  court  under  habent  corputt  and  several 
grounds  submitted  by  his  counsel  with  the  view  to 
obtaining  his  discharge.  It  became  necessary  to 
ascertain,  among  the  first  duties  of  the  state,  whe- 
ther Major  Spencer,  the  alleged  victim,  was  really 
dead.  Until  it  could  be  established  that  a  man 
should  be  imprisoned,  tried,  and  punished  far  a 
crime,  it  was  first  necessary  to  show  that  a  crime 
had  been  committed,  and  the  attorney  made  him- 
self exceedingly  merry  with  the  ghost  story  of 
young  Grayling.  In  those  days,  however,  the  an- 
cient Superstition  was  not  so  feeble  as  she  has 
subsequently  become.  The  venerable  judge  was 
one  of  those  good  men  who  had  a  decent  respect 
for  the  faith  and  opinions  of  his  anoertors ;  and 
though  he  certainly  would  not  have  conseoted  to 
the  hanging  of  Macleod  under  the  sort  f>^  <«^ 
mony  which  had  been  adduced,  he  y^^  ^^ 
enough,  in  all  the  circumstances,  to  jo^dfy  ba 
prescntdetention.  In  the  mean  lime,  efforts  were 
to  be  made,  to  ascertain  the  whereabouts  of  Major 
Spehcer ;  though,  were  he  even  missings — so  the 
counsel  for  Macleod  contended, — his  death  coqU 
be  by  no  means  assumed  in  consequence.  To 
this  the  judge  shook  his  head  doubtfully.  •*  Tors 
God  f  said  he,  **  I  would  not  have  yon  to  be  loo 
sure  of  that"  He  was  an  Ilishman,  aind  pro- 
ceeded after  the  fashion  of  his  cotmtxy.  The 
reader  will  therefore  bear  with  his  ImiL  »  A  man 
msy  properiy  be  hung  for  murdering  another, 
though  the  murdered  man  be  not  dead ;  aj,  hthn 
God,  even  though  he  be  actually  unhurt  mod  oa- 
injured,  while  the  murderer  is  swinging  by 
neck  for  the  bloody  deed!" 
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The  judge, — who  it  most  be  anderstood  was  a 
real  existence,  and  who  had  no  small  reputation 
in  his  day  in  the  south, — proceeded  to  establish 
the  correctness  of  his  opinions  by  authorities  and 
argument,  with  ^11  of  which,  doubtlessly,  the  bar 
were  exceedingly  delighted ;  but,  to  provide  them 
in  this  place  would  only  he  to  interfere  with  our 
own  progress.  James  Grayling,  however,  was 
not  satisfied  to  wait  the  slow  processes  which  were 
suggested  for  coming  at  the  truth.  Even  the 
wisdom  of  the  judge  was  Jost  upon  him,  possibly, 
for  the  simple  reason  that  he  did  n(§l  comprehend 
it  But  the  ridicule  of  the  culprit's  lawyer  stung 
him  to  the  quick,  and  he  muttered  to  himself, 
more  than  once,  a  determination  "  to  lick  the  life 
out  of  that  impudent  chap's  leather."  But  this 
was  not  his  onjy  resolve.  There  was  one  which 
he  proceeded  to  put  into  instant  execution,  and 
that  was  to  seek  the  body  of  his  murdered  friend 
in  the  spot  where  he  fancied  it  might  be  found — 
namely,  the  dark  and  dismal  bay  where  the  spectre 
had  made  its  appearance  to  his  eyes. 

The  suggestion  was  approved-— though  he  did 
not  need  this  to  prompt  his  resolution — ^by  his 
mother  and  uncle,  Sparkman.  The  latter  deter- 
mined to  be  his  companion,  and  he  was  farther 
accompanied  by  the  sheriff's  officer  who  had 
arrested  the  suspected  felon.  Before  daylight,  on 
the  morning  after  the  examination  before  the 
judge  had  taken  place,  and  when  Macleod  had 
been  remanded  to  prison,  James  Grayling  started 
on  hit  journey.  His  fiery  zeal  received  additional 
force  at  every  added  moment  of  delay,  and  his 
eager  spurring  brought  him  at  an  early  hour  after 
noon,  to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  spot  through 
which  his  search  was  to  be  made.  When  his 
companions  and  himself  drew  nigh,  they  were 
all  at  a  loss  in  which  direction  first  to  proceed. 
The  bay  was  one  of  those  massed  forests,  whose 
wall  of  thorns,  vines,  and  close  tenacious  shrubs, 
seemed  to  defy  invasion.  To  the  eye  of  the 
townsman  it  was  so  forbidding  that  he  pronounced 
it  absolutely  impenetrable.  But  James  was  not  to 
be  baffled.  He  led  them  round  it,  taking  the  very 
course  which  he  had  pursued  the  night  when  the 
revelation  was  made  him ;  he  showed  them  the 
very  tree  at  whose  foot  he  had  sunk  when  the 
supernatural  torpor — as  he  himself  esteemed  it — 
began  to  fall  upon  him ;  he  then  pointed  out  the 
spot,  some  twenty  steps  distant,  at  which  the 
spectre  made  his  appearance.  To  this  spot  they 
then  proceeded  in  a  body,  and  essayed  m  en- 
trance,  but  were  so  discouraged  by  the  difficulties 
at  the  outset,  that  all,  James  not  excepted,  con- 
cluded that  neither  the  murderer  nor  his  victim 
could  possibly  have  found  entrance  there. 

But,  lo!  a  marvel!  Such  it  seemed,  at  the 
first  blush,  to  all  the  party.  While  they  stood 
confounded  and  indecisive,  undetermined  in  which 
way  to  move,  a  sudden  flight  of  wings  was  heard, 
even  from  the  centre  of  the  bay,  at  a  little  distance 
above  the  spot  where  they  had  striven  for  entrance. 
They  looked  up,  and  beheld  about  fifty  buzzards — 
those  notorious  domestic  vultures  of  the  south — 
ascending  from  the  interior  of  the  bay,  and  perch- 


ing along  upon  the  branches  of  the  loftier  trees  by 
which  it  was  overhung.  Even  were  the  character 
of  these  birds  less  known,  the  particular  business 
in  which  they  had  just  then  been  engaged,  was 
betrayed  by  huge  gobbets  of  flesh  which  some  of 
them  had  borne  aloft  in  their  flight,  and  still  con- 
tinued to  rend  with  beak  and  bill,  as  they  tottered 
upon  the  branches  where  they  stood.  A  piercing 
scream  issued  from  the  lips  of  James  Grayling  as 
he  beheld  this  sight,  and  strove  to  scare  the  offen- 
sive birds  firom  their  repast. 

**  The  poor  major !  the  poor  major !"  was  the 
involunUury  and  agonized  exclamation  of  the 
youth.  «Did  I  ever  think  he  would  come  to 
this !"  * 

The  search,  thus  guided  and  encouraged,  waa 
pressed  with  renewed  diligence  and  spirit ;  and,  at 
length,  an  opening  was  found  through  which  it 
was  evident  that  a  body  of  considerable  size  had 
but  recently  gone.  The  branches  were  broken 
from  the  small  shrub  trees,  and  the  undergrowth 
trodden  into  the  earth.  They  followed  this  path, 
and,  as  is  the  csae  commonly  with  waste  tracts 
of  this  description,  the  density  of  the  growth  di- 
minished sensibly  at  every  step  they  took,  till  they 
reached  a  little  pond,  which,  though  circumscribed 
in  area,  and  full  of  cypresses,  yet  proved  to  be 
singularly  deep.  Indeed,  it  was  an  alligator-hole, 
where,  in  all  probability,  a  numerous  tribe  of  these 
reptiles  had  their  dwelling.  Here,  on  the  edge  of 
the  pond,  they  discovered  the  object  which  had 
drawn  the  keen-sighted  vultures  to  their  feast,  in 
the  body  of  a  horse,  which  James  Grayling  at 
once  identified  as  that  of  Major  Spencer.  The 
carcass  of  the  animal  was  already  %Try  much  torn 
and  lacerated.  The  eyes  were  plucked  out,  and 
the  animal  completely  disembowelled.  Yet,  on 
examination,  it  was  not  difficult  to  discover  the 
manner  of  his  death.  This  had  been  effected  by 
fire-arms.  Two  bullets  had  passed  through  hui 
skull,  just  above  the  eyes,  either  of  which  must 
have  been  fatal.  The  murderer  had  led  the  horse 
to  the  spot,  and  committed  the  cruel  deed  where 
his  body  was  found.  The  search  was  now  con- 
tinued for  that  of  the  owner,  but  for  some  time  it 
proved  ineffectual.  At  length,  the  keen  eyes  of 
James  Grayling  detected,  amidst  a  heap  of  moss 
and  green  sedge  that  rested  beside  an  overthrown 
tree,  whose  branches  jutted  into  the  pond,  a  whi- 
tish, but  discoloured  object,  that  did  not  seem  na- 
tive to  the  place.  Bestriding  the  &llen  tree,  he 
was  enabled  to  reach  this  object,  which,  wit{]  a 
burst  of  grief,  he  announced  to  the  distant  party 
was  the  hand  and  arm  of  his  unfortunate  friend, 
the  wristband  of  the  shirt  being  the  conspicuous 
object  which  had  first  caught  his  eye.  Grasping 
this,  he  drew  the  corse,  which  had  been  thrust 
beneath  the  branches  of  the  tree,  to  the  surface ; 
and,  with  the  assistance  of  his  uncle,  it  was  finally 
brought  to  the  dry  land.  Here  it  underwent  a 
careful  examination.  The  head  was  very  much 
disfigured;  the  skull  was  fractured  in  several 
places  by  repeated  blows  of  some  hard  instrument, 
inflicted  chiefly  from  behind.  A  closer  inspection 
revealed  a  bullet-hole '  in  the  abdomen,  the  first 
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woand,  in  all  probability,  which  the  unfortonate 
gentleman  received,  and  by  which  he  was,  perhaps, 
tumbled  from  bis  horse.  The  blows  on  the  head 
would  seem  to  hare  been  unnecessary,  unless  the 
murderer — whose  proceedings  appeared  to  have 
been  singularly  deliberate, — was  resolved  upon 
making  *<  assurance  doubly  sure."  But,  as  if  the 
watchful  Providence  had  meant  that  nothing 
should  be  lefl  doubtful  which  might  tend  to  the 
complete  conviction  of  the  criminal,  the  constable 
stumbled  upon  the  butt  of  the  broken  pistol  which 
bad  been  found  in  Macleod*s  trunk.  This  he 
picked  up  on  the  edge  of  the  pond  in  which  the 
corse  had  been  discovered,  and  while  James  Gray- 
ling and  1^  uncle,  Sparkman,  were  engaged  in 
drawing  it  from  the  water.  The  place  where  the 
fragment  was  discovered  at  once  denoted  the  pis- 
tol as  the  instrument  by  which  the  final  blows 
were  inflicted.  "  'Fore  God,"  said  the  judge  to 
the  criminal,  as  these  proofs  were  submitted  on  the 
trial,  «  you  may  be  a  very  innocent  man  after  all, 
as,  by  my  faith,  I  do  think  there  have  been  many 
inurderers  before  you ;  but  you  ought,  neverthe- 
less, to  be  hung  as  an  example  to  all  other  per- 
sons who  suffer  such  strong  proofs  of  guilt  to 
follow  their  innocent  misdoings.  Gentlemen  of 
the  jury,  if  this  person,  Macleod  or  Macnab,  didnH 
murder  Major  Spencer,  either  you  or  I  did ;  and 
you  must  now  decide  which  of  us  it  is !  I  say^ 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  either  you,  or  I,  or  the 
prisoner  at  the  bar,  murdered  this  man ;  and  if  you 
have  any  doubts  which  of  us  it  was,  it  is  but  jus- 
tice and  mercy  that  you  should  give  the  prisoner 
the  benefit  of  your  doubts ;  and  so  find  your  ver- 
dict. But,  before  God,  should  you  find  him  not 
guilty,  Mr.  Attorney  there  can  scarcely  do  any 
thing  wiser  than  to  put  us  all  upon  trial  for  the 
deed." 

The  jury,  it  may  be  scarcely  necessary  to  add, 
perhaps  under  certain  becoming  fears  of  an  alter- 
native such  as  his  honour  had  suggested,  brought 
in  a  verdict  of  "Guilty,"  without  leaving  the 
panel ;  and  Macnab,  alias  Macleod,  was  hung  at 
White  Point,  Charleston,  somewhere  about  the 
year  178-. 

"  And  here,'^  said  my  grandmother,  devoutly, 
<(  you  behold  a  proof  of  God*s  watchfulness  to  see 
that  murder  should  not  be  hidden,  and  that  the 
murderer  should  not  escape.  You  see  that  he 
sent  the  spirit  of  the  murdered  man — since,  by  no 
other  mode  could  the  truth  have  been  revealed — to 
declare  the  crime,  and  to  discover  the  criminal. 
But  for  that  ghost,  Macnab  would  have  got  off  to 
Scotland,  and  probably  have  been  living  to  this 
very  day  on  the  money  that  he  took  from  the  per- 
son of  the  poor  major." 

As  the  old  lady  finished  the  ghost  story,  which, 
by  the  way,  she  had  been  tempted  to  relate  for 
the  fiftieth  time,  in  order  to  combat  my  father*8 
ridicule  of  such  superstitions,  the  latter  took  up 
the  thread  of  the  narrative. 

«  Now,  my  son,"  said  he,  "  as  you  have  heard 
all  that  your  grandmother  has  to  say  on  this  sub- 
ject, I  will  proceed  to  show  you  what  you  have  to 
believe,  and  what  not    It  is  true  that  Macnab 


murdered  Spencer  in  the  manner  related ;  that 
James  Grayling  made  the  discovery  and  proee> 
cuted  the  pursuit;  found  the  body  and  brought 
the  felon  to  justice ;  that  Macnab  suflered  death, 
and  confessed  the  crime ;  alleging  that  he  was 
moved  to  do  so,  as  well  because  o(  the  iD<xiey 
that  he  suspected  Spencer  to  have  in  bis  posses* 
sion,  as  because  of  the  hate  which  he  felt  for  a 
man  who  had  been  particularly  bold  and  active  in 
cutting  up  a  party  of  Scotch  loyalists  to  which  he 
belonged,  on  the  borders  of  North  Carolina.  But 
the  appearance  of  the  spectre  was  nothing  more 
than  the  work  of  a  quick  imagination,  added  to  a 
shrewd  and  correct  judgment  James  Grayling 
saw  no  ghost,  in  fact,  but  such  as  was  in  his  own 
mind ;  and,  though  the  instance  was  one  of  a  most 
remarkable  character,  one  of  singular  combination, 
and  well  depending  circuoi8tances,*eUlI,  I  think  it 
is  to  be  accounted  for  by  natural  and  very  simple 
laws." 

The  old  lady  was  indignant 

**  And  how  could  he  see  the  ghost  just  on  the 
edge  of  the  some  bay  where  the  murder  had  been 
committed,  and  where  the  body  of  the  murdered 
man  even  then  was  lying?" 

My  father  did  not  directly  answer  the  demand, 
but  proceeded  thus : — 

"  James  Grayling,  as  we  know,  mother,  was  a 
very  ardent,  impetuous,  sagacious  man.  He  had 
the  sanguine,  the  race-horse  temperament  He 
was  generous,  always  prompt  and  ready,  and  one 
who  never  went  backward.  What  be  did,  he; 
did  quickly,  boldly,  and  thoroughly !  He  never 
shrank  from  trouble  of  any  kind :  nay,  he  re- 
joiced in  the  constant  encounter  with  difficulty 
and  trial;  and  his  was  the  temper  which  com- 
mands and  enthrals  mankind.  He  felt  deeply 
and  intensely  whatever  occupied  his  mind,  and 
when  he  parted  from  his  friend  he  brooded  over 
little  else  than  their  past  communion  and  the 
great  distance  by  which  they  were  to  be  aepa- 
rated.  The  dull  travelling  wagon-gait  at  which 
he  himself  was  compelled  to  go,  was  a  source  of 
annoyance  to  him;  and  he  became  sullen,  all  the 
day,  after  the  departure  of  his  friend.  When,  on 
the  evening  of  the  next  day,  he  came  to  the  houw 
where  it  was  natural  to  expect  that  Major  Spencer 
would  have  slept  the  night  before,  and  he  learned 
the  fact  that  no  one  stopped  there  but  the  Scotch- 
man, Macnab,  we  see  thst  he  was  struck  with  the 
circumstance.  He  mutters  it  over  to  himseIC 
« Strange,  where  the  major  could  have  gone  f 
His  mind  then  naturally  reverts  to  the  character 
of  the  Scotchman ;  to  the  opinions  and  suspicions 
which  had  been  already  expressed  of  him  by  his 
uncle,  and  felt  by  himself.  They  had  all,  pre- 
viously, come  to  the  full  conviction  that  Macnab 
was,  and  had  always  been,  a  tory,  in  spite  of  his 
(Protestations.  His  mind  next,  and  very  naturally, 
reverted  to  the  insecurity  of  the  highways;  the 
general  dangers  of  travelling  at  that  period  ;  the 
frequency  of  crime,  and  the  number  of  desperate 
men  who  were  everywhere  to  be  met  with.  The 
very  employment  in  which  he  was  then  engaged, 
in  scouting  the  woods  for  the  protection  of  the 
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camp,  was  calculated  to  bring  such  reflecUont  to 
Yarn  mind.  If  these  precautions  were  considered 
necessary  for  the  safety  of  persons  so  poor,  so 
wanting  in  those  possessions  which  might  prompt 
cupidity  to  crime,  how  much  more  necessary  were 
precautions  in  the  case  of  a  wealthy  gentleman 
like  Major  Spencer!  He  then  remembered  the 
conversation  with  the  major  at  the  camp-fire,  when 
they  fancied  that  the  Scotchman  was  sleeping. 
How  natural  to  think  then,  that  he  was  all  the 
while  awake ;  and,  if  awake,  he  must  have  heard 
him  speak  of  the  wealth  of  his  companion.  True, 
the  major,  with  more  prudence  than  himself,  denied 
that  he  bad  any  money  about  him,  more  than  would 
bear  his  expenses  to  the  city ;  but  such  an  sssurance 
was  natural  enough  to  the  lips  of  a  traveller  who 
knew  the  dangers  of  the  country.  That  the  man, 
Macnab,  was  not  a  person  to  be  trusted,  was  the 
equal  impression  of  Joel  Sparkman  and  his  nephew 
from  the  first.  The  probabilities  were  strong  that 
he  would  rob  and  perhaps  murder,  if  he  might  hope 
to  do  so  with  impunity  ;  and  as  the  youth  mnde  the 
circuit  of  the  bay  in  the  darkness  and  solemn  stjll- 
ness  of  the  night*  its  gloomy  depths  and  mournful 
shadows,  naturally  gave  rise  to  such  reflections  as 
would  be  equally  active  in  the  mind  of  a  youth,  and 
of  one  somewhat  familiar  with  the  arts  and  usages 
of  strife.  He  would  see  that  the  spot  was  just  the 
one  in  which  a  practised  partisan  would  delight  to 
set  an  ambush  for  an  unwary  foe.  There  ran  the 
public  road,  with  a  little  sweep,  around  two-thirds 
of  the  extent  of  its  dense  and  impenetrable  thickets. 
The  ambush  could  lie  concealed,  and  at  ten  steps 
command  the  bosom  of  its  victim.  Here,  then,  you 
perceive  that  the  mind  of  James  Grayling,  stimu- 
lated by  an  active  and  sagacious  judgment,  had  ^ 
gradual  and  reasonable  stages  come  to  these  con- 
clusions: that  Major  Spencer  was  an  object  to 
tempt  a  robber ;  that  the  country  was  full  of  rob- 
bers ;  that  Macnab  was  one  of  them ;  that  this  was 
the  very  spot  in  which  a  deed  of  blood  could  be 
most  easily  committed,  and  most  easily  concealed  ;* 
and,  one  important  fact,  that  gave  strength  and 
coherence  to  the  whole,  that  Major  Spencer  had  not 
reached  a  well-known  point  of  destination,  while 
Macnab  had. 

«  With  these  thoughts,  thus  closely  linked  to- 
gether, the  youth  forgets  the  limits  of  hisswatch 
and  his  circuit  This  fact,  alone,  proves  how  active 
his  imagination  had  become.  It  loads  him  forward, 
brooding  more  and  more  on  the  subject,  until,  in  the 
very  exhaustion  of  his  body,  he  sinks  down  beneath 
a  tree.  He  sinks  down  and  falls  asleep ;  and  in  his 
sleep,  what  before  was  plausible  conjecture,  becomes 
fsct,  and  the  creative  properties  of  bis  imagination 
give  furm  and  vitality  to  all  his  fancies.  These 
fornos  are  bold,  broad,  and  deeply  coloured,  in  due 
proportion  with  the  degree  of  force  which  they  re- 
ceive from  probability.  Here,  he  sees  the  image  of 
his  friend ;  but,  you  will  remark — and  this  should 
almost  conclusively  satisfy  any  mind  that  all  that 
he  sees  is  the  work  of  his  imagination, — that, 
though  Spencer  tells  him  that  he  is  murdered,  and 
by  Macnab,  he  does  not  tell  him  how,  in  what 
manner,  or  with  what  weapons.    Though  he  sees 


him  pale  and  ghostlike,  he  does  not  see,  nor  can  he 
say,  where  his  wounds  are !  He  sees  his  pale  fea- 
tures distinctly,  and  his  garments  are  bloody.  Now, 
had  he  seen  the  spectre  in  the  true  appearances  of 
death,  as  he  was  subsequently  found,  he  would  not 
have  been  able  to  discern  his  features,  which  were 
battered,  according  to  his  own  account,  almost  out 
of  all  shape  of  humanity,  and  covered  with  mud ; 
while  his  clothes  would  have  streamed  with  mud 
and  water,  rather  than  with  blood.'' 

**  Ah !"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  my  grandmothfr, 
"  it's  hard  to  make  you  believe  any  thing  that  you 
don't  see ;  you  pre  like  Saint  lliomas  in  the  Scrip- 
tures ;  but  how  do  you  propose  to  account  for  his 
knowing  that  the  Scotchman  was  on  board  the 
Falmouth  packet  ?     Answer  to  that !" 

«  That  is  not  a  more  diificult  matter  than  any  of 
the  rest  You  forget  that  in  the  dialogue  which 
took  place  between  James  and  Major  Spencer  at 
the  camp,  the  latter  told  him  that  he  was  about  to 
take  passage  for  Eui^ope  in  the  Falmouth  packet, 
which  then  lay  in  Charleston  harbour,  and  was 
about  to  sail.     Macnab  heard  aill  that" 

*<True  enough,  and  likely  enough,"  returned 
the  old  lady ;  **  but,  though  you  show  that  it  was 
Major  Spencer's  intention  to  go  to  Europe  in  the 
Falmouth  packet,  that  will  not  show  that  it  was 
also  the  intention  of  the  murderer." 

*«  Yet  what  more  probable,  and  how  natural  for 
James  Grayling  to  imagine  such  a  thing  !  In  the 
first  place  he  knew  that  Macnab  was  a  Briton ;  he 
felt  convinced  that  he  was  a  tory ;  and  the  infer- 
ence was  immediate,  that  such  a  person  would 
scarcely  have  remained  long  in  a  country  where 
such  characters  laboured  under  so  much  odium, 
disfranchisement,  and  constant  danger  from  popu- 
lar tumults.  The  fact  that  Macnab  was  compelled 
to  disguise  his  true  sentiments,  and  affect  those  of 
the  people  against  whom  he  fought  so  vindictively, 
shows  what  was  his  sense  of  the  danger  which  he 
incurred.  Now,  it  is  not  unlikely  that  Macnab 
was  quiter'as  well  aware  that  the  Falmouth  packet 
was  in  Charleston,  and  about  to  sail,  as  Major  Spen- 
cer. No  doubt  he  was  pursuing  the  same  journey, 
with  the  same  object,  and  had  he  not  murdered  Spen- 
cer, they  would,  very  likely,  have  been  fellow-pas- 
sengers together  to  Europe.  But  whether  he  knew 
the  fact  before  or  not,  he  probably  heard  it  stated 
by  Spencer  while  he  seemed  to  be  sleeping ;  and, 
even  supposing  that  he  did  not  then  know,  it  was 
enough  that  he  found  this  to  be  the  fact  on  reach- 
ing the  city.  It  was  an  after-thought  to  fly  to 
Europe  with  his  ill-gotten  spoils;  and  whatever 
may  have  appeared  a  politic  course  to  the  criminal, 
would  be  a  probable  conjecture  in  the  mind  of  him 
by  whom  he  was  suspected.  The  whole  story  is 
one  of  strong  probabilities  which  happened  to  be 

verified He  never,  my  son,  saw  any.  other 

ghosts  than  those  of  his  own  making !" 

I  heard  my  father  with  great  patience  to  the 
end,  though  he  seemed  very  tedious.  He  had 
taken  a  great  deal  of  pains  to  destroy  one  of  my 
greatest  sources  of  pleasure.  I  need  not  add  that 
I  continued  to  believe  in  the  ghost,  and,  with  my 
grandmother,  to  reject  tlie  philosophy. 
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The  author  of  Charcoal  Sketches  was  bom 
in  Greenland  in  New  Hampshire  on  the  third 
of  February,  1807.  His  &ther  had  been  for 
many  years  principal  of  a  popular  academy  in 
Philadelphia,  and  was  now  minister  of  a  Con- 
g^gational  church,— a  retirement  to  the  coun- 
try and  from  the  arduous  duties  in  which  he 
had  been  engaged  hairing  been  rendered  neces- 
sary by  ill  health.  He  died  when  our  author, 
his  only  son,  was  about  two  years  of  age,  and 
his  family  soon  after  returned  to  Philadelphia. 

Mr.  Neal  resided  several  years  in  the  village 
of  Pottsville,  but  in  1831  he  settled  in  Phila- 
delphia as  editor  of  The-Pennsylvanian,  a 
journal  which  has  since  been  conspicuous  for 
its  influence  on  the  political  character  of  the 
state,  and  for  a  certain  liveliness  and  courtesy 
which  do  not  commonly  distinguish  the  organs 
of  contending  parties.  For  about  ten  years 
his  devotion  to  the  arduous  duties  of  his  pro- 
fession was  unremitted;  but  at  length  his 
health  failed,  and,  in  1841,  he  travelled  in 
Europe  and  Africa  in  the  hope  of  deriving 
benefit  from  relaxation  and  change  of  scene. 
He  returned  in  the  following  year,  and  was 
able  to  resume  his  occupation ;  but  he  finally 
retired  from  the  Pennsylvanian  in  1844,  to 
enter  upon  the  lighter  and  more  congenial 
business  of  conducting  a  weekly  literary  mis- 
cellany which  he  established  in  tlie  autumn 
of  that  year  under  the  title  of  Neal's  Saturday 
Gazette.  The  rej>utation  he  had  acquired  dur- 
ing his  long  connection  with  the  press,  par- 
ticularly as  a  writer  of  wit  and  humour,  se- 
cured for  this  periodical  an  immediate  success 
which  has  rarely  been  paralleled ;  and  it  ap- 
pears to  have  grown  steadily  in  the  popular 
favour,  as  every  week  has  brought  increase 
of  its  circulation. 

Mr.  Neal's  first  compositions,  of  that  class 
for  which  he  is  chiefly  distinguished,  appeared 
under  the  title  of  City  Worthies,  in  The  Penn- 
sylvanian, soon  ailer  the  establishment  of  that 
journal,  and  were  reprinted  and  praised  in  a 
large  proportion  of  the  newspapers  of  the 
country.  In  I'SS?  he  published  Charcoal 
Sketches,  or  Scenes  in  a  Metropolis,  in  which 
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he  drew,  with  remarkable  spirit  and  fidelity, 
a  class  of  characters  always  floating  near  the 
bottom  in  great  cities.  Of  this  work  several 
large  editions  have  been  sold  in  the  United 
States,  and  it  was  republished  in  London, 
under  the  auspices  of  Mr.  Dickens.  In  1844 
he  published  Peter  Ploddy  and  other  Oddities, 
and  he  has  since  given  to  the  public  a  new 
series  of  Charcoal  Sketches  in  his  Gazette. 

The  eflfect  of  many  of  Mr.  Neal's  portrait- 
ures is  injured  by  the  use  of  descriptive  names^ 
such  as  "Fydget  Firington,"  "Tippleton 
Tipps,"  »*Shiverton  Shakes,"  and  **Slyd« 
Downehylle,"  in  which  there  is  exhibited  no 
humour,  and  but -a  puerile  invention.  This 
sort  of  nomenclature  prevents  the  interest 
which  might  arise  from  the  gradual  disco- 
very of  a  person's  peculiarities  from  conver- 
sation and  action,  and  shows  a  consciousn^ 
of  a  want  of  power  to  individualize  in 
other  manner.  The  system  is  allowable 
in  allegory,  and  even  in  this  sort  of  writing 
should  be  used  with  great  caution  and  judg- 
ment. Mr.  Neal  is  a  very  good  moral  philo- 
sopher, of  a  certain  sort,  or  rather,  a  moral 
historian,  who  is  not  so  careful  of  the  dignity 
of  his  subject  as  to  refrain  from  an  occasional 
exhibition  of  it  in  undress.  It  is  sometimes 
apparent,  however,  that  he  is  a  describer  and 
narrator  only,  without  that  genial  sympathy 
with  his  own  creations  which  is  necessary  to 
give  them  an  actual  exisfence  to  the  mind. 
His  siyle  is  compact  and  pointed,  aboanding 
in  droll  combinations,  and  peculiar  phrases, 
which  have  the  ease  and  naturalness  of  tran- 
scripts of  r;^l  conversations. 

Mr.  Neal's  style  in  other  compositions  is 
neat  and  graceful,  and  frequently  sparkling 
and  witty.  He  has  too  much  good  nature  to 
be  caustic,  and  too  much  refinement  to  be 
coarse.  It  evinces  ingenuousness,  sincerity, 
and  manly  feeling. 

Mr.  Neal  was  married  in  the  city  of  Hod- 
son,  in  New  York,  in  December,  1846,  to  a 
woman  of  much  cultivation,  and  literary  taste, 
some  of  whose  anonymous  writings  have  been 
deservedly  popular. 
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A  PRETTY  TIME  OF  NIGHT. 
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Wx  know  it  to  be  theoretical  in  certain  ichoola— 
in  the  kitchen,  for  instance,  which  ia  the  moat  ortho- 
dox and  sensible  of  the  schools — ^that,  as  a  general 
rule,  the  leading  features  of  character  are  indicated 
by  the  mode  in  which  we  pull  a  bell ;  and  that,  to 
a  considerable  extent,  we  may  infer  the  kind  of 
person  who  is  at  the  door — just  as  we  do  the  kind 
of  fish  that  bobs  the  cork — by  the  species  of  vibra- 
tion which  is  ^ven  to  the  wire.  RaiBh,  impetuous, 
choleric  and  destructi^  what  chance  has  the  poor 
little  bell  in  such  hands!  But  the  considerate, 
modest,  lowly  and  retiring--do  you  ever  know  such 
people  to  break  things?  .  Depend  upon  it,  too,  that 
our  self-estimate  is  largely  indicated  by  our  conduct 
in  this  respecL  If  it  does  not  betray  what  we  really 
are,  it  most  assuredly  discloses  the  temper  of  the 
mind  at  the  moment  of  our  ringing. 

"  Tinkle !" 

Did  you  hear  1 

Nothing  could  be  more  amiable  or  mora  unob- 
trusive than  that  It  would  scarcely  disturb  the 
nervous  system  of  a  mouse ;  and  whoever  listened 
to  it,  might  at  once  understand,  that  it  was  the  soft 
tintinnabulary  whisper  of  a  gentleman  of  the  con- 
vivial turn  and  of  the  «<  locked  out'*  description, 
who,  conscious  probably  of  default,  is  desirous  of 
being  admitted  to  his  domiciliary  comforts,  upon 
the  most  pacific  and  silent  terms  that  can  be  ob- 
tained from  those  who  hold  the  citadel  and  possesa 
the  inside  of  the  door. 

«  Tinkle !" 

Who  can  doubt  that  he-^Mr.  Tinkle-^ would  ■ 
take  off  his  boots  and  go  up  stairs  in  his  stocking- 
fe<*t,  mutfering  rebuke  to  every  step  that  creakedP^ 
What  a  deprecating  mildness  there  is  in  the  de- 
portment of  the  "  great  locked  out  !**  How  gently 
do  they  tap,  and  how  softly  do  they  ring;  while 
perchance,  in  due  proportion  to  their  enjoyment  in 
untimely  and  protracted  revel,  is  the  penitential 
aspect  of  their  return.  There  is  a  *<  never-do-so- 
any-more-ishness^'all  about  them-^yea— even  about 
the  bully  boys  **  who  would'nt  go  home  till  morn- 
ing— ^till  daylight  does  appear,"  singing  up  to  the 
very  door;  and  when  they 

"Tinkler  ^ 

It  is  intended  as  a  hint  merely,  and  not  as  a  broad 
annunciation — insinuated — not  proclaimed  aloud 
— ^that  somebody  who  is  very  sorry — who  **  didn't 
go  to  help  it,"  and  all  that — is  at  ^e  threshold, 
and  that  if  it  be  the  same  to  you,  he  would  be  ex- 
ceeding glad  to  come  in,  with  as  little  of  scolding 
and  rebuke  as  may  be  thought  likely  to  answer  the 
purpose.    There  is  a  hope  in  it — a  subdued  hope— 

'» Tinkle !" 
— that  perchance  a  member  of  the  family — good- 
natured  as  well  as  insomnolent — may  be  spon- 
taneously awake,  and  disposed  to  open  the  door 
without  clamouring  up  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  and 
the  whole  houae.  Why  should  every  one  know  1 
But— 

**  Tinkle— tankle !" 

Even  patience  itself— on  a  damp,  chilly,  un- 


wholeaome  night— -patience  at  the  street  door,  all 
alone  by  itself  and  disposed  to  slumber — as  patience 
is  apt  to  be  aAer  patience  has  been  partaking  of 
potationa  and  of  collations— even  patience  itself 
cannot  be  expected  to  remain  tinkling  there— 
«  pianisaimo** — hoar  after  bomr,  as  if  there  were 
nothing  elae  in  this  world  worthy  of  attention  but 
the  ringing  of  bells.  Who  can  be  surprised,  that 
patience  at  last  becomes  reckless  and  desperate,  let 
the  consequencea— rhinoceroses  or  Hyrcan  tigers 
—assume  what  shape  they  may  ? 

There  is  a  furious  stampede  upon  the  marble— 
a  fierce  word  or  two  of  scalhing  Sitixon,  and  then-^ 

"Rangle— ja-a-a-ngle — ra-a-a-ng!!!" — the  sound 
being  of  that  sharp,  stinging,  excruciating  kind, 
which  leads  to  the  conclusion  that  somebody  is 
«  worse,"  and  is  getting  in  a  rage. 

That  one,  let  me  tell  you,  was  Mr.  Dawson  Daw- 
dle, in  whom  wrath  had  surmounted  discretion,  and 
who,  as  a  forlorn  hope,  had  now  determined  to 
make  good  his  entrance — assault,  storm,  escalade 
— at  any  hazard  and  at  any  cost  Dawson  Dawdto 
was  furious  now — **  sevagerous" — as  you  have 
been,  probably,  when  kept  at  the  door  till  your 
teeth  rattled  like  castanets  and  cachuchaa. 

Passion  is  pictur^ue  in  attitude  as  well  as 
poetic  in  expression.  Dawson  Dawdle  braced  his 
feet  one  on  each  side  of  the  door-post,  as  a  pur- 
chase, and  tugged  at  the  bell  with  both  liands, 
until  windows  fiew  up  in  all  directions,  and  night- 
capped  heads  in  curious  variety  were  projected 
into  the  gloom.  Something  seemed  to  be  the 
matter  at  Dawdle's. 

«« Who's  sick  1"  cried  one, 

«  Where's  the  fire  ?"  aaked  another. 

**The  Mexicans  are  come!"  shouted  a  third. 
But  Dawson  Dawdle  had  reached  that  state  of  in- 
tensity, which  is  tegardless  of  every  consideration 
but  that  of  the  business  in  hand,  and  he  continued 
to  pull  away,  as  if  at  work  by  the  job,  while  several 
observing  watchmen  stood  by  in  admiration  pf  his 
zeal.  Yet  there  was  no  answer  to  this  pealing 
appeal  for  admittance — ^not  that  Mrs.  Dawson  Daw- 
dle was  deaf — not  slie — ^nor  dumb  either.  Nay, 
she  had  recognised  Mr.  Dawdle's  returning  step 
— that  husband'a  *<  foot,"  which  should,  according 
to  the  poet, 

"Have  mulie  in't, 
As  he  comes  up  ihe  •tair." 

But  Dawdle  was  allowed  to  make  his  music  in 
the  street,  while  his  wife— obdurate — listened  with 
a  smile  bordering,  we  fear,  a  little  upon  exultation, 
at  his  progressive  lessons  and  rapid  improvements 
in  the  art  of  ringing  <*  triple-bob-majors."   ' 

*<  Let  him  wait,"  remarked  Mrs.  Dawson  Daw- 
dle ;  **  let  him  wait — 'twill  do  him  good.  I'm  sure 
I've  been  waiting  long  enough  for  him." 

And  so  she  had ;  but,  though  there  be  a  doubt 
whether  this  process  of  waiting  had  **  done  good" 
in  her  own  caae,  yet  if  there  be  truth  or  justice 
in  the  vengeful  practice  which  would  have  us  act 
towards  others  precisely  as  they  deport  themselves 
to  us, — and  every  one  concedes  that  it  ia  very 
agreeable,  however  wrong,  to  carry  on  the  war 
after  this  fashion, — Mrs.  Dawson  Dawdle  could 
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have  little  diflScaltj  in  jottifjipg  benelf  for  the 
course  adopted. 

Only  to  think  of  it,  now ! 

Mrs.  Dawson  Dawdle  is  one  of  those  natural 
and  proper  pfeople,  who  become  sleepy  of  evenings, 
and  who  are  rather  apt  to  yawn  aAer  tea.  Mr. 
Dawson  Dawdle,  on  the  other  hand,  is  of  the  un- 
nataral  and  improper  species,  who  are  not  sleepy 
or  yawny  of  evenings— never  so,  except  of  morn- 
ings. Dawson  insists  on  it  that  he  is  no  chicken 
to  go  to  roost  at  sundown;  while  Mnf^  Dawson 
Dawdle  rises  with  the  lark.  The  larks  he  prefers, 
are  larks  at  night  Now,  as  a  corrective  to  these 
difierences  of  opinion,  Dawson  Dawdle  had  been 
cunningly  deprived  of  his  paas-key,  that  he  might 
be  induced  "  to  remember  not  to  forget'*  to  come 
home  betimea— a  thing  he  was  not  apt  to  remember, 
especially  if  good  companionship  intervened. 

Thus,  Mrs.  Dawdle  was  **  waiting  up'*  for  him.  •  •  • 

To  indulge  in  an  episode  here,  apropos  to  the 
general  principle  involved,  it  may  be  said,  perti- 
nently enough,  that  this  matter  of  waiting,  if  you 
have  nerves — "  waiting  up,*'  or  "  waiting  down" — 
choose  either  branch  of  the  dilemma — ^is  not  to  be 
ranged  under  the  head  of  popular  amusements,  or 
clarified  in  the  category  of  enlivening  recreation. 
To  wait — who  has  not  waited  1 — fix  it  as  we  will 
— is  always  more  or  less  of  a  trial ;  and  whether 
the  arrangement  be  for  "  waiting  up**— disdainful 
of  sleep — or  for  *<  waiting  down*' — covetous  of 
dozes — it  rarely  happens  that  the  intervals  are  em- 
ployed in  the  invocation  of  other  than  left-handed 
blessings,  on  the  head  of  those  who  have  caused 
this  deviation  from  comfortable  routine ;  or  that,' 
on  their  tardy  arrival — people  conscious  of  being 
waited  for,  always  stay  out  as  long  and  as  pro- 
vokingly  as  they  can — we  find  ourselves  at  all 
disposed  to  amiable  converse,  or  complimentary 
expression. 

And  reason  good.  If  we  lie  down,  for  instance, 
when  my  young  lady  has  gone  to  a  «  Polka  party,** 
or  my  young  gentleman  has  travelled  away  to  an 
afiair  of  the  convivialities,  do  we  ever  find  it  con- 
ducive to  refreshing  repose,  this  awkward  conscious* 
ness,  overpending  like  the  sword  of  Damocles,  that 
sooner  or  later  the  disturbance  must  coihe,  to  call 
us  startingly  from  dreams?  Nor,  after  we  have 
tossed  and  tumbled  into  a  lethargy,  is  it  to  be  set 
down  as  a  pleasure  to  be  aroused,  all  stupid  and 
perplexed,  to  scramble  down  the  stairway,  for  the 
admission  of  delinquents,  who — the  fact  admits  of - 
no  exception — ^ring,  ring,  ring,  or  knock,  knock, 
knock  away,  long  afler  you  have  heard  them,  and 
persist  in  goading  you  to  frenzies,  by  peal  upon 
peal,  when  your  very  neck  is  endangered  by  ra- 
pidity of  movement  in  their  behalf.  It  is  a  lucky 
thing  for  them  when  they  so  ungratefully  ask  **  why 
you  didn*t  make  haste,**  as  they  always  do,  or  mutter 
about  being  **  kept  there  all  night,*'  as  they  surely- 
will,  that  despotic  powers  are  unknown  in  .these 
regions,  and  that  you  are  not  invested  with  su- 
preme command.  But  now  get  thee  to  sleep  ag%in, 
as  quickly  as  thou  canst,  though  it  may  be  that  the 
task  is  not  the  easiest  in  the  world. 

«  Waiting  up,**  too ;  this  likewise  has  its  delecta- 


tions. The  very  clock  seems  at  last  to  have  ente^ 
into  the  conspiracy — the  hands  move  with  slog) 
weariness,  and  there  is  a  laggard  sound  in 
swinging  of  the  pendulum,  which  almost  says  that 
time  itself  is  tired,  as  it  ticks  its  progress  to  the 
drowsy  ear.  There  is  a  bustle  in  the  ^reet,  no 
doubt,  as  you  sit  down  doggedly  to  wakefulness ; 
and  many  feet  are  pattering  from,  the  theatre  and 
circus.  For  a  time  the  laugh  is  heardj  and  people 
chatter  as  they  pass,  boy  calling  unto  boy,  or  deep- 
mouthed  men  humming  an  untuned  eong.  Now 
doors  are  alammed,  and  shutters  closed,  and  bolts 
are  shooting,  in  earnest  of  vilirements  for  the  night 
Forsaken  dogs  bark  round  and  round  the  house, 
and  vocal  cats  beset  the  portico.  The  rumbling  of 
the  hack  dwindles  in  the  distance,  as  the  cabs  roll 
by  from  steamboat  wharf  and  raihoad  depot  Yon 
are  deserted  and  alone — tired  of  book — sated  vrith 

newspaper — indisposed  to  thought  You  nod ha ! 

ha !-— bibetty  bobetty ! — as  your  hair  smokes  and 
crackles  in  the  lamp.  •  But  it  is  folly  now  to  peep 
forth.    Will  they  never  come  1    No--do  they  ever, 

until  all  reasonable  patience  is  exhausted  ? Yes 

— ^here  they  are ! — Pshaw ! — sit  still— it  is  but  a 
straggling  step ;  and  hour  drags  afler  hour,  until 
you  have  resolved  it  o'er  and  o'er  again,  that  this 
shall  be  the  last  of  your  vigils,  let  who  will  request 
it  as  a  favour  that  you  vnll  be  good  enough  to  sit 
up  for  them.     I  wouldn't  do  it ! 

So  it  is  not  at  all  to  be  marvelled  at  that  Mrs. 
Dawson  Dawdle— disposed  as  we  know  her  to  be, 
to  sleepiness  at  times  appropriate  to  sleep- 
irate  at  the  non-appearance  of  Mr.  Dawson 
die,  or  that  afler  he  had  reached  home,  she  det^ 
him  vengefiiUy  at  the  street  door,  as  an  example  to 
such  dilatoriness  in  general,  for  it  is  a  prevailing 
fAilt  in  husbandry,  and  that  in  particular,  being 
thus  kept  out  considerably  longer  than  he  wished 
to  keep  out — too  much  of  a  good  thing  being  good 
for  nothing — he  might  be  Uught  better,  on  the 
doctrine  of  curing  an  evil  by  aggravatkm— both 
were  aggravated. 

But  the  difficulty  presents  itself  here,  that  Mr. 
Dawson  Dawdle  has  a  constitutional  defect  beyond 
reach  of  the  range  of  ordinary  remedial  agenti; 
Being  locked  out  is  curative  to  some  people,  for  at 
least  a  time— till  they  forget  it,  mostly.  But  Daw- 
son Dajvdle  is  the  man  who  is  always  too  late 

he  must  be  too  late— 4ie  would  not  know  himself 
if  he  were  not  too  late — it  would  not  be  he,  if  hs 
were  not  too  late.  Too  late  is  to  him  a  matter  of 
course — a  fix^  result  in  his  nature.  He  had  heanl 
of  *<soon,**  and  he  believed  that  perhaps  then 
might  occasionally  be  something  of  the  sort— apM- 
modic  and  accidental — but,  for  his  own  part  he 
had  never  been  there  himself.     And  aa  for  •<  too 

soon  ;**  he  regarded  it  as  imaginative  altogether 

an  incredibility.  The  presumption  is,  that  he  mot 
have  been  born  an  hour  or  so  too  late,  and  that  M 
had  never  been  able  to  make  up  the  diiierence.  In 
fact,  Dawson  Dawdle  is  a  man  to  be  relied  on— oo 
mistake  mm  to  Dawson  Dawdle.  Whenever  hs 
makes  an  appointment  you  are  sure  he  will  not 
keep  it  which  saves  a  deal  of  trouble  on  your  side 
of  the  question ;  and  at  the  best,  if  an  early  how 
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^t,  any  time  will  answer,  in  the  latter  part  of 
day.  Dawson  Dawdle  forgets,  too; — how 
jlimentary  it  is  to  be  told  that  engagements 
in  which  we  are  involved  are  so  readily  forgotten ! 
Leave  it  to  the  Dawdles  to  forget ;  and  never  dou- 
ble  the  affront  by  an  excuse  that  transcends  the 
original  oflenoe. — Or  else,  Dawson  Dawdle  did 
not  know  it  was  so  late ;  and  yet  Dawson  might 
have  been  sqre  of  it  When  was  it  otherwise  than 
late  with  the  late  Mr.  Dawson  Dawdle  ? 

«  Well/*  said  he  at  the  bell-handle  all  this  time, 
**  Well,  I  suppose  it*s  late  again — it  rings  as  if  it 
was  late ;  and  somehow  or  other  it  appears  to  me 
that  it  always  is  late,  especially  and  particularly 
when  my  wife  tells  me  to  be  sure  to  be  home  early 
— 'you,  Dawson,  come  back  soon ;  d'ye  hear  V  and 
all  that  sortp'  thing.  I  wish  she  wouldn't — it  puts 
me  out,  to  keep  telling  me  what  I  ought  to  do ; 
and  when  I  have  to  remember  to  come  home  early, 
it  makes  me  forget  all  about  it,  and  -discomboberates 
my  ideas  so  that  Fm  a  great  deal  later  than  I 
would  be  if  I  was  left  to  my  own  sagacity.  Let 
me  alone,  and  Vm  great  upon  sagacity ;  but  yet 
what  is  sagacity  when  it  has  no  key  and  the  dead- 
latch  is  down  ?  What  chance  has  sagaaity  got 
when  sagacity's  wife  won't  let  sagacity  in  ?  I'll 
have  another  pull  at  the^  bell^-exercise  is  good  for 
one's  health." 

This  last  peal — as  peals,  under  such   circum- 
stances, are  apt  to  be — was  louder,  more  sonorous, 
and  in  aH  respects  more  terrific  than  any  of  its 
rious  predecessors,"  practice  in  this  respect 
I  to  the  improvement  of  skill  on  the  one 
just  as  it  adds  provocation  to  temper  on  the 
other.     For  a  moment,  the  fate  of  Dawson  Dawdle 
quivered  iii  the  scale,  as  the  e3'e  of  his  exasperated 
lady  glanced  fearfully  round  the  room  for  a  means 
of  retaliation  and  redress.     Nay,  her  hand  rested 
for  an  instant  upon  a  pitcher,  while  thoughts  of 
hydropathies,  douches,  showerbaths,  Graefenbergs, 
and  Priessnitzes,  in  their  medicinal  application  to 
'     dilatory  husbands,  presented  themselves  in  quick 
^    aquatic  succession,  like  the  rushings  of  a  cataract 
Never  did  man  come  nearer  to  being  drowned  than 
Mr.  Dawson  Dawdle. 

«  But  no,"  said  she,  relenting ;  "  if  he  were  to 
ketcb  his  death  o'  cold,  he'd  be  a  great  deal  more 
trouble  than  he  is  now — husbands  with  bad  colds 
— coughing  husbands  and  sneezing  husbands — are 
the  stupidest  and  tiresomest  kind  of  husbands — ^bad 
as  they  may  be,  ducking  don't  improve  'em.  I'll 
have  recourse  to  moral  suasion ;  and  if  that  won't 
answer,  lil  duck  him  afterwards." 

Suddenly  and  in  the  midst  of  a  protracted  jangle, 
the  door  flew  widely  open,  and  displayed  the  form 
of  Mrs.  Dawson  Dawdle,  standing  sublime — silent 
^-^atuesque — wrapped  in  wrath  and  enveloped  in 
taciturnity.     Dawdle  was  appalled. 

«My  dear!"  and  his  hand  dropped  nervelessly 
from  the  bell-handle.  "My  dear,  it's  me — only  me !" 

Not  a  word  of  response  to  the  tender  appeal — 
the  lady  remained  obdurate  in  dlence— chilly  and 
voiceless  as  the  marble,  with  her  eyes  sternly  filed 
upon  the  intruder.  Dawson  Dawdle  felt  himself 
running  down* 
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**  My  dear — he !  he !"  and  Dawson  laughed  with 
a  melancholy  quaver — « it's  me  that's  come  home 
— ^you  know  mo — it's  late,  I  confess — it's  most  al- 
ways late — and  I — ho !  ho ! — why  don't  you  say 
something,  Mrs.  Dawson  Dawdle  ? — Bo  you  think 
I'm  going  to  be  skeered,  Mrs.  Dawdle  ?" 

As  the  parties  thus  confronted  each  other,  Mrs. 
Dawdle's  «<  masterly  inactivity"  proved  overwhelm- 
ing. For  reproaches,  Dawson  wtis  prepared — he 
could  bearpart  in  a  war  of  opinion — the  squabble 
is  easy  to  most  of  us — but  where  are  we  when  the 
antagonist  will  not  deign  to  speak,  and  environs 
us,  as  it  were,  in  an  ambuscade,  so  that  we  fear 
the  more  because  we  know  not  what  to  fear? 

**  Why  don't  she  blow  me  up  ?"  queried  Dawdle 
to  himself,  as  he  found  his  valour  collapsing — **  why 
don't  she  blow  me  up  Uke  an  affectionate  woman 
and  a  loving  wife,  instead  of  standing  there  in  that 
ghofltified  fashion  1" 

Mrs.  Dawdle's  hand  slowly  extended  itself  to- 
wards the  culprit  who  made  no  attempt  at  evasion 
or  defence — slowly  it  entwined  itself  in  the  folds 
of  his  neck-handkerchief,  and,'  as  the  unresisting 
Dawson  had  strange  fancies  relative  to  bow-strings, 
ho  found  himself  drawn  inward  by  a  sure  and 
steady  grasp.  Swiftly  was  he  sped  through  the 
darksome  entry  and  up  the  Viuding  stair,  without 
a  word  to  comfort  him  in  his  stumbling  progress. 

"Dawson  Dawdle! — Look  at  the  clock! — A 
pretty  time  of  night,  indeed,  and  you  a  married 
man.     Look  at  the  clock,  I  say,  and  see." 

Mrs.  Dawson  Dawdle,  however,  had,  for  the  mo- 
ment^ lost  her  advantage  in  thus  giving  utterance 
to  her  emotion ;  and  Mr.  Dawson  Dawdle,  though 
much  shaken,  began  to  recover  his  spirits. 

«  Two  o'clock,  Mr.  Dawdle — two ! — isn't  it  two, 
t  ask  you  t" 

"  If  you  are  positive  about  the  fact,  Mrs.  Daw- 
dle, it  would  be  unbecoming  in  me  to  call  your 
veracity  in  question,  and  I  decline  looking.  So 
far  as  I  am  informed,  it  generally  is  two  o'clock 
just  about  this  time  in  the  morning — at  least,  it 
always  has  been  whenever  I  stayed  up  to  nee.  If 
the  clock  is  right,  you'll  be  apt  to  find  it  two  just 
as  it  strikes  two— that!s  the  reason  it  strikes,  and 
I  don't  know  that  it  could  have' a  better  reason." 

"  A  pretty  time !" 

«Yes — pretty  enough!"  responded  Dawdle; 
«  when  it  don't  rain,  one  time  of  night  is  as  pretty 
as  another  time  of  night — it's  the  people  that's  up 
.in  the  time  of  night,  that'§  not  pretty ;  and  yon, 
Mrs.  Dawdle,  are  a  case  in  pint — keeping  a  man 
out  of  his  own  house.  It's  not  the  night  that's 
not  pretty,  Mrs.  Dawdle,  but  the  goings  on,  that's 
not — and  yon  are  the  goings  on.  As  for  me,  I'm 
for  peace — a  dead-latch  key  and  peace ;  and  I  move 
that  the  goings  on  be  indefinitely  postponed,  be- 
cause, Mrs.  Dawdle,  I've  heard  it  all  before — I  know 
if  like  a  book ;  and  if  you  insist  on  it,  Mrs.  Daw- 
dle, I'M  save  you  trouble,  and  speak  the  whole 
speech  for  you  right  off  the  reel,  only  I  can't  cry 
good^when  I'm  jolly," 

But  Dawson  Dawdle's  volubility,  assumed  for 
the  purpose  of  hiding  his  own  misgivings,  did  not 
answer  the  end  which  he  had  in  view ;  for  Mrs. 
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Dawson  Dawdle,  having  liad  a  glimpae  at  its  eflecta, 
again  reaorted  to  the  «<  silent  system'*  of  connubial 
management  She  spoke  no  more  that  night, 
which  Dawson,  perchance, found  agreeable  enough; 
but  she  woi^d  not  speak  anj  more  the  day  after, 
which  perplexed  him  when  he  came  down  too  late 
for  breakfkst,  or  returned  too  late  for  dinner. 

« I  do  wish  she  would  say  something,"  muttered 
Dawdle ;  "  something  cross,  if  she  likes— «ny  thing, 
so  it  makes  a  noise.  It  makes  a  man  feel  bad,  after 
he's  used  to  being  talked  to,  not  to  be  talked  to  in 
the  regular  old-fashioned  way.  When  one's  so 
accustomed  to  being  blowed  up,  it  seems  as  if  he 
was  lost  or  didn't  belong  to  anybody,  if  no  one 
sees  to  it  that  he'a  blowed  up  at  the  usual  time. 
Bachelors,  perhaps,  can  get  along  well  enough 
without  having  their  comforts  properly  attended  to 
in  this  respect — What  do  they  know,  the  miserable 
creatures,  about  such  warm  reeeptions,  and  such 
little  endearments  1  When  they  are  out  too  late, 
nobody's  at  home  preparing  a  speech  for  them ;  but 
I  feel  just  as  if  I  was  a  widower,  if  I'm  not  talked 
to  for  not  being  at  home  in  tipe." 


CORNER  LOUNGERS. 

ntOM  PETER  PLODDT  AlCD  OTHBB  ODOimS. 


*<CoMMOBr  people,  Billy — low,  onery,  common 
people,  can't  make  it  out  when  natur's  raised  a  gen- 
tleman  in  the  family — a  gentleman  all  complete,  only 
the  money's  been  forgot  If  a  man  won't  work  all 
the  time--4lay  in  and  day  out — if  he  smokes  by  the 
fire  or  whistles  out  of  the  winder,  the  very  gals  bump 
agin  him  and  say  *  get  out  of  the  way  loaf!'  " 

**  But,  Billy,  my  son,  never  mind,  and  keep  not  a 
letUn'  on,"  continued  NoUikins,  and  a  beam  of  hope 
irradi^ited  his  otherwise  saturnine  countenance; 
*  the  world's  a  railroad  and  the  cars  is  comin' — all 
we'll  have  to  do  is  to  jump  in,  chalked  free.  There 
will  be  a  time — something  must  happen.  Rich 
widders  are  about  yet,  though  they  are  snapped  up 
so  fast  Rich  widders,  Billy,  are  *  spedaJ  provi- 
dences,' as  my  old  boss  used  to  say  when  I  broke 
my  nose  in  the  entry,  sent  here  like  rafts  to  pick  up 
deservin'  chaps  when  they  can't  swim  no  longer. 
When  you've  bin  down  twy'st,  Billy,  and  are  jist 
off  agin^  then  comes  the  widder  a  floatin'  along. 
Why,  splatterdocks  is  nothin'  to  it  and  a  widde^ 
is  the  best  of  all  life-preservers,  when  a  man  is 
most  a  case,  like  you  and  me." 

**  Well,  I'm  not  perticklar,  not  I,  nor  never  was. 
I'll  take  a  wid^der,  for  my  part  if  she's  got  the  mint 
drops,  and  never  ask  no  questions.  I'm  not  proud — 
never  was  harrystocratic — I  drinks  with  anybody, 
and  smokes  all  the  cigars  they  give  me.  What's  the 
use  of  bein'  stuck  up,  sti^  ?  It's  my  principle  that 
other  folks  are  nearly  as  good  as  me,  if  they're  not 
constables  nor  aldermen.     I  can't  stand  them  sort." 

«  No,  Billy,"  said  Nollikins,  with  an  encouraging 
smile,  "  no,  Billy,  such  indiwidooals  as  them  don't 
know  human  naiur' — ^but,  as  I  was  goin'  to  say,  if 
there  happens  to  be  a  short  crop  of  widders,  why 
can't  somebody  leave  us  a  fortin  ? — That  will  do  as 
well,  if  not  better.    Now  look  here— what's  easier 


than  this  ?    Fm  ttandin'  on  the  wharf — the  rich 
man  tries  to  go  aboard  of  the  steamboat — the 
gers  push  him  off  the  plank — in  I  jumps,  ca-spl 
The  old  gentleman  isn't  drowned ;  but  be  mi| 
have  been  drowned  but  for  me,  and  if  he  hai^ 
bin,  Where's  the  use  of  his  money  then  1     So 
gives  me  as  much  as  I  want  now,  and  a  great  d 
more  when  he  defuncts  riggler,  aocordin'  to  law  a 
the  practice  of  civilized  nations.     You  see — thai 
the  way  the  thing  works.     I'm  at  the  wharf  every 
day— can't  afibrd  to  lose  a  chance,  and  I  begin  to 
wish  the  old  chap  would  hurra  about  comin*  along. 
What  can  keep  him  ?" 

"  If  it  'ud  come  to  the  same  thing  in  the  end;" 
remarked  Billy  Bunkers,  ^  Vd  rather  the  niggen 
would  push  the  old  man's  Uttle  boy  into  the  water, 
if  it's  all  the  same  to  him.  Them  Ut  old  leUcn 
are  so  heavy  when  they're  skeered,  and  hang  on  so 
— why,  I  might  get  drowned  before  I  had  time  to 
go  to  bank  with  the  check !  But  what's  the  use 
of  waitin'  1  Couldn't  we  shove  'em  in  some  warm 
afternoon,  ourselves  1    Who'd  know  in  the  crowd?" 

«*  I've  thought  of  that.  Bunkers,  when  a  man  was 
before  me  that  looked  like  the  right  aort  Fve  often 
aaid  tojnyself,  *  My  friend,  how  would  you  like  to 
be  washed  for  nothin'  1'— but,  Billy,  there  Bight 
be  mistakes— perhaps,  when  you  got  him  out,  be 
couldn't  pay.     What  then  1" 

^  Why,  keep  a  puttin'  new  ones  in  to  soak  every 
day,  till  you  do  fish  up  the  right  one." 

**  It  won't  do,  my  friend — they'd  smoke  the  joke 
— all  the  riff-raff  in  town  would  be  push]  *    ' ' 
gentlemen  into  the  river,  and  the   elderi 
would  have  to  give  up  travellin'  by  the  steL 
We  must  wait  Fm  afeared,  till  the  real  thing  hap> 
pens.   The  right  person  will  be  sure  to  come  along." 

« I  ,hope  so ;  and  so  it  happens  quick,  I  don't 
much  care  whether  it's  the  old  man,  or  his  little 
boy,  or  that  rich  widder,  that  gets  a  ducking.  Fm 
not  proud." .... 

"  Then  you'll  see  me  come  the  nonsense  over 
the  old  folka^who's  loafer  now  .'—and  my  dog  wJl 
bite  their  cat — who's  ginger*pop  and  jam  spruce 
beer,  st  this  present  writin',  I'd  like  to  know?** ... 

Thus,  wrapped  in  present  dreams  and  ftitoie 
anticipations — a  king  that  is  to  be — lives  Nicholas 
Nollikins — the  grand  exemplar  of  the  comer  lounge 
era.  There  he  stationa  himself;  for  hope  reqniics 
a  boundless  prospect  and  a  clear  look-out  that  by 
whatever  route  fortune  chooses  to  approach,  dm 
may  have  a  prompt  reception.  Nicholas  and  his 
tribe  exist  but  for  to-morrow,  and  rely  firmly  upon 
that  poetic  justice,  which  should  reward  thotfe  fifao 
wait  patiently  until  the  wheel  of  fortune  turns  ap 
a  prize.  They  feel,  by  the  generous  expansion  of 
their  souls,  by  their  impatience  of  ignoble  toil,,  b^ 
their  aspirations  after  the  beautiftil  and  nice,  tlhal 
their  present  position  in  society  is  the  reanit  ofmo' 
cident  and  inadvertency,  and  that,  if  they  are  i^ 
felse  to  the  nature  that  is  within  them,  the  time 
must  come  when  the  mistake  will  be  rectified,  and 
*•  they  shall  walk  in  silk  attire  and  ailler  hae  to 
spare,"  which  is  not  by  any  means  the  case  at  pro- 
sent  All  that  can  be  expected  just  now,  i%  thai 
they  should  spare  other  people'a  **  sailer." 


EDGAR  A.  POE. 
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Mr.  Poe  was  bora  in  Baltimore,  in  January, 
1811.  At  an  early  age  he  lost  both  of  his  pap 
rents,  and  was  adopted  into  the  family  of  Mr. 
Allan,  a  wealthy  gentleman  of  Virginia,  who 
in  1816  placed  him  in  a  school  near  London, 
^t  which  he  was  fitted  for  college.  He  re- 
tained to  America  in  1822,  and  in  1825  en- 
tered the  University  of  Virginia,  at  Charlottes- 
ville, then  under  the  presidency  of  Dr.  Dun- 
glison.  After  a  course  of  dissipation  and  ex- 
travagance, folloi^d  by  reformation  near  the 
end  of  his  term,  he  was  graduated,  with  the 
first  honours  of  his  class ;  but  upon  the  refu- 
sal of  Mr.  Allan  to  pay  some  of  his  '*  debts 
of  h#nour"  he  abandoned  his  half-formed  plans 
of  life,  and  suddenly  left  the  country  to  take 
a  part  as  a  volunteer  in  the  Greek  revolution. 
When  he  reached  St.  Petersburgh,  however, 
en  his  way  to  Athens,  he  found  both  his  mo- 
1  enthusiasm  quite  exhausted,  and  gladly 
himself  of  the  assistance  of  the  late  Mr. 
nenry  Middleton,  of  South  Carolina,  then  our 
minister  in  Russia,  to  retura  home.  In  1829 
he  entered  the  Military  Academy  at  West 
Point,  but  for  some  reason  did  not  long  remain 
there ;  and  Mr.  Allan  dying  soon  after,  with- 
out making  any  provision  for  him  in  his  will, 
he  committed  himself  for  support  to  author- 
ship, founding  his  hopes  of  success  in  part 
upon  the  favourable  reception  given  to  a  small 
volume  of  poems  published  by  him  in  the  six- 
teenth or  seventeenth  year  of  his  age,  which 
in  the  minds  of  good  judges  had  excited  hj^h 
expectations  of  his  future  distinction.  The 
contents  of  this  volume  have  recently  been  re- 
printed, with  his  later  poems,  and  though  frag- 
mentary, and  shadowy,  some  of  them  are  high- 
ly imaginative  and  gleeful,  and  they  awaken 
regrets  that  events  have  prevented  the  author 
from  making  at  any  time  more  serious  efforts 
**  in  what  under  more  favourable  circumstances 
would  have  been  ^e  field  of  his  choice.'* 

In  1834  the  proprietor  of  a  weekly  paper 
in  Baltimore  offered  two  premiums,  one  for 
the  best  prose  story  and  one  for  the  best  poem 
that  within  a  specified  time  should  be  sub- 
mitted to  a  committee  of  literary  men  who  had 


consented  to  act  in  his  behalf.  This  committee, 
at  the  head  of  which  was  Mr.  John  P.  Kennedy, 
awarded  both  to  Mr.  Poe,  and  in  publishing  their 
decision  took  occasion  to  mention  him  in  a  very 
flattering  manner.  The  accession  of  reputa- 
tion which  he  thus  acquired  led  to  his  engage- 
ment by  the  late  Mr.  Thomas  W.  White,  as 
associate  editor  of  the  Southern  Literary  Mes- 
senger, printed  at  Richmond,  in  which  city  he 
resided  from  this  time  until  he  went  to  Phila- 
delphia to  edit  the  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
which  I  think  was  in  1838.  Here  he  pub- 
lished, in  1839,  in  two  volumes,  his  T^les  of 
the  Grotesque  and  the  Arabesque,  and  his  nau- 
tical romance,  entitled  Arthur  Gordon  Pym, 
appeared  soon  after  in  New  York.  The  firet 
had  less  success  than  it  deserved,  and  the  last 
much  less  merit  than  might  have  been  antici- 
pated by  those  who  were  familiar  with  his 
shorter  stories.  Mr.  Poe  remained  several 
years  in  Philadelphia,  employed  chiefly  in 
writing  for  the  magazines,  and  in  1844  re- 
moved to  New  York,  where  he  was  for  some 
time  editor  of  The  Broadway  Journal,  a  week- 
ly literary  gazette.  Here  he  has  recently  pub- 
lished a  volume  of  Tales,  and  The  Raven  and 
other  Poems. 

It  is  as  a  writer  of  tales  that  Mr.  Poe  has 
most  reputation,  and  some  of  his  productions 
of  this  sort  exhibit  extraordinary  metaphysical 
acuteness,  and  an  imagination  that  delights  to 
dwell  in  the  shadowy  confines  of  human  ex- 
perience, among  the  abodes  of  crime,  gloom 
and  horror.  A  subtle  power  of  analysis  is 
his  distinguishing  characteristic,  and  the  mi- 
nuteness of  detail  and  refinement  of  reasoning 
which  he  frequently  displays  in  the  anatomy 
of  mystery  give  to  his  most  improbable  inven- 
tions a  wonderful  reality.  In  his  delineation 
every  colour  is  applied  with  discrimination, 
and  in  his  narrative  every  movement  tends 
with  inevitable  certainty  to  the  end.  The  ana- 
lytical subtlety  and  the  singular  skill  shown 
in  the  management  of  revolting  and  terrible 
circumstances  in  The  Murders  of  the  Rue 
Morgue  produced  a  deep  impression,  and  made 
this  story  perhaps  the  most  popular  that  Mr. 
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Poe  has  written.  An  equal  degree  of  intellec- 
tual acuteness  marks  The  Gold  Bug  and  The 
Purloined  Letter,  which  are  more  pleasing  and 
scarcely  loss  interesting.  The  Fall  of  the 
House  of  Usher  is  characterized  by  a  sombre 
beauty  of  style,  and  is  an  instance  of  the 
power  with  which  he  paints  a  disease  of 
the  mind.  The  Descent  into  the  Maelstrom, 
and  Mesmeric  Revelation  may  be  mentioned 
as  the  most  original,  ingenious  and  forcible  of 
the  other  tales  included  in  the  rolume  which 
he  published  in  1845.* 
To  Mr.  Poe's  poems  allusion  has  already 


been  made.  The  Raven*  is  imaginative  and 
spiritual,  and  shows  in  the  most  favourable 
light  his  artistic  skill.  This  and  many  of  the 
minor  pieces  are  pervaded  by  a  touching  sad- 
ness, and  they  are  all  more  or  less  indicative 
of  his  habits  of  dreamy  speculation. 

In  criticism,  although  he  is  ingenious,  clear 
and  forcible,  he  has  shown  little  independence 
and  little  power  of  rising  above  the  considera- 
tion of  the  individtftl  subject  to  general  prin- 
ciples. His  chief  skill  lies  in  the  dissection 
of  sentences. 

He  now  resides  in  New  York. 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  USHER. 

FKOM  TALKS. 


,  Hon  coeur  est  nn  luth  suspenda ; 

'  Sitdl  qu^on  le  louche  il  resonne. — De  Bkrangv. 

DuRiNo  the  whole  of  a  dull,  dark,  and  soundless 
day  in  the  autumn  of  the  year,  when  the  clouds  hung 
oppressively  low  in  the  heavens,  I  had  been  pass- 
ing alone  on  Horseback,  through  a  singularly  drea- 
ry tract  of  country ;  and  at  length  found  myself, 
as  the  shades  of  the  evening  drew  on,  within  view 
of  the  melancholy  House  of  Usher.  I  know  not 
how  it  was — but,  with  the  first  glimpse  of  the  build- 
ing, a  sense  of  insuperable  gloom  pervaded  my  spirit 
I  say  insafferable ;  for  the  feeling  was  unrelieved 
by  any  of  that  half-pleasurable,  because  poetic,  senti-*^ 
ment,  with  which  the  mind  usually  receives  even  the 
sternest  natural  images  of  the  desolate  or  terrible. 
I  looked  upon  the  scene  before  me — upon  the  mere 
house,  and  the  simple  landscape  features  of  the  do- 
main— upon  the  bleak  walls — upon  the  vacant  eye- 
like windows — upon  a  few  rank  sedges— and  upon 
a  few  white  trunks  of  decayed  trees — with  an  utter 
depression  of  soul  which  I  can  compare  to  no  earth- 
ly sensation  more  properly  than  to  the  after-dream 
of  the  reveller  upon  opium — the  bitter  lapse  into 
every-daj  life — ^the  hideous  dropping  off  of  the  veil. 
There  was  an  iciness,  a  sinking,  a  sickening  of  the 
heart — an  unredeemed  dreariness  of  thought  which 
no  goading  of  the  imagination  could  torture  into 
au^bt  of  the  sublime.  What  was  it — I  paused  to 
think — what  was  it  that  so  unnerved  me  in  the 
contemplation  of  the  House  of  Usher  ?  It  was  a 
mystery  all  insoluble ;  nor  could  I  grapple  with  the 
shadowy  fancies  that  crowded  upon  me  as  I  pon- 
dered. I  was  forced  to  fall  back  upon  the  unsatis- 
factory conclusion,  that  while,  beyond  a  doubt,  there 
art  combinations  of  very  simple  natural  objects 
which  have  the  power  of  thus  affecting  us,  still  the 
analysis  of  this  power  lies  among  considerations 
beyond  our  depth.  It  was  possible,  I  reflected,  that 
a  mere  different  arrangement  of  the  particulars  of 
the  scene,  of  the  details  of  the  picture,  would  be 

*  This  volume  included  twelve  taieg;  The  Grotesque 
and  Arabesque  embraced  twenty-five ;  and  the  author 
has  published  probably  as  many  as  fiAy  others. 


sufficient  to  modify,  or  perhaps  to  annihilate  its  ca* 
pacity  for  sorrowful  impression ;  and  acting  upoa 
this  idea,  I  reined  my  horse  to  the  precipitous  brink 
of  a  black  and  lurid  tarn  that  lay  in  unruffled  Ii»- 
tre  by  the  dwelling,  and  gazed  down — but  with  a 
shudder  even  more  thrilling  than  before — upon  the 
remodelled  and  inverted  images  of  the  gray  s^lge, 
and  the  ghastly  tree-stems,  and  the  vacant  and  e)e- 
like  windows. 

Nevertheless,  in  this  mansion  of  gloom  I  now 
proposed  to  myself  a  sojourn  of  some  weeks.  Its 
proprietor,  Roderick  Usher,  had  been  one  of  my 
boon  companions  iu  boyhood ;  but  many  ye%n  had 
elapsed,  since  our  last  meeting.  A  letter,  howevai^ 
had  lately  reached  me  in  a  distant  port  of  the  coun- 
try— a  letter  from  him — which,  in  its  wikily  impor- 
tunate nature,  had  admitted  of  no  other  than  a  per- 
sonal reply.  The  MS.  gave  evidence  of  nervous 
agitation.  The  writer  spoke  of  acute  bodily  illness 
— of  a  mental  disorder  which  oppressed  him — and 
of  an  earnest  desire  to  see  me,  as  his  best,  and  in- 
deed his  only  persona]  friend,  with  a  view  of  at- 
tempting, by  the  cheerfuhieas  of  my  society,  some 
alleviation  of  his  malady.  It  was  the  manner  in 
which  all  this,  and  much  more,  was  said — it  wis 
the  apparent  heart  that  went  with  his  nquest— 
which  allowed  me  no  room  for  hesitation ;  and  I  ac- 
cordingly obeyed  forthwith  what  I  still  oonaideieda 
very  singular  summons. 

Although,  as  boys,  we  had  been  even  intimate  as- 
sociates, yet  I  really  knew  little  of  my  friend.  His 
reserve  had  been  always  excessive  and  habitusL 
I  was  aware,  however,  that  his  very  ancient  £ixmlj 
had  been  noted,  time  out  of  mind,  for  a  pecaiisr 
sensibility  of  temperament,  displaying  itself,  throu^ 
long  ages,  in  many  works  of  exalted  art,  and  nuni- 
fested,  of  late,  in  repeated  deeds  of  munificent  vet 
unobtrusive  charity,  as  well  as  in  a  pa^onate  de- 
votion to  the  intricacies,  perhaps  even  more  thso 
to  the  orthodox  and  easily  recognisable  beauties,  of 
musical  science.  I  had  learned,  too,  the  very  re- 
markable fact,  that  the  stem  of  the  Usher  race,  all 
time-honoured  as  it  waa,  bad  put  forth,  at  no  period, 
any  enduring  branch ;  in  other  words,  that  the  cb- 

*See  Poets  and  Poetry  of  America,  eighth  ediboe, 
page  432. 
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tire  family  lay  in  the  direct  line  of  descent,  and 
had  always,  with  very  trifling  and  very  temporary 

iation,  so  lain.  It  was  this  deficiency,  I  consi- 
-*d,  while  running  over  in  thought  the  perfect 
>ing  of  the  character  of  the  premises  with  the  ac- 
ited  character  of  the  people,  and  while  specu- 
ig  upon  the  pos^ble  influence  which  the  one, 
t  the  long  lapse  of  centuries,  might  have  exer- 
cised upon  the  other — ^it  was  this  deficiency,  per- 
baps,  of  collateral  issue,  and  the  consequent  unde- 
viating  transmission,  from  sire  to  son,  of  the  pa- 
trimony with,  the  name,  which  had,  at  length,  so 
identified  the.two  as  to  merge  the  original  title  of 
ilhe  estate  in  the  quaint  and  equivocal  appellation 
of  the  "  House  of  Usher" — an  appellation  which 
seemed  to  include,  in  the  minds  of  the  peasantry 
who  used  it,  both  the  family  and  the  family  man- 
sion. 

I  have  said  that  the  sole  effect  of  my  somewhat 
childish  experiment — that  of  looking  down  within 
the  tarn — had  been  to  deepen  the  first  singular  im- 
pression. There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  rapid  increase  of  my  superstition 
— for  why  should  I  not  so  term  it  1 — served  main- 
ly to4^ccelerate  the  increase  itself.  Such,  I  have 
long  known,  is  the  paradoxical  law  of  all  senti- 
ments having  terror  as  a  basis..  And  it  might  have 
been  for  this  reason  only,  that,  when  I  again  up- 
lifted my  eyes  to  the  house  itself,  from  its  image  in 
the  pool,  there  grew  in  my  mind  a  strange  fancy — 
a  fkncy  so  ridiculous,  indeed,  that  I  but  mention  It 
td  show  the  vivid  force  of  the  sensations  which  op- 
pressed me.  I  had  so  worked  upon  my  imagination 
as  really  to  believe  that  about  the  whole  mansion 
and  domain  there  hung  an  atmosphere  peculiar  to 
themselves  and  their  immediate  vicinity — ^an  at- 
mosphere which  had  no  aifinity  with  the  air  of 
heaven,  but  which  had  reeked  up  from  the  decayed 
trees,  and  the  gray  wall,  and  in  the  silent  tarn — a 
pestilent  and  mystic  va{)our,  dull,  sluggish,  faintly 
discernible,  and  leaden-hued. 

Shaking  off  from  my  spirit  what  must  have  been 
a  dream,  I  scanned  more  narrowly  the  real  aspect 
of  the  building.  Its  principal  feature  seemed  to  be 
that  of  an  excessive  antiquity.  The  discoloration 
of  ages  had  been  great.  Minute  fungi  overspread 
the  whole  exterior,  hanging  in  a  fine  tangled  web- 
work  from  the  eaves.  Yet  all  this  was  apart  from 
any  extraordinary  dilapidation.  No  portion  of  the 
masonry  had  fallen;  and  there  ap{>eared  to  be  a 
wild  inconsistency  between  its  still  perfect  adapta- 
tion of  parts,  and  the  crumbling  condition  of  the 
individual  stones.  In  this  there  wdsmuch  that  re- 
minded me  of  the  spacious  totality  of  old  wood- 
work which  has  rotted  for  long  years  in  some  neg- 
lected vault,  with  no  disturbance  from  the  breath 
of  the  external  air.  Beyond  this  indication  of  ex- 
tensive decay,  however,  the  fabric  gave  little  token 
of  instability.  Perhaps  the  eye  of  a  scrutinizing 
observer  might  have  discovered  a  barely  percepti- 
ble fissure,  which,  extending  from  the  roof  of  the 
buildjng  in  front,  made  its  way  down  the  wall  in 
a  zigzag  direction,  until  it  became  lost  in  the  sul- 
len waters  of  the  tarn. 

Noticing  these  things,  I  rode  over  a  ahort  canae- 


way  to  the  house.  A  serrant  in  waiting  took  my 
horse,  and  I  entered  the  Gothic  archway  of  the 
halL  A  valet,  of  stealthy  step,  thence  conducted 
me,  in  silence,  through  many  dark  and  intricate 
passages  in  my  progress  tathe  tttuHo  of  his  master. 
Much  that  I  encountered  on  the  way  contributed, 
I  know  not  how,  to  heighten  the  vague  sentiments 
of  which  I  have  already  spoken.  While  the  ob- 
jects around  me — while  the  carvings  of  the  ceil- 
ings, the  sombre  tapestries  of  the  walls,  the  ebon 
blackness  of  the  floore,  and  the  phantasmagoric  ar- 
morial trophies  which  rattled  as  I  strode,  were  but 
matters  to  which,  or  to  such  as  which,  I  had  been 
accustomed  from  my  infancy — while  I  hesitated 
not  to  acknowledge  how  familiar  was  all  this — I 
still  wondered  to  find  how  unfamiliar  were  the  fim- 
cies  which  ordinary  images  were  stirring  up.  On 
one  of  the  staircases,  I  met  the  physician  of  the 
family.  His  countenance,  I  thought,  wore  a  min- 
gled expression  of  low  cunning  and  perplexity.  , 
He  accosted  me  with  trepidation  and  passed  on. 
The  vafet  now  threw  open  a  door  and  ushered. me 
into  the  presence  of  his  master. 

The  room  in  which  I  found  myself  was  very 
large  and  lofly.  The  windows  were  long,  narrow, 
and  pointed,  and  at  so  vast  a  distance  from  the 
black  oaken  floor  as  to  be  altogether  inaccessible 
from  within.  Feeble  gleams  of  encrimsoned  light 
made  their  way  through  the  trellised  panes,  and 
served  to  render  sufficiently  distinct  the  more  pro- 
minent objects  around ;  the  eye,  however,  strug- 
gled in  vain  to  reach  the  remoter  angles  of  the 
l^amber,  or  the  recesses  of  the  vaulted  and  fretted 
ceiling.  Dark  draperies  hung  upon  the  walls.  The 
general  furniture  was  profuse,  comfortless,  antique, 
and  tattered.  Many  books  and  musical  instru- 
ments lay  scattered  about,  but  failed  to  give  any 
vitality  to  the  scene.  1  felt  that  I  breathed  an  at- 
mosphere of  sorrow.  An  air  of  stern,  deep,  and  ir- 
redeemable gloom  hung  over  and  pervaded  all. 

Upon  my  entrance.  Usher  arose  from  a  sofa  on 
which  he  had  been  lying  at  full  length,  and  greeted 
me  with  a  vivacious  warmth  which  had  much  in 
it,  I  at  first  thought,  of  an  overdone  cordiality— of 
the  constrained  eflfort  of  the  ennuy^  man  of  the 
world.  A  glance,  however,  at  his  countenance  con- 
vinced me  of  his  perfect  sincerity.  We  sat  down ; 
and  for  some  moments,  while  he  spoke  not,  I  gazed 
upon  him  with  a  feeling  half  of  pity,  half  of  awe. 
Surely,  man  had  never  before  so  terribly  altered,  in 
so  brief  a  period,  as  bad  Roderick  Usher !  It  was 
with  difficulty  that  I  could  bring  myself  to  admit 
the  identity  of  the  wan  being  before  me  with  the 
companion  of  my  early  boyhood.  Yet  the  cha- 
racter of  his  face  hod  been  at  all  times  remarkable. 
A  cadaverousness  of  complexion ;  an  eye  large, 
Uquid,  and  luminous  beyond  comparison;  Ups 
somewhat  thiiyand  very  pallid,  but  of  a  surpassingly 
beautiful  curve ;  a  noS^of  a  delicate  Hebrew  model, 
but  with  a  breadth  of  nostril  unusual  in  similar  forma- 
tions ;  a  finely  moulded  chin,  speaking,  in  its  want 
of  prominence,  of  a  want  of  moral  energy ;  hair 
of  a  more  than  web-like  soilness  and  tenuity ;  these 
features,  with  an  inordinate  expansion  above  the 
regions  of  the  temple,  made  up  altogether  a  coun- 
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tenance  not  easily  to  be  forgotten.  And  now  in 
the  mere  exaggeration  of  the  prevailing  character 
of  these  features,  and  of  the  expression  they  were 
wont  to  convey,  lay  so  mach  of  change  that  I 
doabted  to  whom  I  spoke.  The  now  ghastly  pal- 
lor of  the  skin,  and  the  now  miraculous  lustre  of 
the  eyl^  above  all  things  startled  and  even  awed 
me.  The  silken  hair,  too,  had  been  suffered  to 
grow  all  unheeded,  and  as,  in  ils  wild  gossamer  tex- 
ture, it  floated  rather  than  fell  about  the  face,  I 
could  not,  even  with  effort,  connect  its  Arabesque 
expression  with  any  idea  of  simple  humanity. 

In  the  manner  of  my  friend  I  was  at  once  struck 
with  an  incoherence— an  inconsistency ;  and  I  soon 
found  this  to  arise  from  a  series  of  feeble  and  futile 
struggles  to  overcome  an  habitual  trepidancy — an 
excessive  nervous  agitation.  For  something  of 
this  nature  I  had  indeed  been  prepared,  no  less  by 
his  letter,  than  by  reminiscences  of  certain  boyish 

«  traits,  and  by  conclusions  deduced  from  his  pecu- 
liar physical  conformation  and  tediperament  His 
action  was  alternately  vivacious  and  sullen.  His 
voice  varied  rapidly  from  a  tremulous  indecision 
(when  the  animal  spirits  seemed  utterly  in  abey- 
ance) to  that  species  of  energetic  concision — that 
abrupt,  weighty,  unhurried,  and  hollow-sounding 
enunciation — that  leaden,  self-balanced  and  per- 
fectly modulated  guttural  utterance,  which  may  be 
observed  in  the  lost  drunkard,  or  the  irreclaimable 
eater  of  opium,  during  the  periods  of  his  most  in- 
tense excitement 

It  was  thus  that  he  spoke  of  the  object  of  my 
visit,  of  his  earnest  desire  to  see  me,  and  of  the  solacp 

'  he  expected  me  to  afford  him.  He  entered,  at 
some  length,  into  what  he  conceived  to  be  the  na- 
ture of  his  malady.  It  was,  he  said/  a  constitu- 
tional and  a  family  evil,  and  one  for  which  he  de- 
spaired to  find  a  remedy — a  mere  nervous  affection, 
he  immediately  added,  which  would  undoubt^ly 
soon  pass  off.  It  displayed  itself  in  a  host  of  un- 
natural sensations.  Some  of  these,  as  he  detailed 
them,  interested  and  bewildered  mo ;  although,  per- 
haps, the  terms,  and  the  general  manner  of  the  nar- 
ration had  their  weight.  He  suffered  much  from 
a  morbid  acuteness  of  the  senses ;  the  most  insipid 
food  was  alone  endurable ;  he  could  wear  only  gar- 
ments of  certain  texture ;  the  odours  of  all  flowers . 
were  oppressive ;  his  eyes  were  tortured  by  even  a 
faint  light ;  and  there  were  but  peculiar  sounds,  and 
these  from  stringed  instruments,  which  did  not  in- 
spire him  with  horror. 

To  an  anomalous  species  of  terror  I  found  him 
a  bounden  slave.  **l  shall  perish,"  said  he,  «I 
must  perish  in  this  deplorable  folly.  Thus,  thus, 
and  not  otherwise,  shall  I  be  lost  I  dread  the 
events  of  the  future,  not  in  themselves,  but  in  their 
results.  I  shudder  at  the  thought  of  any,  even  the 
most  trivial,  incident,  which  may  operate  upon  this 
intolerable  agitation  of  soul.  I  have,  indeed,  no  ab- 
horrence of  danger,  except  in  its  absolute  eflect — 
in  terror.  In  this  unnerved — in  this  pitiable  con- 
dition— I  feel  that  the  period  will  sooner  or  later 
arrive  when  I  must  abandon  life  and  reason  toge- 
ther, in  some  struggle  with  the  grim  phantasm, 
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I  learned,  moreover,  at  intervals,  and  through 
broken  and  equivocal  hints,  another  singular  fea- 
toro  of  his  mental  condition.  He  was  enchained 
by  certain  superstitious  impressions  in  regard  to  the 
dwelling  which  he  tenanted,  and  whence,  for  many 
years,  he  had  never  ventured  forth — in  regard  to 
an  influence  whose  supposititious  force  was  con- 
veyed in  terms  too  shadowy  here  to  be  re-stated — 
an  influence  which  some  peculiarities  in  the  mere 
form  and  substance  of  his  family  mansion,  had,  by 
dint  of  long  sufferance,  he  said,  obtained  over  hb 
spirit — an  effect  which  the  physiqut  of  the  gray 
walls  and  turrets,  and  of  the  dim  tarn  into  which 
they  all  looked  down,  had,  at  length,  brought  aboq|| 
upon  the  morale  of  his  existence. 

He  admitted,  however,  although  with  hesitatian, 
that  much  of  the  peculiar  gloom  which  thus  a^ 
flicted  him  could  be  traced  to  a  more  natural  and 
far  more  palpable  origin — to  the  severe  and  long* 
continued  illness — indeed  to  the  evidently  approach- 
ing dissolution— of  a  tenderly  beloved  sistrr — his 
sole  companion  for  long  years — his  last  and  only 
relative  on  earth.  ^  Her  decease,**  he  said,  with  a 
bitterness  which  I  can  never  forget,  "  would  leave 
him  (him  the  hopeless  and  the  (rail)  the  last  of  the 
ancient  race  of  the  Ushers.**  While  he  spoke,  the 
lady  Madeline  (for  so  was  she  called)  passed  dow- 
ly  through  a  remote  portion  of  the  apartment,  and, 
without  having  noticed  my  presence,  disappeared. 
I  regarded  her  with  an  utter  astonishment  not  un- 
mingled  with  dread — and  yet  I  found  it  impossible 
to  ac<»unt  for  such  feelings.  A  sensation  of  ttm- 
por  oppressed  me,  as  my  eyes  followed  her  retreat- 
ing steps.  When  a  door,  at  length,  closed  upon 
her,  my  glance  sought  instinctively  and  eagerly  the 
countenance  of  the  brother — but  he  had  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands,  and  I  could  only  perceive  that  a 
far  more  than  ordinary  wanness  had  overspread  the 
emaciated  fingers  through  which  trickled  many  pas- 
sionate tears. 

The  disease  of  the  lady  Madeline  had  long  baflled 
the  skill  of  her  physicians.  A  settled  apathy,  a 
gradual  wasting  away  of  the  person,  and  frequent 
although  transient  aflections  of  a  partially  catalep- 
tical  character,  were  the  unusual  diagnosis.  Hither- 
to she  had  steadily  borne  up  against  the  pressure  ci 
her  malady,  and  had  not  betaken  herself  finally  to 
bed  ;  but,  on  the  closing  in  of  the  evening  of  my 
arrival  at  the  house,  she  succumbed  (as  her  brother 
told  me  at  night  with  inexpressible  agitation)  to 
the  prostrating  power  of  the  destroyer ;  and  I  learned 
that  the  glimpse  I  had  obtained  of  her  person  would 
thus  probably  te  the  last  I  should  obtain — that  the 
lady,  at  least  while  living,  would  be  seen  by  me  oo 
more. 

For  several  days  ensuing,  her  name  vfus  unmen- 
tinned  by  eitMbr  Usher  or  myself:  and  during  this 
period  I  was  busied  in  earnrat  endeavours  to  alle> 
viate  the  melancholy  of  my  friend.  We  painted 
and  read  together ;  or  I  listened,  as  if  in  a  dn^am, 
to  the  wild  improvisations  of  his  speaking  guitar. 
And  thus,  as  a  closer  and  still  closer  intimacy  ad- 
mitted me  more  tmreservedly  into  the  rc^cesses  of 
his  spirit,  the  more  bitterly  did  I  perceive  the  ffti- 
hty  of  all  attempt  at  cheering  a  mind  from  wfaid^ 
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darkness,  as  if  an  inherent  positiTe  quality,  poured 

forth  upon  all  objects  of  the  moral  and  phyiical 

— ^> verse,  in  one  unceasing  radiation  of  gloom. 

shall  ever  bear  about  me  a  memory  of  the  many 

mn  hours  I  thus  spent  alone  with  the  master 

he  House  of  Usher.    Yet  I  should  fail  in  any 

mpt  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  exact  character 

__   the  studies,  or  of  the  occupations,  in  which  he 

involved  me,  or  led  me  the  way.    An  excited  and 

highly  distempered  ideality  threw  a  sulphureous 

lastre  over  alL    His  long  improvised  dirges  will 

ring^  for  ever  in  my  ears.    Among  other  things,  I 

hold  painfully  in  mind  a  certain  singular  perver- 

€'on  and  amplification  of  the  wild  air  of  the  last 
altz  of  Von  Weber.  From  the  paintings  over 
wrhich  his  elaborate  fancy  brooded,  and  which  grew, 
touch  by  touch,  into  vaguenesses  at  which  I  shud- 
dered the  more  thrilUngly,  because  I  shuddered 
knowing  not  why ; — ^from  these  paintings  (vivid  as 
their  images  now  are  before  me)  I  would  in  vain 
endeavour  to  educe  more  than  a  small  portion 
vrhich  should  lie  within  the  compass  of  merely 
ijirritten  words.  By  the  utter  simplicity,  by  the 
nakedness  of  his  designs,  he  arrested  and  over- 
awed attention.  If  ever  mortal  painted  an  idea, 
that  mortal  was  Roderick  Usher.  For  me  at  least 
— in  the  circumstances  then  surrounding  me — 
there  arose  *out  of  the  pure  abstractipns  which  the 
hypochondriac  contrived  to  throw  upon  his  canvas, 
an  intensity  of  intolerable  awe,  no  shadow  of  which 
felt  I  ever  yet  in  the  contemplation  of  the  certainly 
g^wing  yet  too  concrete  reveries  of  FusclL 

One  of  the  phantasmagoric  conceptions  of  my 
friend,  partaking  not  so  rigidly  of  the  spirit  of  ab- 
straction, may  be  shadowed  forth,  although  feebly, 
in  words.  A  small  picture  presented  the  interior 
of  an  immensely  long  and  rectangular  vault  or 
tunnel,  with  low  walls,  smooth,  white,  and  without 
interruption  or  device.  Certain  accessory  points 
of  the  design  served  well  to  convey  the  idea  that 
this  excavation  lay  at  an  exceeding  depth  below 
the  surface  of  the  earth.  No  outlet  was  observed 
in  any  portion  of  its  vast  extent,  and  no  torch,  or 
other  artificial  source  of  light  was  discernible ;  yet 
a  flood  of  intense  rays  rolled  throughout,  and 
bathed  the  whole  in  a  ghastly  and  inappropriate 
•splendour. 

I  have  just  spoken  of  that  morbid  condition  of 
the  auditory  nerve  which  rendered  all  music  into- 
lerable to  the  sufferer,  with  the  exception  of  cer- 
tain effects  of  stringed  instruments.  It  was,  per- 
haps, the  narrow  limits  to  which  he  thus  confined 
himself  upon  the  gui^r,  which  gave  birth,  in  great 
measure,  to  the  fantastic  character  of  his  perform- 
ances. But  the  fervid  facHity  of  his  impromptui 
could  not  be  so  accounted  for.  They  must  have 
been,  and  were,  in  the  notes,  as  w^l  as  in  the 
words  of  his  wild  fantasias,  (for  he  not  unfrequent- 
]y  accompanied  himself  with  rhymed  verbal  im- 
provisations,) the  result  of  that  intense  mental  col- 
lected ness  and  concentration  to  which  I  have  pre- 
viously alluded  as  observable  only  in  particular  mo- 
ments of  the  highest  artificial  excitement  The 
words  of  one  of  these  rhapsodies  I  have  easily  re- 
meflibered.    I  was,  perhaps,  the  more  forcibly  im- 


pressed with  it,  as  he  gave  it,  because,  in  the  under 
or  mystic  current  of  its  meaning,  I  fkncied  that  I 
perceived,  and  for  the  first  time,  a  full  conscious- 
ness on  the  part  of  Usher,  of  the  tottering  of 
his  lofly  reason  upon  hejr  throne.  The  verses, 
which  were  entitled  **  The  Haunted  Palace,"  ran 
very  nearly,  if  not  accurately,  thus:  ^ 

In  the  greenest  of  our  valleys, 
By  good  angels  tenanted. 

Once  a  fair  and  stately  palace- 
Radiant  palace — reared  its  bead. 

In  the  monarch  'Nought's  dooiiiiion— 
It  stood  there ! 

Never  seraph  spread  a  pinion 
Over  fabric  half  so  fiur. 

Banners  yellow,  rlorious.  eolden, 

On  its  roof  did  float  ana  flow ; 
(Thi»— all  this — was  in  the  olden 

Time  long  ago) 
And  every  gentle  air  tha.t  dollied, 

In  that  sweet  day, 
Along  the  ramparts  plumed  and  pallid, 

A  winged  oaour  went  away. 

Wanderers  in  that  happy  valley 

Through  two  luminous  windows  saw 
Spirits  moving  musically 

To  a  lute's  welUtuned  law, 
Round  about  a  throne,  where  sitting 

(Porphyrogene!) 
In  state  his  glor\'  well  befitting, 

The  ruler  of  the  realm  was  seen. 

And  all  with  pearl  and  ruby  glowing 

Was  the  fair  palace  door, 
Through  which  came  flowing,  flowing,  flowing. 

And  sparkling  evermore, 
A  troop  of  Echoes  whose  sweet  duty 

Was  but  to  sing, 
In  voices  of  surpassing  beauty, 

The  wit  and  wisdom  of  their  king. 

But  evil  things,  in  robes  of  sorrow, 
j^  Assailed  the  monarch's  high  estate; 

(Ah,  let  us  mourn,  for  never  morrow 

Shall  dawn  upon  him  desolate !)  ^ 

And,  round  about  his  home,  the  glory 

That  blushed  and  bloomed 
Is  but  a  dim-remembered  story 

Of  the  old  time  entombed. 

And  travellers  now  within  that  valley. 

Through  the  red-litten  windows,  see 
Vast  forms  that  move  fantastically 

To  a  discordant  melo<ly ; 
While,  like  a  rapid  ghastly  river, 

Through  the  pale  door, 
A  hideous  throng  rush  out  for  ever. 

And  laugh — but  smile  no  ihore. 

I  well  remember  that  suggestions  arising  from 
this  ballad,  led  us  into  a  train  of  thought  wherein 
there  became  manifest  an  opinion  of  Usher^s  whicn 
I  mention  not  so  much  on  account  of  its  novelty, 
(for  other  men  have  thought  thus,)  as  on  account 
of  the  pertinacity  with  which  he  maintained  it 
This  opinion,  in  its  general  form,  was  that  of  the 
sentience  of  all  vegetable  things.  But,  in  his  dis- 
ordered fancy,  the  idea  had  assumed  a  more  daring 
character,  and  trespassed,  under  certain  conditions, 
upon  the  kingdom  of  inorganization.  I  lack  words 
to  express  the  full  extent,  or  the  earnest  abandon 
of  his  persuasion.  The  belief,  however,  was  con- 
nected (as  I  have  previously  hinted)  with  the  gray 
stones  of  the  home  of  his  forgathers.  The  condi- 
tions of  the  sentience  had  been  here,  he  imagined, 
fulfilled  in  the  method  of  collocation  of  these  stones 
— in  the  order  of  their  arrangement,  as  well  as  in 
that  of  the  many/tmgt  which  overspread  them, 
and  of  the  decayed  trees  which  stood  around — 
above  all,  in  the  long  undisturbed  endiutmce  of 
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this  arrangement,  and  in  its  reduplication  in  the 
still  waters  of  the  tarn.  Its  evidence — the  evi- 
dence of  the  sentience— -was  to  be  seen,  |ke  said, 
(and  I  here  started  as  he  spoke,)  in  the  gradual  yet 
certain  condensation  of  an  atmosphere  of  their  own 
about  the  waters  and  the  walls.  The  result  was 
discovyable,  he  added,  in  that  silent,  yet  importu- 
nate and  terrible  influence  which  for  centuries  had 
moulded  the  destinies  of  his  family,  and  which 
made  him  what  I  now  saw  him — what  he  was. 
Such  opinions  need  no  comment,  and  I  will  make 
none. 

Our  books — the  books  which,  for  years,  had 
formed  no  small  portion  of  the  mental  existence  of 
the  invalid — w^re,  as  might  be  supposed,  in  strict 
keeping  with  this  character  of  phantasm.  We 
pored  together  over  such  works  as  the  Vcrvert  et 
Chartcusc  of  Gresset ;  the  Belphegon  of  Machia- 
velli ;  the  Heaven  and  Hell  of  Swedenborg ;  the 
Subterranean  Voyage  of  Nicholas  Klimm  by  Hoi* 
berg ;  the  Chiromancy  of  Robert  Flud,  of  Jean 
D'lndagin^,  and  of  De  la  Chambre ;  the  Journey 
into  the  Blue  Distance  of  Tieck ;  and  the  City  of 
the  Sun  of  Campanella.  One  favourite  volume 
was  a  small  octavo  edition  of  the  Directorium  In- 
quidtoriumf  by  the  Dominican  Eymeric  de  Gironne ; 
and  there  were  passages  in  Pomponibs  Mela,  about 
the  old  African  Satyrs  and  CEgipans,  over  which 
Usher  would  sit  dreaming  for  hours.  His  chief 
delight,  however,  was  found  in  the  perusal  of  an  ex- 
ceedingly rare  and  curious  book  in  quarto  Gothic 
— the  manual  of  a  forgotten  church — the  llgiliae 
Mortuorum  secundum  Chorum  EccUsiat  Magunr 
tinae. 

I  c<^ld  not  help  thinking  of  the  wild  ritual  of 
this  work,  and  of  its  probable  influence  upon  the 
hypochondriac,  when,  one  evening,  having  informed 
me  abruptly  that  the  lady  Madeline  was  no  more, 
he  stated  his  intention  of  preserving  her  corpse  for 
a  fortnight,  (previously  to  its  final  interment,)  in 
one  of  the  numerous  vaults  within  the  main  walls 
of  the  building.  The  worldly  reason,  however,  as- 
signed for  tbis  singular  proceeding,  was  one  which 
I  did  not  feel  at  lilierty  to  dispute.  The  brother 
had  been  led  to  his  resolution  (so  he  told  me)  by 
consideration  of  the  unusual  character  of  the  ma- 
lady of  the  deceased,  of  certain  obtrusive  and  eager 
inquiries  on  the  part  of  her  medical  men,  and  of 
the  remote  and  exposed  situation  of  the  burial- 
ground  of  the  family.  I  will  not  deny  that  when 
I  called  to  mind  the  sinister  countenance  of  the 
person  whom  I  met  upon  the  staircase,  on  the  day 
of  my  arrival  at  the  house,  I  had  no  desire  to  op- 
pose what  I  regarded  as  at  best  but  a  harmless,  and 
by  no  means  an  unnatural,  precaution. 

At  the  request  of  Usher,  I  personally  aided  him 
in  the  arrangements  for  the  temporary  entombment. 
The  body  having  been  encoffined,  we  two  alone 
bore  it  tfl  Its  rest;  12iie  vault  in  which  we  placed 
it  (and  whicK^Jiad  been  so  long  unopened  that  our 
torches,  half  smotherecl  in  its  oppressive  atmo- 
sphei^,  gave  us  Uttle  opportunity  for  investigation) 
was  small,  damp,  and  jentirely  without  means  of 
admission  for  light;  lying,  at' great  depth,  immedi- 
ately beneath  that  portion  of  the  building  in  which 


waa  my  own  sleeping  apartment     It  had 
used,  apparently,  in  remote  feudal  times,  for  the 
worst  purposes  of  a  donjon-keep,  and,   in  V 
days,  as  a  place  of  deposit  for  powder,  or  f 
other  highly  combustible  substance,  as  a  portit 
its  floor,  and  the  whole  interior  of  a  long  arch 
through  which  we  reached  it,  were  carefully  shea 
with  copper.     The  door,  of  masave  iron,  had  bera, 
also,  similarly  protected.  Its  immense  weight  caused 
an  unusually  sharp  grating  sound,  as  it  moved  opoa 
its  hinges. 

Having  deposited  our  mournful  burden  upon* 
treraels  within  this  region  of  horror,  we  partiallj 
turned  aside  the  yet  unscrewed  Ud  of  the  coffiqAjn 
and  looked  upon  the  face  of  the  tenant  A  strik- 
ing similitude  between  the  brother  and  sister  now 
first  anested  my  attention ;  and  Usher,  divining, 
perhaps,  my  thoughts,  murmured  out  some  fiew 
words  from  which  I  learned  that  the  deceased  and 
himself  had  been  twins,  and  that  sympathies  of  a 
scarcely  intelligible  nature  had  always  existed  be> 
tween  them.  Our  glances,  however,  rested  tuti 
long  upon  the  dead — for  we  could  no^  regard  her 
unawed.  The  disease  which  had  thus  entombed 
the  lady  in  the  maturity  of  youth,  had  left,  as  usoal 
in  all  maladies  of  a  strictly  cataleptical  character, 
the  mockery  of  a  faint  blush  upon  the  bosom  and^4 
the  face,  and  %^t  suspiciously  lingering  smile  upon  | 
the  lip  which  Is  so  terrible  in  death.  We  replaced 
and  screwed  down  the  lid,  and,  having  secured  the 
door  of  iron,  made  our  way,  with  toil,  yito  the 
scarcely  less  gloomy  apartments  of  the  upper  por- 
tion of  the  house. 

And  now,  some  days  of  bitter  giief  having 
elapsed,  an  observable  change  came  over  the  fea- 
tures of  the  mental  disorder  of  my  friend.  His 
ordinary  manner  had  vanished.  >  His  ordinary  oc- 
cupations were  neglected  or  forgotten.  He  roamed 
from  chamber  to  chamber  with  hurried,  unequal, 
and  objectless  step.  The  pallor  of  his  c<Hintenantt 
had  assumed,  if  possible,  a  more  ghastly  hoe — hut 
the  luminousness  of  his  eye  had  utterly  gone  out 
The  once  occasional  huskiness  of  his  tone  was 
heard  no  more ;  and  a  tremulous  quavi^  as  if  of 
extreme  terror,  habitually  characterized  his  utter- 
ance. There  were  times,  indeed,  when  I  thought 
his  unceasingly  agitated  mind  was  labouring  with 
some  ofiprcssive  secret,  to  divulge  which  he  stnig> 
glcd  for  the  necessary  courage.  At  times  again,  I 
was  obliged  to  resolve  all  into  the  mere  inexplica- 
ble vagaries  of  madness,  for  I  beheld  him  gazing 
upon  vacancy  for  long  hours,  in  an  attitude  oi  the 
profoundest  attention,  as  if  limning  to  some  icoa^ 
ginar}'  souhd.  It  was  no  wonder  that  his  c<HiditioQ 
terrified — that  it  infected  me.  I  felt  creeping  upon 
me,  by  slow  yet  certain  degrees,  the  wild  'va&or 
ences  of  his  own  &ntastic  yet  impressive  supersti- 
tions. 

It  was,  especially,  upon  retiring  to  bed  late  at 
night  of  the  seventh  or  eighth  day  after  the  placing 
of  the  lady  Madeline  within  the  donjon,  that  I  ex- 
perienced the  full  power  of  such  fiseUnga.  Sleep 
came  not  near  my  couch — ^whilo  the  hours  waned 
and  waned  away.  I  struggled  to  reason  off  the 
nervousness  which  had  dominion  over  me.    I  en- 
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deavoured  to  believe  that  much,  if  not  all  of  what 

I  felt,  was  due  to  the  bewildering  influence  of  the 

gloomy  furniture  of  the  room-— of  the  dark  and  tat- 

•«*«j  draperiea,  which,  tortured  into  motion  by  the 

th  of  a  rising  tempest,  swayed  fitfully  to  and 

ipon  the  walls,  and  rustled  uneasily  about  the 

^rations  of  the  bed.     But  my  eflbrts  were  fruit- 

An  irrepressible  tremor  gradually  pervaded 

I  my  frame ;  and,  at  length,  there  sat  upon  my  very 
heart  an  incubus  of  utterly  causeless  alarm.  Shak- 
iiig  this  off  with  a  gasp  and  a  struggle,  I  uplifted 
myself  upon  the  pillows,  and  peering  earnestly 
within  the  intense  darkness  of  the  chajnber,  hear- 
kened— I  know  not  why,  except  that  an  instinctive 

4P|>irit  prompted  me — to  certain  low  and  indefinite 
sounds  which  came,  through  the  pauses  of  the 
storm,  a4bng  intervali*,  I  knew  not  whence.  Over- 
powered by  an  intense  sentiment  of  horror,  unac- 
countable yet  unendurable,  I  threw  on  my  clothes 
with  haste,  (for  I  felt  I  should  sleep  no  more  during 
the  night,)  and  endeavoured  to  arouse  myself  from 
the  pitiable  condition  into  which  I  bad  fallen,  by 
pacing  rapidly  to  and  fro  through  the  apartment 

I  had  token  but  few  turns  in  this  manner,  when 
a  lij^ht  step  on  an  adjoining  staircase  arrested  my 
attt^ntion.  I  presently  recognised  it  as  that  of 
Usher.     In  an  instant  aflerward  he  rapped,  with  a 

Identic  touch,  at  my  door,  and  entered,  bearing  a 
lamp.  His  countenance  was,  as  tkual,  cadaver- 
ously wan — but,  moreover,  there  was  a  species  of 
mad  hilarity  in  his  eyes— an  evidently  restrained 
hys  eria  in  his  whole  demeanor.  His  air  appalled 
me — but  any  thing  was  preferable  to  tlie  solitude 
which  I  had  so  long  endured,  and  I  even  welcomed 
hia  presence  as  a  relief. 

"  And  you  have  not  seen  it  V  he  said  abruptly, 
after  having  stared  about  him  for  some  moments 
in  silence — <<  you  have  not  then  seen  iti — but,  stay ! 
you  shall.*'  Thus  speaking,  and  having  carefully 
fihaded  his  lamp,  he  hurried  to  one  of  the  casements, 
and  threw  it  freely  open  to  the  storm. 

The  impetuous  fury  of  the  entering  gust  nearly 
lif^d  us  firom  our  feet.  It  was,  indeed,  a  tempes- 
tuous yetjilernly  beautiful  night,  and  one  wildly 
singular  ii^its  terror  and  its  beauty.  A  whirlwind 
bad  apparently  collected  its  force  in  our  vicinity ; 
for  there  were  frequent  and  violent  alterations  in 
the  direction  of  the  wind ;  and  the  exceeding  den- 
sity of  the  clouds  (which  hung  so  low  as  to  press 
upon  the  turrets  of  the  house)  did  not  prevent  our 
perceiving  the  life-like  velocity  with  which  they 
^ew  careering  from  all  points  against  each  other, 
without  passing  away  into  the  distance.  I  say  that 
even  their  exceeding  dinsity  did  not  prevent  our  per- 
ceiving this— yet  we  had  no  glimpse  of  the  moon  or 
stars — ^nor  was  there  any  flashing  forth  of  the  light- 
ning. But  the  under  surfaces  of  the  huge  linasses 
of  agitated  vapour,  as  well  as  all  terrestrial  objects 
immediately  around  us,  were  glowing  in  the  unna- 
tural light  of  a  fiiintly  luminous  and  distinctly  visi- 
ble igascous  exhalation  which  hung  about  and  en- 
shrouded the  mansion. 

«  You  must  not — ^you  shall  not  behold  this !" 
said  I,  shudderingly,  to  Usher,  as  I  led  him,  with  a 
gentle  violence,  from  the  window  to  a  seat.  "  These 
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appearances,  which  bewilder  yon,  are  merely  elec- 
trical phenomena  not  uncommon — or  it  may  be 
that  they  have  their  ghastly  origin  in  the  rank  mi- 
asma of  the  tarn.  Let  us  close  this  casement ; — 
the  air  is  chilling  and  dangerous  to  your  frame. 
Here  is  one  of  your  fieivourite  romances.  I  will 
read  and  ytiu  e^all  listen ; — and  so  we  will  pass 
away  this  terrible  night  together." 

The  antique  volume  which  I  had  taken  np  was 
the  "  Mad  Trist**  of  Sir  Launcelot  Canning ;  but 
I  had  called  it  favourite  of  Usher's  more  in  sad  jest 
than  in  earnest ;  for,  in  truth,  there  is  little  in  its 
uncouth  and  unimaginative  prolixity  which  could 
have  had  interest  for  the  lofty  and  spiritual  ideality 
of  my  friend.  It  was,  however,  the  only  book  im- 
mediately at  hand ;  and  I  indulged  a  vague  hope 
that  the  excitement  which  now  agitated  the  hypo- 
chondriac might  find  relief  (for  the  history  of  men- 
tal disorder  is  full  of  similar  anomalies)  even  in 
the  extremeness  of  the  folly  which  I  should  read. 
Could  I  have  judged,  indeed,  by  the  wild  over- 
strained air  of  vivacity  with  which  he  hearkened,  or 
apparently  hearkened,  to  the  words  of  the  tale,  I 
might  well  have  congratulated  myself  upon  the 
success  of  my  design. 

I  had  arrived  at  that  well-known  portion  of  the 
story  where  Ethelred,  the  hereof  the  Trist,  having 
sought  in  vain  for  peaceable  admission  into  the 
dwelling  of  the  hermit,  proceeds  to  make  good  an 
entrance  by  force.^  Here,  it  will  be  remembered, 
the  words  of  the  narrative  run  thus : 

**  And  Ethelred,  who  was  by  nature  of  a  dough- 
ty heart,  and  who  was  now  migh^  withal,  on  ac- 
count of  the  powerfulness  of  the  wine  which  he 
had  drunken,  waited  no  longer  to  hold  parley  with 
the  hermit,  who,  in  sooth,  was  of  an  obstinate  and 
maliceful  turn,  but,  feeling  the  rain  upon  his  shoul- 
ders, and  fearing  the  rising  of  the  tempest,  uplifted 
his  mace  outright,  and,  with  blows,  made  quickly 
room  in  the  plankings  of  the  door  for  his  gauntleted 
hand ;  and  now  pulling  therewith  sturdily,  he  so 
cracked,  and  ripped,  and  tore  all  asunder,  that  the 
noise  of  the  dry  and  hollow-sounding  wood  ala- 
rumed  and  reverberated  throughout  the  forest" 

At  the  termination  of  this  sentence  I  started,  and, 
for  a  moment,  paused ;  for  it  appeared  to  me  (al- 
though I  at  once  concluded  that  my  excited  fancy 
had  deceived  me) — it  appeared  to  me  that,  from 
some  very  remote  portion  of  the  mansion,  there 
came,'  indistinctly,  to  my  ears,  what  might  have 
been,  in  its  exact  similarity  of  character,  the  echo 
(but  a  stifled  and  dull  one  certainly)  of  the  very 
cracking  and  ripping  sound  which  Sir  Launcelot 
had  so  particularly  described.  It  was,  beyond 
doubt,  the  coincidence  alone  which  had  arrested  my 
attention ;  for,  amid  the  rattling  of  the  sashes  of 
the  casements,  and  the  ordinary  commingled  noises 
of  the  still  increasing  storm,  the  sound,  in  itself, 
had  nothing,  surely,  which  should  have  interested 
or  disturbed  me.     f  continued  the  story : 

«  But  the  good  champion  Ethelred,  now  entering 
within  the  door,  was  sore  enraged  and  amazed 
to  perceive  no  signal  of  the  maliceful  hemiit ;  but, 
in  the  stead  thereof,  a  dragon  of  a  scaly  and  prodi- 
gious demeanor,  and  of  a  fiery  tongue,  which  sate 
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in  guard  before  a  palace  of  gold,  with  a  floor  of 

■ilver ;  and  upon  the  wall  there  hang  a  ahield  of 

ahining  braii  with  this  legend  enwritten — 

Who  entereth  herein,  a  conqaeror  hath  bin; 
Who  slayeth  the  dragon,  the  shield  he  shall  win; 

And  Ethelred  uplifted  his  mace  and  struck  upon  the 
head  of  the  dragon,  which  fell  before  bim,  and  gave 
up  his  pest  J  breath,  with  a  shriek  so  horrid  and  harsh, 
and  withal  so  piercing,  that  Ethelred  had  fain  to  close 
his  ears  with  his  hands  against  the  dreadful  noise 
of  it,  the  like  whereof  was  never  before  heard." 

Here  again  I  paused  abruptly,  and  now  with  a 
feeling  of  wild  amazement — ^for  there  could  be  no 
doubt  whatever  that,  in  this  instance,  I  did  actually 
hear  (although  from  what  direction  it  proceeded  I 
found  it  impossible  to  say)  a  low  and  apparently  dis- 
tant, but  harsh,  protracted,  and  most  unusual  scream- 
ing or  grating  soimd — the  exact  counterpart  of  what 
my  fancy  had  already  conjured  up  for  the  dragon*8 
unnatural  shriek  as  described  by  the  romancer. 

Oppressed,  as  I  certainly  was,  upon  the  occur- 
rence of  this  second  and  most  extraordinaiy  coin- 
ddence,  by  a  thousand  conflicting  sensations,  in 
which  wonder  and  extreme  terror  were  predomi- 
nant, I  still  retained  suflicient  presence  of  mind  to 
avoid  exciting,  by  any  observation,  the  sensitive 
nervousness  of  my  companion.  I  was  by  no  means 
certain  that  he  had  noticed  the  sounds  in  question ; 
although,  assuredly,  a  strange  alteration  had,  dur- 
ing the  last  few  minutes,  taken  place  in  his  de- 
meanor. From  a  position  fronting  my  own,  he  had 
gradually  brought  round  his  chair,  so  as  to  sit  with 
his  face  to  the  door  of  the  chamber ;  and  thus  I 
could  but  partially  perceive  his  features,  although  I 
saw  Ihat  his  lips  trembled  as  if  he  were  murmur- 
ing inaudibly.  His  head  had  dropped  upon  his 
breast — ^yet  I  knew  that  he  was  not  asleep,  from 
the  wide  and  rigid  opening  of  the  eye  as  I  caught 
a  glance  of  it  in  profile.  The  motion  of  his  body, 
too,  was  at  variance  with  this  idea — for  he  rocked 
from  side  to  side  with  a  gentle  yet  constant  and 
uniform  sway.  Having  rapidly  taken  notice  of  all 
this,  I  resumed  the  narrative  of  Sir  Launcelot, 
which  thus  proceeded : 

M  And  now,  the  champion,  having  escaped  from 
the  terrible  fury  of  the  dragon,  bethinking  himself 
of  the  brazen  shield,  and  of  the  breaking  up  of  the 
enchantment  which  was  upon  it,  remaved  the  car- 
cass from  out  of  the  way  before  him,  and  approached 
valorously  over  the  silver  pavement  of  thd  castle 
to  where  the  shield  was  upon  the  wall ;  which  in 
sooth  tarried  not  for  his  full  coming,  but  fell  down 
at  his  feet  upon  the  silver  floor,  with  a  mighty 
great  and  terrible  ringing  sound." 

No  sooner  had  these  syllables  passed  my  lips, 
than— as  if  a  shield  of  brass  had  indeed,  at  the 
moment,  fallen  heavily  upon  a  floor  o/  silver — ^I 
became  aware  of  a  distinct,  hollow,  metallic,  and 
clangorous,  yet  apparently  n)uffled  reverberation. 
Completely  unnerved,  I  leaped  to  my  feet,  but  the 
measured  rocking  movement  of  Usher  was  undis- 
turbed. I  rushed  to  the  chair  in  which  he  sat 
His  eyes  were  bent  fixedly  before  him,  and  through- 
out his  whole  countenance  there  reigned  a  stony 
rigidity.    But,  as  I  placed  my  hand  upon  his  shoul- 


der, there  came  a  strong  shudder  over  his  whole 
person;  a  sickly  smile  quivered  about  his  lips; 
and  I  saw  that  he  spoke  in  a  low,  hurried,  and  gib- 
bering murmur,  as  if  unconscious  of  my  pretence. 
Bending  closely  over  him,  I  at  length  drank  in  the 
hideous  import  of  his  words. 

«  Not  hear  it  t — yea,  I  hear  it,  and  Aaoe  heard  it 
Long — long — long — many  minutes,  many  hoars, 
many  days,  have  I  heard  it — ^yet  I  dared  not— oh, 
pity  me,  miserable  wretch  that  I  am ! — I  dared  not 
— I  dared  not  speak !  We  have  jml  her  Using  » 
thg  tomb  !  Said  I  not  that  my  senses  were  acute ! 
I  now  tell  you  that  I  heard  her  first  feeble  more- 
roen^s  in  the  holk)w  coffin.  I  heard  them — many, 
many  days  ago— ^et  I  dared  nol — /  dared  nol 
$peak  !  And  now — to-night— Ethelred^-ha !  ha ! 
— the  breaking  of  the  hermit's  door,  and%e  desth- 
cry  of  the  dragon,  and  the  clangor  of  the  shield ! 
— say,  rather,  the  rending  of  her  coffin,  and  the 
grating  of  the  iron  hinges  of  her  prison,  and  her 
struggles  within  the  coppered  archway  of  the  vault ! 
Oh  whither  shall  I  fly?  Will  she  not  be  here  anon  1 
Is  she  not  hurrying  to  upbraid  me  for  my  haste ! 
Have  I  not  heard  her  footstep  on  the  stair  1  Do  I  not 
distinguish  that  heavy  and  horrible  beating  of  her 
heart  ?  Madman  !*' — here  he  sprang  furiously  to 
his  feet,  and  shrieked  out  his  syllables,  as  if  in  the 
effort  he  werftgiving  up  his  soul — *<  Madman  !  I 
tell  you  that  Me  now  ttandt  unthotU  the  door  .'** 

As  if  in  the  superhuman  energy  of  his  utter- 
ance there  had  been  found  the  potency  of  a  spell 
— the  huge  antique  pannels  to  which  the  speaker 
pointed,  threw  slowly  back,  upon  the  instant,  tfaeb 
ponderous  and  ebony  jaws.  It  was  the  work  of 
the  rushing  gust — but  then  without  those  doors 
there  did  stand  the  lofty  and  enshrouded  figure  of 
the  lady  Madeline  of  Usher.  There  was  blood 
upon  her  white  robes,  and  the  evidence  of  some 
bitter  struggle  upon  every  portion  of  her  emaciated 
frame.  For  a  moment  she  remained  trembling  and 
reeling  to  and  fro  upon  the  threshold — then,  with 
a  low  moaning  cry,  fell  heavily  inward  upon  the 
person  of  her  brother,  and  in  her  violent  and  now 
final  death-agonies,  bore  him  to  the  floor  a  corpse, 
and  a  victim  to  the  terrors  he  had  anticipated. 

From  that  chamber,  and  from  that  mansion,  I 
fled  aghast  The  storm  was  still  abroad  in  all  iti 
wrath  a's  I  found  myself  crossing  the  old  causewsy. 
Suddenly  there  shot  along  the  path  a  wild  light, 
and  I  turned  to  see  whence  a  gleam  so  unusual 
could  have  issued ;  for  the  vast  house  and  its  sha- 
dows were  alone  behind  me.  The  radiance  was 
that  of  the  full,  setting,  an<LbIood-red  moon,  which 
now  shone  vividly  througn  that  once  barely-dis- 
cernible fissure,  of  which  I  have  before  spoken  ss 
extending  from  the  roof  of  the  building,  in  a  zig* 
zag  direction,  to  the  base.  While  I  gazed,  this 
fissure  rapidly  widened — there  came  a  fierce  breath 
of  the  whirlwind — the  entire  orb  of  the  satellite 
burst  at  once  upon  my  sight — my  brain  reeled  as 
I  saw  the  mighty  walls  rushing  asunder — there  was 
a  long  tumultuous  shouting  sound  like  the  voice  of 
a  thousand  waters — and  the  deep  and  dank  tarn  at 
my  feet  closed  sullenly  and  ailenUy  over  the  frag> 
ments  of  the  "  House  of  Usher  J* 
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Henrt  Theodore  Tuckerma.n,  one  of  our 
most  genial  and  elegant  essayists,  and  a  yery 
frraceful  and  pleasing  poet,  was  bom  in  Boston 
on  the  twentieth  of  April,  1813.  His  health 
f  haTing  somewhat  failed,  when  he  was'  about 
nineteen  years  of  age,  by  the  ad  rice  of  his 
physicians  he  relinquished  his  studies  to  test 
the  influence  of  travel  in  the  milder  climate  of 
southern  Europe.  He  passed  the  autumn  of 
1833,  and  the  following  winter  and  spring  in 
Italy,  and  having  returned  to  America,  pub- 
lished early  in  1835  his  first  work,  under  the 
title  of  The  Italian  Sketch  Book,  of  which  a 
second  edition  appeared  in  1837.  This  is  not 
so  much  a  description  of  the  scenery,  antiqui- 
ties, or  condition  of  the  coun^ip,  as  an  echo 
of  the  feelings  which  they  awakened.  It  ex- 
hibited a  fine  vein  of  sentiment,  and  a  delicate 
ideality  that  justified  the  favourable  auguries 
of  the  critics  concerning  the  author's  future 
distinction. 

Mr.  Tuckerman  resumed  and  for  a  time  pro- 
secuted his  academical  studies,  but  again  ex- 
periencing the  injurious  effects  of  a  sedentary 
life  and  continued  mental  application,  he  em- 
barked in  the  fall  of  1837  for  the  Mediterra- 
nean. Afler  visiting  Gibraltar  and  Malta  he 
made  the  tour  of  Sicily,  and  having  passed  a 
winter  in  Palermo,  proceeded  to  Florence, 
where  he  remained  the  chief  part  of  the  ensu- 
ing year.  On  his  return,  in  1839,  he  pub- 
lished Isabel,  or  Sicily,  a  Pilgrimage,  in  which, 
adopting  the  guise  of  a  romance  to  avoid  the 
egotistical  tone  of  a  formal  journal,  he  has 
given  many  interesting  descriptions  and  re- 
flections incident  to  a  residence  in  Sicily.  It 
is  a  graceful  and  iBgennous  book,  graphic  and 
suggestive,  and  indicative  of  refinement,  pure 
sympathies,  and  a  cultivated  taste. 

In  the  autumn  of  1841  he  published  a  vo- 
lume of  miscellanies  under  the  title  of  Ram- 
bles and  Reveries,  and  in  1846  appeared  his 
last  and  most  characteristic  work.  Thoughts 
on  the  Poets.  This  volume  embraces  essays 
on  twenty-six*  Italian,  English  and  American 

•Petrarch,  Ool<lsinith,  Gray,  Collinn,  Pope,  Burns,  Alfi- 
eri,Thoii»oo,Cowper,  Young,  Crabbe,  Coleridge,  Shelley, 


poets.  It  exhibits  a  taste  skilled  in  the  fine 
influences  of  language,  a  subtle  apprehension 
of  ideal  beauty,  and  great  independence  in  li- 
terary and  personal  judgments.  In  consider- 
ing an  author's  character  he  has  a  just  regard 
to  his  peculiar  circumstances  and  history,  and 
in  examining  his  productions  assumes  as  much 
as  possible  his  spirit,  is  moved  by  the  in- 
fluences which  give  a  direction  to  his  genius, 
and  looks  upon  life  and  nature  with  his  eyes. 
The  essays  on  Goldsmith,  Bums,  Shelley  and 
Alfieri  are  instances  of  this  wise  candor  and 
intellectual  sympathy.  His  investigations 
spem  to  be  alike  genial,  and  his  comments  on 
all  to  be  marked  by  the  same  loving  disposition 
and  unpretending  but  acute  critical  judgment. 

The  latest  of  Mr.  Tuckerman's  writings  are 
a  series  of  agreeable  papers  entitled.  Leaves 
from  the  Diary  of  a  Dreamer,  a  melange  of 
description,  speculation  and  sentiment. 

His  principal  poem,  entitled  The  Spirit  of 
Poetry,  was  published  in  1843.  It  is  didac- 
tic and  critical,  carefully  studied  and  highly 
finished.  His  minor  pieces  have  more  fancy 
and  feeling.  Some  of  them  are  passionate  and 
tender,  and  they  generally  evince  much  delica- 
cy, and  a  manly  sincerity  of  disposition.  His 
ideas  of  poetical  excellence  here  developed  ap- 
pear to  be  those  illustrated  by  the  s<^ool  of 
Pope. 

Besides  what  has  been  mentioned  he  l^s 
written  much  on  various  subjects  of  literature 
and  art,  f^  the  magazines,  that  has  not  been 
collected  in  volumes.  Among  the  best  of  his 
recent  essays  is  one  in  The  Democratic  Re- 
view, entitled  New  England  Philosophy,  in 
which  he  rebukes  the  materialism  of  Uie  pre- 
sent day,  and  defends  with  •earnestness  that 
enthusiasm  which  is  commonly  supposed  to 
be  so  foreign  to  the  New  England  character. 

Mr.  Tuckerman  has  for  several  years  re- 
sided in  New  York,  a  city  which  to  the  man 
of  taste  as  well  as  to  the  man  of  action  now 
presents  more  attractions  than  any  other  in 

the  country. 

—  » 

Byron,  Keats,  Hunt,  Moore,  Refers,  Word&wOrth.  Camp- 
bell, Hemani,  Proctor,Teany8oii,  Barrett,  Drake,  Bryant. 
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A  DEFENCE  OF  ENTHUSIASM. 


nou  AV 


T  KXTTTLSD  NSW  SKOLAKD  PHIIXMOPHT. 


Lit  us  recogniie  the  beauty  and  power  of  true 
entbusiasm ;  and  whateTer  we  may  do  to  enlighten 
ourselves  and  others,  guArd  against  checking  or 
chilling  a  single  earnest  sentiment  For  what  is 
the  human  mind,  however  enriched  with  acquisi- 
tions or  strengthened  by  exercise,  unaccompanied 
by  an  ardent  and  sensiUve  heart  1  Its  light  may 
illumine,  but  it  cannot  inspire.  It  may  shed  a 
cold  and  moonlight  radiance  upon  the  path  of  life, 
but  it  warms  no  flower  into  bloom  ;  it  sets  free  no 
ice-bound  fountains.  Dr.  Johnson  used  to  say,  that 
an  obstinate  rationality  prevented  him  from  being 
a  papist.  Does  not  the  same  cause  prevent  many 
of  us  from  unburdening  our  hearts  and  breathing 
our  devotions  at  the  shrines  of  nature  ?  There 
are  influences  which  environ  humanity  too  subtle 
for  the  dissecting  knife  of  reason.  In  our  better 
moments  we  are  clearly  conscious  of  their  presence, 
and  if  there  is  any  barrier  to  their  blessed  agency, 
it  is  a  formalized  intellect  Enthusiasm,  too,  is 
the  very  life  of  gifted  spirits.  Ponder  the  lives  of 
the  glorious  in  art  or  literature  through  all  ages. 
What  are  they  but  records  of  toils  and  sacrifices 
supported  by  the  earnest  hearts  of  their  votaries  ? 
Dante  composed  his  immortal  poem  amid  exile  and 
suffering,  prompted  by  the  noble  ambition  of  vin- 
dicating himself  to  posterity  ;  and  the  sweetest  an- 
gel of  his  paradise  is  the  object  of  his  early  love. 
The  best  countenances  the  old  painters  have  be- 
queathed to  us  are  those  of  cherished  objects  inti- 
mately associated  with  their  fame.  The  face  of 
RaphacPs  mother  blends  with  the  angelic  beauty 
.  of  all  his  madonnas.  Titian's  daughter  and  the 
wife  of  Corregio  again  and  again  meet  in  their 
works.  Well  does  Foscolo  call  the  fine  arts  the 
children  of  love.  The  deep  interest  with  which 
the  Italians  hail  gifted  men,  inspires  them  to  the 
mightiest  eflbrts.  National  enthusiasm  is  the  great 
nursery  of  genius.  When  Cellini's  statue  of  Per- 
seus was  first  exhibited  on  the  Piazza  at  Florence, 
it  was  surrounded  for  days  by  an  admiring  throngs, 
and  hundreds  of  tributary  sonnets  were  placid 
upon  its  pedestal.  Petrarch  was  crowned  with 
laurel  at  Rome  for  his  poetical  labours,  and  crowds 
«f  the  unlettered  may  still  bo  seen  on  the  Mule  at 
Naples,  listening  to  a  reader  of  Tasso.  Reason 
is  not  the  only  interpreter  of  life.  The  fountain 
of  action  is  in  the  feelings.  Religion  itself  is  but 
a  state  of  the  affections.  I  once  met  a  beautiful 
peasant  woman  in  the  valley  of  the  Arno,  and  asked 
the  number  of  her  children.'  **  I  have  three  here 
and  two  in  paradise,"  she  calmly  replied,  with  a 
tone  and  manner  of  touching  and  grave  simplicity. 
Her  faith  was  of  the  heart  Constituted  as  human 
nature  is,  it  is  in  the  highest  degree  natural  that 
rare  powers  should  be  excited  by  voluntary  and 
spontaneous  appreciation.  Who  would  not  feel 
urged  to  high  achievement,  if  he  knew  that  every 
beauty  his  canvas  displayed,  or  every  perfect  note 
he  breathed,  or  every  true  inspiration  of  his  lyre, 
would  find  an  instant  response  in  a  thousand 
breasts  1     Lord  Brougham  calls  the  word  *•  im- 


possible*' the  mother-tongue  of  little  souls.  What, 
I  ask,  can  counteract  self-distrust,  and  sustain  the 
higher  efibrts  of  our  nature  but  enthusiasm  ?  More 
of  this  element  would  call  forth  the  genius,  and 
gladden  the  life 'of  New  England.  While  the 
mere  intellectual  man  speculates,  and  the  mere 
man  of  acquisition  cites  authority,  the  man  of  feel- 
ing acts,  realizes,  puts  forth  his  complete  energicL 
His  earnest  and  strong  heart  will  not  1^  his  auod 
rest ;  he  is  urged  by  an  inward  impulse  to  insbcdy 
his  thought  He  must  have  sympathy ;  he  must 
have  results.  And  nature  yields  to  the  nwigiriaii, 
acknowledging  him  as  £er  child.  The  noble  sta- 
tue comes  forth  from  the  marble,  the  speaking  figure 
stands  out  from  the  canvas,  the  electric  chain  b 
struck  in  the  bosoms  of  his  fellows.  They  receive 
his  ideas,  respond  to  his  appeal,  and  reciprocate 
bus  love. 

Constant  supplieB  of  knowledge  to  the  intellect, 
and  the  exclusive  culture  of  reason  may,  indeed, 
make  a  pedant  and  logician ;  but  the  probability 
is,  these  benefits,  if  such  they  are,  will  be  gained 
at  the  expense  of  the  soul.     Sentiment,  in  its 
broadest  acceptation,  is  as  essential  to  the  true 
joyment  and  grace  of  Ufe  as  mind.     Technical 
formation,  and  that  quickness  of  apprehcoaoo 
which  New  Englanders  call  smartness,  are  not  s« 
valuable  to  s»human  being  as  sensibility  to  dv 
beautiful,  and  a  spontaneous  sppreciaiion  of  the 
divine  influences  which  fill  the  realms  of  viaon 
and  of  sound,  and  the  world  of  action  and  feeling. 
The  tastes,  alTections  and  sentiments,  are  more  ab- 
solutely the  man  than  his  talent  or  acquirements. 
And  yet  it  is  by  and  through  the  latter  that  we  are, 
apt  to  estimate  character,  of  which  they  are  at  best 
but  fragmentary  evidences.     It  is  remarkable  that 
in  the  New  Testament,  allusitms  to  the  intellect 
are  so  rare,  while  the  ^  heart"  and  the  **  spirit  we 
are  of*'  are  ever  appealed  to.     Sympathy  i»  the 
<•  golden  key"  which  unlocks  the  treasures  of  wis- 
dom ;  and  this  depends  upon  vividness  and  warmth 
of  feeling.     It  is  therefore  that  Tranio  advise*— 
*'  In  brief,  sir,  study  what  you  most  affect"    A  code 
of  etiquette  may  refine  the  manners,  but  the  ''  heart 
of  courtesy,"  which,  through  the  world,  stamps 
the  natural  gentleman,  can  never  be  attained  but 
through  instinct ;  and  in  the  same  manner,  those 
enriching  and  noble  sentiflittts  which  are  the  most 
beautiful  and  endearing  dT  human  qualities,  no 
process  of  menial  training  will  create.     To  what 
end  is  society,  f>opuIar  education,  churches,  and  aQ 
the  machinery  of  culture,  if  no  living  truth  is  eli- 
cited which  fertihzes  as  well  as  enlightens  1     Sbak- 
speare  undoubtedly  owed  his  marvellous  insight 
into  the  human  soul  to  his  profound  sympathy 
with  man.     He  might  have  conned  whole  libraries 
on  the  philosophy  of  the  passions ;  he  mi^t  have 
coldly  observed  facts  for  years,  and  never  have  eon- 
ceived  of  jealousy  Uke  Othello's,  the  remorw  of 
Macbeth,  or  love  like  that  of  Juliet     When  the 
native  sentiments  are  once  interested,  new  feds 
spring  to  light     It  was  under  the  excitement  of 
wonder  and  love,  that  Byron,  tossed  on  the  lake  ai 
Geneva,  thought  that  *«  Jura  answered  from  her 
misty  shroud,"  responsive  to  the  thunder  of  the 
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Alps.  With  DO  eye  of  mere  cariosity  did  Bryant 
follow  tbe^  lonely  flight  of  the  waterfowL  Vene- 
ration prompted  the  inquiry, 

*' Whither  ^idst  falling  dew 
When  glow  the  heavens  with  the  last  steps  of  day, 
Far  through  their  rosy  depths  dost  thou  pursue 
Thy  solitary  way  ?" 

Sometimes,  in  musing  upon  genius  in  its  ampler 
manifestations,  it  seems  as  if  the  great  art  of  hu- 
man caiture  consisted  chiefly  in  preserving  the 
glow  and  freshness  of  the  heart.     It  is  certain  that 
in  proportion  as  its  merely  mental  strength  and 
attainment  takes  the  place  of  natural  sentiment,  in 
proportion  as  we  acquire  the  habit  of  receiving  all 
impressions  through  the  reason,  the  teachings  of 
nature  grow  indistinct  and  cold,  however  it  may 
be  with  those  of  books.     That  this  is  the  tendency 
of  the  New  England  philosophy  of  life  and  educa- 
tion, I  think  can  scarcely  be  disputed.     I  have  re- 
marked that  some  of  our  most  intelligent  men  speak 
of  mastering  a  subject,  of  comprehending  a  book, 
of  settling  a  question,  as  if  these  processes  involved 
the  whole  idea  of  human  cultivation.     The  reverse 
of  all  this  is  chiefly  desirable.     It  is  when  we  are 
overcome,  and  the  pride  of  intellect  vanquished  be- 
fore the  truth  of  nature,  when,  instead  of  coming 
to  a  logical  decision,  we  are  led  to  bow  in  profound 
reverence  before  the  mysteries  of  life,  when  we  are 
led  back  to  childhood,  or  up  to  Go<^y  some  power- 
ful revelation  of  the  sage  or  minstrel,  it  is  then  our 
natures  grow.     To  this  end  is  all  art.     Exquisite 
vocalism,  beautiful  statuary  and  painting,  and  all 
true  literature,  have  not  for  their  great  object  to 
employ  the  ingenuity  of  prying  critics,  or  furnish 
,  the  world  with  a  set  of  new  ideas,  but  to  move  the 
whole  nature  by  the  perfection  and  truthfulness  of 
their  appeaL     There  is  a  certain  atmosphere  ex- 
haled from  the  inspired  page  of  genius,  which  gives 
vitality  to  the  sentiments,  and  through  thbse  quick- 
ens the  mental  powers.     And  this  is  the  chief  good 
of  books.    Were  it  otherwise,  those  of  us  who  haVe 
bad  memories  might  despair  of  advancement.     I 
have  heard  educated  New  Englanders  boast  of  the 
quantity  of  poetry  they  have  read  in  a  given  time, 
as  if  rich  fancies  and  elevated  thoughts  are  to  be 
despatched  as  are  beefsteaks  on  board  our  steam- 
boats.    Newspapers  are  estimated  by  their  num- 
ber of  square  feet,  as  if  this  had  any  thing  to  do 
with  the  quality  of  ^eir  contents.     Journeys  of 
pleasure  are  frequently  deemed  delightful  in  pro- 
portion to  their  rapidity,  without  retiercnce  to  the 
new  scenery  or  society  they  bring  into  view.     So- 
cial gatherings  are  not  seldom  acxiounted  brilliant 
in  the  same  degree  that  they  are  crowded.     Such 
would  not  be  the  case,  if  what  tlie  phrenologists 
call  the  affective  powers,  were  enough  considered ; 
if  the  whole  soul,  instead  of  the  *<  meddling  intel- 
lect" alone,  was  freely  developed ;  if  we  realized 
the  truth  thus  expressed  by  a  powerful  writer — 
•<  within  the  entire  circle  of  our  intellectual  consti- 
tution, we  value  nothing  but  emotion;  it  is  not  the 
powers,  but  the  firuit  of  those  powers,  in  so  much 
feeling  of  a  lofly  kind  as  they  will  yield.*' 

One  of  the  most  obvious  consequences  of  these 
traits  appears  in  social  intercourse.    Foreigners 


have  ridiculed  certain  external  habits  of  Americana, 
but  these  were  always  confined  to  the  few,  and 
where  moat  prevalent  have  yielded  readily  to  cen- 
sure. There  are  incongruities  of  manners  still  more 
objectionable,  because  the  direct  exponents  of  cha- 
racter and  resulting  from  the  philosophy  of  life. 
Delicacy  and  self-respect  are  the  fruits,  not  so  much 
of  intellect  as  sensibility.     We  are  considerate  to- 
wards others  in  proportion  as  our  own  conscious- 
ness gives  us  insight    The  sympathies  are  the 
best  teachers  of  politeness ;  and  these  are  ever 
blunted  by  an  exclusive  reliance  on  perception. 
Nothing  is  more  common  than  to  find  educated 
New  Englanders  unconsciously  invading  the  pri- 
vacy of  others,  to  indulge  their  idle  curiosity,  or 
giving  a  personal  turn  to  conversation  in  a  way 
that  outrages  all  moral  refinement     This  is  ob- 
servable in  society  professedly  intellectuaL     It  is 
scarcely  deemed  rude  to  allude  to  one's  personal 
appearance,  health,  dress,  circumstancea,  or  even 
most  sacred  fceUngs,  although  neither  intimacy  nor 
confidence  lend  the  slightest  authority  to  the  pro- 
ceeding.    Such  violation  of  what  is  due  to  others, 
is  more  frequently  met  with  among  the  cultivated 
of  this  than  any  other  country.     It  is  comparative- 
ly rare  here  to  encounter  a  natural.gentleman.    A 
New  England  philosopher,  in  a  recent  work,*  be- 
trays no  little  fear  of  ^  excess  of  fellowship."     In 
the  region  he  inhabits  there  is  ground  for  the  ap- 
prehentiion.     No  standard  of  manners  will  correct 
the  evil.     The  peasantry  of  southern  Europe,  and 
the  most  ignorant  Irishwomen  oflen  excel  educated 
New   Englanders  in   genuine  courtesy.     Their 
richer  feelings  teach  them  how  to  deal  with  others. 
Reverence  and  tenderness  (not  self-possession  and 
intelligence)  are  the   hallowed  avenues  through 
which  alone  true  souls  come  together.    The  cool 
satisfaction  with  which  character  is  analysed  and 
defined  in  New  England,  is  an  evidence  of  the 
superficial  test  which  observation  alone  affords.    A 
Yankee  dreams  not  of  the  world  which  is  revealed 
only  through  sentiment    Men,  and  especially  wo- 
men, shrink  from  unfolding  the  depths  of  their  nar 
tures  to  the  cold  and  prying  gaze  which  aims  to 
explore  them  only  as  an  intellectual  diversion.    It 
is  the  most  presumptuous  thing  in  the  world,  for 
an  unadulterated  New  Englander,  however  'cute 
and  studious,  to  pretend  to  know  another  human 
being,  if  nobly  endowed ;  for  he  is  the  last  persiMi 
to  elicit  latent  and  cherished  emotions.    He  may 
read  mental  capacities  and  detect  moral  tendencies, 
but  no  fiimiliarity  will  unveil  the  inner  temple ; 
only  in  the  vestibule  will  his  prying  step  be  en- 
dured. 

Another  efiect  of  this  exaggerated  estimate  of 
intellect  is,  that  talent  and  character  are  oflen  re- 
garded as  identical.  This  is  a  fatal  but  very  pre- 
valent error.  A  gift  of  mind,  let  it  ever  be  remem- 
bered, is  not  a  grace  of  soul.  Training,  or  native 
skill,  will  enable  any  one  to  excel  in  the  machine- 
ry of  expression.  The  phrase-^artistical,  whether 
in  reference  to  statuary,  painting,  literature,  or 
mannera,  implies  only   aptitude    and  dexterity. 


*  Emersou'S  Elssays,  secood  series. 
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Who  it  not  aware,  for  instance,  of  the  vast  differ- 
eoce  between  a  merelj  scientific  knowledge  of  mu- 
sic and  that  enUstment  of  the  sympathies  in  the  art 
which  makes  it  the  eloquent  medium  of  passion, 
sentiment,  and  truth  1  And  in  literature,  how  often 
do  we  find  the  most  delicate  perception  of  beauty 
in  the  writer,  combined  with  a  total  want  of  genuine 
refinement  in  the  man !  Art  is  essentially  imita- 
tiTo  ;  and  its  Talue,  as  illustrative  of  character,  de- 
pends not  upon  the  mental  endowments,  but  upon 
the  moral  integrity  of  the  artist  The  idea  of  ta- 
lent is  associated  more  or  less  with  the  idea  of  suc- 
cess ;  and  on  this  account,  the  lucrative  creed  of 
the  New  En^ander  recognises  it  with  indiscrimi- 
nate admiration ;  but  there  is  a  whole  armory  of 
weapons  in  the  human  bosom,  of  more  celestial 
temper,  h  is  a  nobler  and  a  happier  thing  to  be 
capable  of  self-devotion,  loyalty,  and  generous  sym- 
pathies, to  cherish  a  quick  sense  of  honour  and  find 
absolote  comfort  only  in  being  lost  in  another,  than 
to  have  an  eye  for  colour,  whereby  the  rainbow  can 
be  transferred  to  canvas,  or  a  felicity  of  diction  that 
can  embalm  the  truest  pictures  in  immortal  num- 
bers. Not  only  or  chiefly  in  what  he  does,  resides 
the  significance  of  a  human  being.  His  field  of 
action  and  the-  availability  of  his  powers  depend 
upon  health,  education,  self-reliance,  position,  and 
a  thousand  other  agencies;  what  he  if  results  from 
the  instincts  of  his  soul,  and  for  these  alone  he  is 
truly  to  be  loved.  It  is  observable  among  New 
Englanders,  that  an  individuars  qualities  are  less 
frequently  referred  to  as  a  test  of  character  than 
his  performances.  It  is  very  common  for  them  to 
sacrifice  social  and  private  to  public  character, 
friendship  to  feme,  sympathy  to  opinion,  love  to 
ambition,  and  sentiment  to  propriety.  There  is  an 
obvious  disposition  among  them  to  appraise  men 
and  women  at  their  market  rather  than  tlieir  in- 
trinsic value.  A  lucky  speculation,  a  profitable 
invention,  a  saleable  book,  an  effective  rhetorical 
effort,  or  a  sagacious  political  ruse — 4ionie  fact 
which  proves,  at  best,  only  adroitness  and  good 
fortune,  is  deemed  the  best  escutcheon  to  lend 
dignity  to  life,  or  hang  as  a  lasting  memorial  upon 
the  tomb.  Those  more  intimate  revelations  and 
ministries  which  deal  with  the  inmost  gifts  of  mind, 
and  warmest  emotions  of  the  heart,  and  through 
vRtuch  alone  love  and  truth  are  realized,  are  but 
seldom  dreamt  of  in  their  philosophy. 

There  is  yet  another  principle  which  seems  to 
me  but  feintly  recognised  in  the  New  England 
philosophy  of  life,  however  it  may  be  occasionally 
cultivated  as  a  department  of  literature ;  and  yet 
it  is  one  which  we  should  deem  essentially  dear 
to  man,  a  glorious  endowment,  a  crowning  grace 
of  humanity.  It  is  that  principle  through  which 
we  commune  with  all  that  is  lovely  and  grand  in 
the  universe,  which  mellows  the  pictures  of  me- 
mory into  pensive  beauty,  and  irradiates  the  visions 
of  hope  with  unearthly  brightness ;  which  elevates 
our  social  experience  by  the  glow  of  fancy,  and 
exhibits  scenes  of  perfection  to  the  soul  that  the 
aenses  can  never  realize.  It  is  the  poetical  prin- 
ciple. If  this  precious  gift  could  be  wholly  anni- 
hilated amid  the  commonplace  and  the  actual,  we 


ahould  lose  the  interest  of  life.  The  dull  routine 
of  daily  experience,  the  tame  reality  of  things, 
would  weigh  like  a  heavy  and  permanent  dood 
upon  our  hearts.  But  the  oflioe  of  this  divii 
spirit  is  to  throw  a  redeeming  grace  around  the  o 
jects  and  tHe  scenes  of  being.  It  is  the  breeze  thi 
lifts  the  weeds  on  the  highway  of  time  and  farini 
to  view  the  violets  beneath.  It  is  the  holy  waU 
which,  sprinkled  on  the  Mosaic  pavement  of  life, 
makes  vivid  its  brilliant  tints.  It  is  the  mystic 
harp  upon  whose  strings  the  confused  murmur  of 
toil,  gladness  and  grief,  loses  itself  in  music.  But 
it  performs  a  yet  higher  function  than  that  of  con- 
solation. It  is  through  the  poetical  principle  that 
we  form  images  of  excellence,  a  notion  of  progress 
that  quickens  every  other  faculty  to  rich  endeavour. 
All  great  men  are  so,  chiefly  through  unoeasiDf 
effort  to  realize  in  action,  or  imbody  in  art,  senti- 
ments of  deep  interest  or  ideas  of  beauty.  As  co- 
lours exist  in  rays  of  light,  so  does  the  ideal  in  the 
soul,  and  life  is  the  mighty  prism  which  refracts 
it  Shelley  maintains  that  it  is  only  through  the 
imagination  that  we  can  overleap  the  barriers  of 
self  and  become  identified  with  the  univeml  and 
the  distant,  and,  therefore,  that  this  principle  is 
the  true  fountain  of  benevolent  affectiona  and 
virtue.  I  know  it  is  sometimes  ssid  that  the  era 
of  romance  haf  passed;  that  with  the  pastoral, 
classic,  and  chivalrous  periods  of  the  world,  the 
poetic  element  died  out  But  this  ia  manifestly  a 
great  error.  The  forms  of  society  have  greaUy 
changed,  and  the  methods  of  poetical  development 
are  much  modified,  but  the  principle  itself  is  essen- 
tial to  humanity.  No!  mechanical  as  is  the  spiiit 
of  the  age,  and  wide  as  is  the  empire  of  utility,  as  < 
long  as  the  stars  appear  nightly  in  the  firmament, 
and  golden  clouds  gather  around  the  departing 
sun ;  as  long  as  we  can  greet  the  innocent  smile 
of  infency  and  the  gentle  eye  of  woman ;  as  long 
as  this  earth  is  visited  by  virions  of  glory  and  dreams 
of  love  and  hopes  of  heaven ;  while  life  is  endrded 
by  mystery,  brightened  by  affection,  and  solenmized 
by  death,  so  long  will  the  poetical  spirit  be  abroad, 
with  its  fervent  aspirationr  and  deep  spells  of  en- 
chantment Again,  it  is  often  urged  that  the  poeti- 
cal spirit  belongs  appropriately  to  a  certain  epoch 
of  life,  and  that  its  influence  naturally  cseaaes  with 
youth.  Sut  this  can  only  be  the  cade  through  self- 
apostasy.  The  poetical  element  was  evidently  in- 
tended to  mingle  with  the  whole  of  human  ex- 
perience ;  not  only  to  glow  in  the  breast  of  youth, 
but  to  dignify  the  thought  of  manhood,  and  make 
venerable  the  aspect  of  age.  Its  purpose  clearly 
is  to  relieve  the  sternness  of  necessity,  to  lighten 
the  burden  of  toil,  and  throw  sacredneas  and  hope 
even  around  suffering — as  the  old  pointers  were 
wont  to  depict  groups  of  cherubs  above  their  mar- 
tyrdoms. Nor  can  I  believe  that  the  agency  of 
this  principle  is  so  confined  and  temporary  as 
many  suppose.  It  is  true  our  contemplation  of 
the  beautiful  is  of  short  duration,  our  flights  into 
the  ideal  world  brief  and  occasional.  We  can  bat 
bend  in  (lasaing  at  the  altar  of  beauty,  and  pluck 
a  flower  hastily  by  the  way-side ; — but  may  Umtc 
not  be  an  instinct  which  eageriy  appropriatea 
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these  trmnritory  anociationsi  May  they  not  be 
unconsciously  absorbed  into  the  essence  of  our  life, 
and  gradually  refine  and  exalt  the  spirit  within  us? 
I  cannot  think  that  such  rich  provision  for  the 
poetic  sympathies  is  intended  for  any  casual  or  in- 
difl*erent  end.  Rather  let  us  believe  there  is  a 
mystic  language  in  the  flowers,  and  a  dfep  mean- 
ing in  the  stars,  that  the  transparency  of  the  win- 
ter air  and  \ht  long  sweetness  of  summer  twilight 
pass,  with  imperceptible  power,  over  the  soul ;  ra- 
ther let  us  cherish  the  thought  that  the  absorbing 
emotions  of  love,  the  sweet  excitement  of  adventure 
and  the  impassioned  solemnity  of  grief,  with  a  kind 
of  spiritual  chemistry,  combine  and  purify  the  in- 
ward elements  into  nobler  action  and  more  perfect 
results.  Of  the  poetical  principle,  the  philosophy 
of  life  in  New  England  makes  little  account  Em- 
blems of  the  past  do  not  invite  our  gaze  down  the 
vistas  of  time.  Reverence  is  seldom  awakened  by 
any  object,  custom,  or  associaiion.  The  new,  the 
equal,  the  attainable,  constantly  deaden  our  faith 
in  infinite  possibilities.  Life  rarely  seems  miracu- 
lous, and  the  commonplace  abounds.  There  is 
much  to  excite,  and  little  to  chasten  and  awe. 
We  need  to  see  the  blessedness  of  a  rational  con- 
servatism, as  well  as  the  inspiring  call  for  reform. 
There  are  venerable  and  lovely  agencies  in  this 
"  existence  of  ours  which  it  is  sacrilege  to  scorn. 
The  wisdom  of  our  renowned  leaders  in  all  depart- 
ments is  too  restless  and  conscious  to  be  desirable ; 
and  it  would  be  better  for  our  boasted  **  march  of 
mind,*'  if,  like  the  quaint  British  essayist,  a  few 
more  «were  dragged  along  in  the  procession.*' 
An  extravagant  spirit  of  utility  invades  every  scene 
iDf  life  however  sequestered.  We  attempt  not  to 
brighten  the  grim  features  of  care,  or  relieve  the 
burdens  of  responsibility.  The  daughter  of  a  dis- 
tinguished law  professor  in  Europe  was  in  the  ha- 
bit of  lecturing  in  her  father's  absence.  To  guard 
against  the  fascination  of  her  charms,  which  it  was 
feared  would  divert  the  attention  of  the  students,  a 
curtain  was  drawn  before  the  fair  teacher,  from 
behind  which  she  imparted  her  instructions.  Thus 
do  we  carefully  keep  out  of  sight  the  poetical  and 
veil  the  spirit  of  beauty,  that  we  may  worship  un- 
disturbed at  the  shrine  of  the  practicaL  We  ever 
seek  the  light  of  knowledge ;  but  are  content  that 
no  fertilizing  warmth  lend  vitality  to  its  beams. 

When  the  returning  pilgrim  approaches  the 
shores  of  the  new  world,  the  first  sign  of  the  vici- 
nity of  his  native  land  is  traced  in  hues  of  rare 
glory  on  the  western  sky.  The  sunsets  grow 
more  and  more  gorgeous  as  he  draws  near,  and 
while  he  leans  over  the  bulwarks  of  a  gallant  ves- 
sel, (whose  matchless  architecture  illustrates  the 
mechanical  skill  of  her  birth-place,)  and  watches 
their  shifting  brilliancy,  it  associates  itself  with  the 
fresh  promise  and  young  renown  of  his  native  land ; 
and  when  from  the  wide  solitude  of  the  Atlantic, 
he  plunges  once  more  amid  her  eager  crowds,  it 
is  with  the  earnest  and  I  must  think  patriotic  wish, 
that  with  her  prosperous  activity  might  mingle 
more  of  the  poetry  of  life ! 

But  what  the  arrangements  of  society  fidl  to 
provide,  the  individual  is  at  liberty  to  seek.    No- 


where are  natural  beauty  and  graodear  more  la- 
vishly displayed  than  on  this  continent.  In  no 
part  of  the  world  are  there  such  noble  rivers,  beau- 
tiful lakes,  and  magnificent  forests.  The  ermine 
robe  of  winter  is,  in  no  land,  spread  with  more 
dazzling  efiect,  nor  can  the  woodlands  of  any  clime 
present  a  more  varied  array  of  aufsmnal  tints. 
Nor  need  we  resort  to  the  glories  of  the  universe 
alone.  Domestic  life  exists  with  us  in  rare  per- 
fisction ;  and  it  requires  but  the  heroism  of  sinceri- 
ty and  the  exercise  of  taste,  to  make  the  fireside  as 
rich  in  poetical  associations  as  the  terrace  and  ve- 
randah of  southern  lands.  Literature,  too,  opens 
a  rich  field.  We  can  wander  through  Eden  to 
the  music  of  the  blind  bard's  harp,  or  listen  in  the 
orange  groves  of  Verona,  beneath  the  quiet  moon- 
light, to  the  sweet  vows  of  Juliet  Let  us,  then, 
bravely  obey  our  sympathies,  and  find  in  candid 
and  devoted  relations  with  others,  freedom  firom 
the  constraints  of  prejudice  and  form.  Let  us 
foster  the  enthusiasm  which  exclusive  intellectual 
cultivation  would  extinguish.  Let  us  detach  our- 
selves sufficiently  from  the  social  machinery  to  re- 
alize that  we  are  not  integral  parts  of  it ;  and  thus 
summon  into  the  horizon  of  destiny  those  hues  of 
beauty,  love  and  truth,  which  are  the  most  glorioua 
reflections  of  the  soul ! 


LOVE. 

raOM  THOTTOHTS  OX  TR  POSTS. 


Makt  live  and  die  knowing  nothing  of  love  ex- 
cept through  their  intellect  Their  ideas  on  the 
subject  are  fanciful,  because  it  has  never  been  re- 
vealed by  consciousness.  Yet  it  were  to  question 
the  benignity  of  God,  to  believe  that  an  element  of 
our  being  so  operative  and  subtle,  and  one  that 
abounds  chiefly  in  the  good  and  the  gifted,  is  of 
light  import  or  not  susceptible  of  being  explained 
by  reason,  justified  by  conscience,  and  hallowed  by 
religion,  and  thus  made  to  tiear  a  harvest  not  only 
of  delight  but  of  virtue.  Love,  Petrarch  maintains, 
is  the  crowning  grace  of  humanity,  the  holiest  right 
of  the  soul,  the  golden  hnk  which  binds  us  to  duty 
and  truth,  the  redeeming  principle  that  chiefly  re- 
conciles the  heart  to  life,  and  is  prophetic  of  eter- 
nal good.  It  is  a  blessing  of  a  glorious  experience^ 
according  to  the  soul  in  which  it  is  engendered. 
Let  us  endeavour  to  ilefine  its  action  and  vindicate 
its  worth,  as  set  forth  in  the  sonnets  of  Petrarch. 

All  noble  beings  live  in  their  afiections.  While 
this  important  fiict  has  been  ever  illustrated  by 
poets,  it  is  seldom  fully  recognised  in  moral  systems 
or  popular  theology.  Yet  if  we  would  truly  dis- 
cern the  free,  genuine  elements  of  character,  the 
history  of  the  heart  afibrds  the  only  authentic 
ground  of  judgment  Love  has  been,  and  is,  so 
mightily  abused,  that  in  the  view  of  superficial 
reasoners  it  becomes  identified  rather  ^ith  feeble- 
ness than  strength.  Yet,  in  point  of  fact,  its  high- 
est significance  can  alone  be  realized  by  natures  of 
singular  depth  and  exaltation.  To  the  unperverted 
soul,  instead  of  a  pastime  it  is  a  discipline.  Once 
elevated  from  a  blind  instinct  to  a  conscious  piin- 
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dple,  it  ia  the  mighty  tide  which  sways  all  that  is 
solemn  and  eternal  in  life.    To  love,  in  one  sense, 
is,  indeed,  httle  more  than  an  animal  necessity; 
hut  to  love  nobly,  profoundly — to  love,  as  Madame 
de  Stael  expresses  it,  *<  at  once  with  the  mind  and 
with  the  heart,"  to  dedicate  to  another  mature  sym- 
pathies, is  the  noblest  function  of  a  human  being. 
The  fever  of  passion,  the  ignoble  motives,  the  ca- 
sual impulses  which  belong  to  our  nature,  blend,  it 
is  true,  with  the  exercise  of  all  affection,  but  love, 
ia  its  deepest  and  genuine  import,  is  the  highest 
and  most  profound  interest  of  existence.     This  is 
a  truth  but  imperfectly  understood ;  but  there  are 
few  spirits  so  utterly  bereft  of  celestial  affinities  as 
not  to  respond,  more  or  less  cordially,  to  every  sin- 
cere appeal  to  a  capacity  so  divine.     All  the  folly 
of  vain  imaginations,  all  the  coarseness  of  vulgar 
sensuality,  all  the  scorn  of  mental  hardihood,  while 
they  profane  the  name,  can  never  violate  the  sacred 
realities  of  love.     There  have  been,  and  there  ever 
will  be  earnest  and  uncompromising  hearts,  who 
bravely  vindicate  a  faith  too  native  and  actuating 
ever  to  be  eradicated.     Such  natures  can  only  re- 
alize themselves  through  love,  and  in  proportion  to 
their  integrity  will  be  their  consciousness  of  the 
glory  of  this  attribute.     They  intuitively  anticipate 
its  pervading  influence  upon  their  character  and 
happiness.     They  feel  that  within  it  lieb  the  vital 
points  of  their  destiny,  and  through  it  their  access 
to  truth.  The  world  may  long  present  but  glimpses 
of  what  they  ever  watch  to  decry.     Life  may  seem 
barren  of  a  good  never  absent  from  their  inward 
sense.     At  times,  from  very  weariness,  they  may 
be  half  inclined  to  believe  that  the  love  for  which 
they  pray  is  but  a  poetic  invention,  having  no  ac- 
tual type.     Witnessing  so  much  apparent  renun- 
ciation, they  may,  at  last,  regard  themselves  as  vain 
dreainere,  and  look  back  with  bitter  regret  upon 
years  of  self-delusion.     But,  the  great  want,  the 
haunting  virion,  the  prophetic  need,  assert  them- 
selves still ;  and  when,  through  self-denial  and  fer- 
vent trust,  the  dawn  glimmers  upon  their  souls,  the 
lonely  vigil  and  restless  fears  of  the  night  are  for- 
gotten in  <«  a  peace  which  the  world  can  neither 
give  nor  take  away."     To  some  minds  it  may  ap- 
pear sacrilegious  thus  to   identify  love  with   re- 
ligion, but  the  sentiments  rightly  understood,  are 
top  intimately  allied  to  be  easily  divided.     It  is 
fkirongh  the  outward  universe  that  natural  theology 
points  us  to  a  Supreme  Intelligence;  and  it  is 
through  the  creature  that  spirits  of  lofty  mould 
most  nearly  approach  the  Creator.     Coleridge  de- 
scribes love  as  the  absorption  of  self  in  an  idea  dearer 
than  selfl     This  is  doubtless  the  only  process  by 
which  the  problem  of  human  life  is  solved  to  ex- 
alted natures.     It  is  vain  that  you  bid  them  find 
content,  either  in  the  pleasures  of  sense  or  the  ab- 
stractions of  wisdom,  however  keen  their  percep- 
tions, or  ardent  their  passions.     They  know  them- 
selves bom  to  find  completion  through  another.  A 
subtle  and  pleading  expectance  foretells  the  advent 
of  a  Messiah.     They  seek  not,  but  wait.     It  is  no 
romantic  vision,  no  extravagant  desire,  but  a  clear 
and  deep  conviction  that  speaks  in  their  bosoms^ 
This  is  the  germ  of  the  sweetest  flower  that  ahall 


adorn  their  being;  this  b  their  iniwte  pledge  of 
immortality,  and  ceaselessly  invokes  them  to  lelf- 
respect  and  glory. 

There  is  something  eawntially  shallow  in  tfas 
play  of  character,  until  feeling  gives  it  shape  and 
intensity.     The  oflSce  of  love  is  to  induce  a  strong 
and  permanent  motive,  and  it  is  this  process  which 
concentrates  all  the  feculties  of  the  souL     Hence 
the  satisfaction  which  follows ; — a  condition  wholly 
different  from  what  was  previously  regarded  as  en- 
joyment.    Through  vanity  and  the  senses,  partial 
delight  may  have  been  obtained ;  but  it  was  a  graft 
upon,  rather  than  a  product  of  the  heart.     The 
blessedness  of  true  love  springs  from  the  soul  itstlf) 
and  is  felt  to  be  its  legitimate  and  holiest  frait. 
HThus,  and  thus  alone,  ia  human  nature  ridily  de- 
veloped, and  the  best  interests  of  life  wisely  em- 
braced.    Shadows  give  way  to  substance,  vague 
wishes  to  permanent  aims,  indifferent  moods  to  en- 
dearing associations,  and  vain  desire  to  a  **  hope 
fi]ll  of  immortality."     Man  is  for  the  first  time  re- 
vealed to  himseIC  and  absolutely  known  to  an«>tber; 
for  entire  sympathy,  not  friendly  observation,  is  the 
key  to  our  indiviJual  nstures;  and  when  this  has 
feirly  opened  the  sacred  portal,  we  are  alone  no 
more  for  ever ! 


AUTHORSHIP. 

rjlOat  THK  tAlUL 


Ir  we  look  narrowly  into  the  history  of  those  with 
whose  thoughts  and  feelings  Uterature  has  made  us 
most  intimate,  it  will  often  appear  that  in  them  there 
was  combined  a  degree  of  sensibility  and  reflcrtioa|. 
which  absolutely,  by  the  very  law  of  the  soul,  r  tust 
find  a  voice,  and  that  it  was  the  pressure  of  some  out. 
ward  necessity,  or  the  pain  of  some  inward  vmd  that 
made  that  voice — (fain  to  pour  itself  out  in  low  and 
earnest  tones) — audible  to  all  mankind.  Some  one 
has  said  that  fame  is  love  disg^uised.  The  pointi:  of  a 
writer  are  usually  those  wherein  he  has  been  most 
alone ;  and  they  owe  their  effect  to  the  vi\'idiu?«s  of 
expression  which  always  results  from  conscious  seljF* 
reliance.  Literary  vanity  is  a  subject  of  frequeut  ri- 
dicule: but  many  confound  a  thirst  for  reoognitioo 
with  a  desire  for  praise.  The  former  is  a  mauly  ss 
well  as  a  natural  sentiment.  Indeed  there  is  some, 
thing  noble  in  the  feeling  which  leads  an  ardeot 
mind — ^looking  in  vain  for  a  response  to  its  oracles 
among  the  friends  amid  whom  its  lot  is  cast — U>  ap- 
peal to  a  wider  circle  and  send  its  messages  abroad 
on  the  wings  of  the  press,  in  the  hope  and  feitb  that 
some  heart  will  leap  at  the  tidings  and  accept  tbem 
as  his  own.  I  am  persuaded  that  this  truly  huraaa 
craving  for  sympathy  and  intelligent  communion,  is 
frequently  mistaken  for  a  weaker  and  more  selfi^sh 
appetite— ^e  morbid  love  of  fame.  High-toned  and 
sensitive  beings  invariably  find  their  most  native  ali- 
ment in  personal  associations.  They  are  sufikieiitly 
aware  that  notoriety  profenea,  that  the  nooks,  aad 
not  the  arena  of  life  afford  the  best  refreshment  It 
is  usually  because  poverty,  ill  health,  domestic  trial, 
political  tyranny,  or  misplaced  affection  has  deprived 
their  hearts  of  a  complete  sanctuary,  that  they  seek 
for  usefulness  and  honour  in  the  fields  of  the  workL 
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[Born  l»— .] 


Miss  S.  Margaret  Fuller  is  a  daughter  of 
the  late  Mr.  Timothy  Fuller,  who  from  1817 
to  1825  was  a  representative  in  Congpress  from 
Massachusetts.  She  exhibited  at  an  early  age 
extraordinary  facility  in  acquiring  languages, 
80  that  her  father  was  accustomed  to  speak  of 
her,  more  than  twenty  years  ago,  as  one  **  bet- 
ter skilled  in  Greek  and  Latin  than  half  of  the 
professors;"  and  alluding  in  one  of  her  essays 
to  her  attachment  to  foreign  literature,  she  her- 
self observes  that  in  childhood  she  had  well- 
nigh  forgotten  her  English  while  constantly 
reading  in  other  tongues. 

She  made  her  first  appearance  as  an  author, 
I  believe,  in  a  translation  of  Eckerman's  Con- 
versations with  Goethe,  published  in  Boston 
in  1839.  When  Mr.  Emerson,  in  the  follow- 
ing year^ established  The  Dial,  she  became 
one  of  the  principal  contributors  to  that  re- 
markable periodical,  in  which  she  wrote  many 
of  the  most  striking  papers  on  literature,  art, 
H  and  society.  In  the  summer  of  1843  she  made 
a  journey  to  the  Sault  St.  Marie,  and  in  the 
next  spring  published  in  Boston  reminiscences 
of  her  tour,  under  the  title  of  Summer  on  the 
Lakes.  The  Dial  having  be^n  discontinued 
she  went  to  reside  in  New  York,  where  she 
had  charge  of  the  literary  department  of  the 
New  York  Tribune,  which  acquired  a  great 
accession  of  reputation  from  her  critical  essays. 
Here  in  1845  she  published  Woman  in  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  an  eloquent  expression 
of  her  discontent  at  having  been  created  fe- 
male ;  and  in  1846,  Papers  on  Literature  and 
Art,  in  two  volumes,  consisting  of  essays  and 
reviews,  reprinted,  with  one  exception,  from 
periodicals. 

Woman  in  the  Nineteenth  Century  is  one 
of  the  most  brilliant  of  the  many  books  on  the 
intellectual  and  social  position  of  woman  that 
has  been  published.  It  is  difficult  however 
to  understand  what  is  its  real  import,  further 
than  to  the  extent  that  the  author  is  ill  satis- 
fied that  there  should  be  difference  in  the  rank 
and  opportunity  of  the  sexes.  That  there 
should  be  some  difference  in  their  sphere  she 
seems  not  unwilling  to  allow.    Like  the  rest 
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of  that  diverting  company  of  worhen  who 
have  contemplated  a  nullification  of  certain 
of  the  statutes  of  nature,  she  would  but  have 
choice  of  places  and  vocations^ 

Summer  on  the  Lakes  evinces  considerable 
descriptive  power,  and  contains  some  good 
verses.  Her  remarks  in  this  work  upon  the 
Indians,  and  that  part  of  our  ethnological  lite- 
rature which  relates  to  them,  are  very  superfi- 
cial, and  incautious  because  this  is  so  apparent. 
She  says  of  Mr.  Schoolcraft's  Algic  Researches 
that  '*  a  worse  book  could  hardly  have  been 
made  of  such  fine  materials,"  that  '*  had  the 
mythologrical  or  hunting  stories  of  the  Indians 
been  written  down  exactly  as  they  were  re- 
ceived from  the  lips  of  the  narrators,  the  collec- 
tion could  not  have  been  surpassed  in  interest,'' 
but  that,  as  it  is,  *'  the  phraseology  in  which 
they  were  expressed  has  be^n  entirely  setaside, 
and  the  flimsy  graces  common  to  the  style  of 
the  annuals  and  souvenirs  substituted  for  the 
Spartan  brevity  and  sinewy  grasp  of  Indian 
speech."  Nothing  can  be  more  ridiculous 
than  this  whole  sentence,  but  it  is  very  cha- 
racteristic. The  phraseology  of  the  tales  has 
of  course  been  *'  set  aside"  in  translating  them 
into  a  language  radically  different,  but  the  an- 
tique simplicity  of  the  originals  has  been  as 
well  preserved  as  the  genius  of  the  English 
tongue  permitted.  The  wife  of  the  amiable 
and  learned  author  who  is  thus  assailed,  her- 
self of  the  aboriginal  race,  and  distinguished 
for  whatever  is  peculiar  in  their  character,  wxDte 
down  and  translated  many  of  these  myths  and 
traditions,  and  it  is  amusing  to  see  even  her 
part  of  the  work  ranked  on  the  score  of  fide- 
lity below  the  few  stories  written  out  by  Mrs. 
Jameson,  who,  however  excellent  as  a  critic  of 
art,  was  here  quite  out  of  her  depth — almost 
as  ignorant  as  Miss  Fuller  herself,  who  when 
this  was  composed  had  been  about  one  week 
west  of  Buffalo,  and  had  seen  perhaps  a  dozen 
vagabond  Indians  across  the  streets  of  Detroit 
and  Chicago. 

She  is  fond  of  epigram,  and  shows  every- 
where a  willingrness  to  advance  any  opinion 
for  the  sake  of  making  a  point.    Thus,  in  a 
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review  of  Mr.  Poe^s  writings,  she  makes  the 
observation  that  "  no  form  §f  literary  activity 
has  so  terribly  degenerated  among  us  as  the 
tale,''  because  it  gave  opportunity  to  remark 
"  that  everybody  who  wants  a  new  hat  or  bon- 
net takes  this  way  to  earn  one  from  the  maga- 
zines or  annuals.*'  This  display  of  wit  was 
too  dearly  purchased  by  so  large  a  sacrifice  of 
integrity.  No  fact  is  more  generally  under- 
stood by  those  who  have  paid  any  attention  to 
the  advancement  and  condition  of  letters  here, 
than  that  the  exact  reverse  of  this  is  true.  Did 
one  who  had  written  with  such  a  positive  dog- 
matism of  American  literature,  know  nothing 
of  the  genial  and  indigenous  humour  of  the 
tales  of  Irving  t  the  extraordinary  exhibitions 
of  passion  and  sentiment  in  those  of  Dana  ? 
the  fine  painting  and  delicate  ideality  in  those 
of  Willis  1  the  metaphysical  subtlety  and  som- 
bre beauty  in  those  of  Poe  ?  the  imagination, 
simplicity,  refinement,  and  tenderness  in  those 
of  Hawthorne?  or  of  the  various  qualities 
which  mark  the  contributions  of  Mre.  Child, 
Mrs.  Kirkland,  Mr.  Simms,  Mr.  HoflTman, 
and  others,  to  this  class  of  our  imaginative 
writings  t 

Miss  Fuller  rarely  attempts  particular  or 
analytical  criticism,  but  c6mmends  or  cen- 
sures every  thing  with  about  an  equal  degree 
of  earnestness.  She  seems  to  think  that  books, 
like  brown  stout,  are  improved  by  the  motion 
of  a  ship,  and  therefore  generally  eulogizes 
those  which  have  been  imported,  and  is  very 
severe  upon  those  of  home  production,  except- 
ing a  few  by  personal  friends,  of  the  I'eading 
of  some  of  which  she  enjoys  a  monopoly. 
These  she  could  praise  with  safety,  but  for 
an  incautious  habit  she  has  of  giving  extracts, 
which  belie  her  commentaries,  as  in  the  case 
of  a  wretched  drama  called  Witchcraft,  which 
in  spite  of  its  quick  damnation  in  the  theatre, 
miglit  have  survived  creditably  enough  in  her 


pages,  but  for  the  verbiage  she  quqtes  from  it 
in  an  appendix. 

The  firet  volume  of  the  Papers  on  Litera- 
ture and  Art  contains  a  short  essay  on  Critics, 
in  which  she  gives  a  brief  exposition  of  her 
views  of  criticism.  It  is  followed  by  a  diar 
logue  between  a  Poet  and  a  Critic ;  an  imagi- 
nary conversation  between  the  Two  Herberts, 
remarks  on  the  Prose  Works  of  Milton,  the 
Life  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh,  the  Modem 
British  Poets,  and  the  Modern  Drama,  and  a 
dialogue  containing  sundry  Glosses  on  Poetic 
Texts.  The  second  volume  contains  remarks 
on  the  Poems  of  Thom,  Prince,  Mre.  Norton, 
Miss  Barrett,  Robert  Browning,  and  the  Lives 
of  Haydn,  Mozart,  Handel,  Bach,  and  Beet- 
hoven; a  Record  of  Impressions  produced 
by  the  Exhibition  of  Mr.  Allston's  Pictures ; 
eulogies  on  Swedenborg  and  Wesley,  and  an 
essay  on  American  Literature,  followed  by 
particular  notices  of  Brockden  Brown,  Haw- 
thorne, and  Longfellow.  Some  of  these  pfli- 
pere  are  admirable,  in  their  way.  They  are 
all  forcible,  and  brilliant  in  a  degree.  But 
the  greater  number  are  pointed  witblpique  or 
prejudice.  They  are  not  profound,  nor  are 
they  catholic. 

Miss  Fuller  has  remarkable  quickness  but 
not  much  subtlety  of  apprehension ;  general, 
but  not  solid  acquirements  ;  and  an  astonish- 
ing facility  in  the  use  of  her  intellectual  fur- 
niture, which  has  secured  her  the  reputatioD 
of  being  one  of  the  best  talkera  of  liie  present 
age.*  Her  written  style  is  generally  excellent, 
— Various,  forcible,  and  picturesque, — though 
sometimes  pedantic  and  careless, — ^very  much 
like  that  of  her  conversation,  and  probably  a 
result  of  but  the  same  degree  of  labour. 

Miss  Fuller's  latest  writings  are  a  series 
of  lettere  commenced  in  the  Tribune  in  the 
fall  of  1846,  under  the  title  of  Scenes  and 
Thoughts  in  Europe. 


^^*^*^^^^^^^^^^^>0^0^0^0^f^0*0^0*^^ 


NIAGARA. 

VBOM  8UMMKB  0!f  THK  LAKK8. 


Ws  have  not  been  fortunate  in  weather,  for  there 
cannot  be  too  much,  or  too  warm  sunlight  for  this 
•cene,  and  the  skies  have  been  lowering  with  cold, 
unkind  winds.  My  nerves,  too  much  braced  up  by 
such  an  atmosphere,  do  not  well  bear  the  continual 
stress  of  sight  and  sound.  For  here  there  is  no 
escape  from  the  weight  of  a  perpetual  creation ;  all 
other  forms  and  motions  come  and  go,  the  tide  rises 


and  recedes,  the  wind,  at  its  mightiest,  moves  in 
gales  and  gusts,  but  here  is  really  an  inceesant,  an 
indefatigable  motion.  Awake  or  asleep,  there  b 
no  escape,  still  this  rushing  round  you  and  through 
you.  It  is  in  this  way  I  have  moat  felt  the  gran- 
deur— aomewhat  eternal,  if  not  infinite. 


*  Mr.  Brownaon,  in  his  Quarterly  Review,  allad«^«  lo 
her  conversations  as  ^'  in  the  hiffhett  degree  bnliiant. 
instructive,  and  inspiring,"  and  I  can  reHdiJy  believe 
them  to  be  io,  from  much  that  I  have  heard  respeciii^ 
them. 
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At  timet  a  secondary  marie  riaea ;  the  cataract 
aeeroa  to  aeize  ita  own  rhythm  and  aing  it  over  again, 
90  that  the  ear  and  soul  are  roused  hy  a  double 
vibration.  This  is  some  effi«t  of  the  wind,  causing 
echoes  to  the  thundering  anthem.  It  is  very  sub- 
lime, giving  the  e£bct  of  a  spiritual  repetition 
through  all  the  apheree. . . . 

All  great  expression,  which,  on  a  superficial  sur- 
vey, seems  so  easy  as  well  as  so  rimple,  furnishes, 
aflter  a  while,  to  the  faithful  observer  its  own  stand- 
ard by  which  to  appreciate  it  Daily  theae  propor- 
tions widened  and  towered  more  and  more  upon 
my  sight,  and  I  got,  ^t  last,  a  proper  foreground 
for  these  sublime  distances.  Before  coming  away, 
I  think  I  really  saw  the  full  wonder  of  the  scene. 
After  awhile  it  so  drew  me  into  itself  as  to  inspire 
an  undefined  dread,  such  as  I  never  knew  before, 
such  as  may  be  felt  when  death  is  about  to  usher 
us  into  a  new  existence.  The  perpetual  trampling 
of  the  waters  seized  my  senses.  I  felt  that  no  other 
sound,  however  near,  could  be  heard,  and.  would 
start  and  look  behind  me  for  a  foe.  I  realized  the 
identity  of  that  mood  of  nature  in  which  these  wa- 
ters were  poured  down  with  such  absorbing  force, 
with  that  in  which  the  Indian  was  shaped  on  the 
same  soil.  For  continually  upon  my  mind  came, 
unsought  and  unwelcome,  images,  such  as  never 
haunted  it  before,  of  naked  savages  stealing  behind 
me  with  uplifted  tomahawks;  again  and  again  this 
illusion  recurred,  and  even  after  I  had  thought  it 
over,  and  tried  to  shake  it  oft)  I  could  not  help 
starting  and  looking  behind  me. . . . 

The  rapids  enchanted  me  far  beyond  what  I  ex- 
pected ;  they  are  so  swift  that  they  cease  to  seem  so ; 
yoo  can  think  only  of  their  beauty.  The  fountain 
beyond  the  Moss  Islands,  I  discovered  for  myself, 
and  thought  it  for  some  time  an  accidental  beauty 
which  it  would  not  do  to  leave,  lest  I  might  never 
see  it  again.  After  I  found  it  permanent,  I  returned 
many  times  to  watch  the  play  of  its  crest.  In  the 
little  waterfall  beyond,  nature  seems,  as  she  often 
does,  to  have  made  a  study  for  some  larger  design. 
She  delights  in  thisy^-a  sketch  within  a  sketch, 
a  dream  within  a  dream.  Wherever  we  see  it, 
the  lines  of  the  great  buttress  in  the  fragment  of 
stone,  the  hues  of  the  waterfall,  copied  in  the  flow- 
ers that  star  its  bordering  mosses,  we  are  delighted ; 
for  all  the  lineaments  become  fluent,  and  we  mould 
the  scene  in  congenial  thought  with  its  genius. . . . 

As  I  rode  up  to  the  neighbourhood  of  the  falls, 
a  solemn  awe  imperceptibly  stole  over  me,  and  the 
deep  sound  of  the  ever-hurrying  rapids  prepared 
my  mind  for  the  lofty  emotions  to  be  experienced. 
When  I  reached  the  hotel,  I  felt  a  strange  indiffer- 
ence  about  seeing  the  aspiration  of  my  life's  hopes. 
I  lounged  about  the  rooms,  read  the  stage  bills  upon 
the  walls,  looked  over  the  register,  and,  finding  the 
name  of  an  acquaintance,  sent  to  see  if  he  was  still 
there.  What  this  hesitation  arose  from,  I  know  not ; 
perhaps  it  was  a  feeling  of  my  un  worthiness  to  enter 
this  temple  which  nature  has  erected  to  its  God. 

At  last,  slowly  and  thoughtfully  I  walked  down  to 
the  bridge  leading  to  Goat  Island,  and  when  I  stood 


upon  this  frail  support,  and  saw  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
of  tumbling,  rushing  rapids,  and  heard  their  everlast- 
ing roar,  my  emotioM  overpowered  me,  a  choking 
sensation  rose  to  my  throat,  a  thrill  rushed  through 
my  veins,  «my  blood  ran. rippling  to  my  finger's 
ends."  This  was  the  climax  of  the  efS^i  which  the 
fiilU  produced  upon  me— neither  the  American  nor 
the  British  fall  moved  me  as  did  these  rapids.  For 
the  magnificence,  the  sublimity  of  the  latter  I  was 
prepared  by  descriptions  and  by  paintings.  When 
I  arrived  in  sight  of  them  I  merely  felt, «  ah,  yes,  here 
is  the  fall,  just  as  I  have  seen  it  in  picture.*'  When 
I  arrived  at  the  terrapin  bridge,  I  expected  to  be 
overwhelmed,  to  retire  trembling  -from  this  giddy 
eminence,  and  gaze  with  unlimited  wonder  and  awe^ 
upon  the  immense  mass  rolling  on  and  on,  but,  some- 
how or  other,  I  thought  only  of  comparing  the  eflect 
on  my  mind  with  what  I  had  read  and  heard.  I 
looked  for  a  short  time,  and  then  with  almost  a  feel- 
ing of  disappointment,  turned  to  go  to  the  other 
points  of  view  to  see  if  I  was  not  mistaken  in  not 
feeling  any  surpasring  emotion  at  this  sight.  But 
from  the  foot  of  Biddle's  stairs,  and  the  middle  of 
the  river,  and  from  below  the  table  rock,  it  was  still 
«  barren,  barren  all."  And,  provoked  with  my  stu- 
pidity in  feeling  most  moved  in  the  wrong  place,  I 
turned  away  to  the  hotel,  determined  to  set  ofl*  for 
Buflalo  that  afternoon.  But  the  stage  did^ot  go, 
and,  afVer  nightfall,  as  there  was  a  splendid  moon,  I 
went  down  to  the  bridge,  and  leaned  over  the  para- 
pet, where  the  boiling  rapids  came  down  in  their 
might  It  was  grand,  and  it  was  also  gorgeous ;  the 
yellow  rays  of  the  moon  made  the  broken  waves 
appear  like  auburn  tresses  twining  around  the  black 
rocks.  But  they  did  not  inspire  me  as  before.  I 
felt  a  foreboding  of  a  mightier  emotion  to  rise  up 
and  swallow  all  others,  and  I  passed  on  to  the  ter- 
rapin bridge.  Every  thing  was  changed,  the  misty 
apparition  had  taken  off  its  many-coloured  crown 
which  it  had  worn  by  day,  and  a  bow  of  silvery 
white  spanned  its  summit  The  moonligl^  gave  a 
poetical  indefiniteness  to  the  distant  parts  of  the 
waters,  and  while  the  rapids  were  glancing  in  her 
beams,  the  river  below  the  falls  was  black  as  night, 
save  where  the  reflection  of  the  sky  gave  it  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  shield  of  blued  steel.  No  gaping 
tourists  loitered,  eyeing  with  their  glasses,  or  sketch- 
ing on  cards  the  hoary  locks  of  the  ancient  river  god. 
All  tended  to  harmonize  with  the  natural  grandeur 
of  the  scene.  I  gazed  long.  I  saw  how  here  muta- 
bility and  unchangeablcness  were  united.  I  sur- 
veyed the  conspiring  waters  rushing  against  the 
rocky  ledge  to  overthrow  it  at  one  mad  plunge,  till, 
like  toppling  ambition,  o'erleaping  themselves,  they 
fall  on  l^other  side,  expanding  into  foam  ere  they 
reach  the  deep  channel  where  they  creep  submis* 
rively  away. 

Then  arose  in  my  breast  a  genuine  admiration, 
and  an  humble  adoration  of  the  Being  who  was  the 
architect  of  this  and  of  all.  Happy  were  the  first 
discoverers  of  Niagara,  those  who  could  come  un- 
awares upon  this  view  and  upon  that,  whose  feelings 
were  entirely  their  own. 


J.  T.  HEADLEY. 
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Tm  first  American  ^cestor  of  Mr.  Head- 
lit  was  the  eldest  son  of  an  English  baronet, 
who  came  to  this  country  in  consequence  of  a 
domestic  quanel,  and  ultimately  refused  the 
^mily  estate,  which  is  now  held  by  Sir  Fran- 
cis Headley,  the  author  of  a  work  of  some 
note  on  chemistry.  Mr.  Headley  was  born  on 
the  tliirtieth  of  December,  1814,  at  Holton,in 
New  York,  where  his  father  was  settled  as  a 
clergyman.  It  is  a  wild  and  romantic  spot,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Delaware,  and  his  early  fami- 
liarity with  its  scenery  doubtless  occasioned 
much  of  his  love  of  mountain  climbing,  and 
indeed  his  descriptive  power.  He  commenced 
his  studies  with  the  law  in  view,  but  changed 
his  pl^  and  af\er  graduating,  at  Union  Col- 
lege, became  a  student  of  theology,  at  Auburn. 
He  was  licensed  in  New  York,  and  a  church 
was  offered  him  in  that  city,  but  his  health  was 
feeble,  and  his  physician  dissuaded  him  from 
attempting  to  preach.  Unwilling,  however, 
to  abandon  his  profession  without  an  effort, 
he  took  charge  of  a  small  church  in  Stock- 
bridge,  in  Massachusetts,  where  he  thought  he 
could  give  himself  the  most  favourable  trial, 
but  aAer  two  years  and  a  half,  broke  down 
completely,  and  planned  a  European  tour  and 
residence  for  his  recovery.  He  went  to  Italy 
in  the  summer  of  1843,  intending  to  spend  the 
winter  there,  the  summer  in  Switzerland,  and 
the  next  winter  in  the  East.  The  state  of  his 
health,  however,  led  to  some  modification  of 
hi9  design :  he  remained  in  Italy  only  about 
eicrht  months,  travelled  some  time  in  Switzer- 
land,  passed  through  Germany  and  the  Nether- 
lands, went  into  Belgium,  thence  to  France, 
then  over  England  and  Wales,  and  finally  home, 
having  been  absent  less  than  two  years.  His 
health  being  worse  than  when  he  wient  abroad, 
he  gave  up  all  idea  of  following  his  profes- 
sion, and  turned  his  attention  to  literature. 

His  first  publication  Mras  a  translation  from 
the  German,  which  appeared  anonymously, 
in  1844.  In  the  following  year  he  gave  to 
the  press  Letters  from  Italy  and  the  Alps  and 
the  Rhine,  and  in  1846,  Napoleon  and  his 
Marshals,  and  The  Sacred  Mountains. 
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Mr.  Headley  is  one  of  the  most  promising  of 
the  youthful  writers  of  this  country.  He  has 
shown  his  capacity  to  write  an  agreeable  book, 
and  to  write  a  popular  one.  His  "Letters  from 
Italy  is  a  work  upon  which  a  man  of  taste 
will  be  gratified  to  linger.  It  possesses  the 
unfatiguing  charms  of  perfect  simplicity  and 
truth.  It  exhibits  a  thousand  lively  traits,  of 
an  ingenuous  nature,  which,  formed  in  a  sin- 
cere and  unsophisticated  society,  and  then 
brought  into  the  midst  of  the  old  world,  retains 
all  its  freshness  and  distinctiveness,  and  ob- 
serves with  native  intelligence  every  thing 
that  is  striking  in  the  life  and  manners  and 
scenery  around  it  There  is  a  grraceful  frank- 
ness pervades  the  composition,  which  engages 
the  interest  of  the  reader  in  the  author  as  well 
as  in  the  subject.  We  meet,  everywhere,  the 
evidences  of  manly  feeling,  pure  sympathies, 
and  an  honourable  temper.  In  many  of  the 
passages  there  is  a  quiet  and  almost  uncon- 
scious humour,  which  reminds  us  of  the  deli- 
cate raillery  of  The  Spectator.  The  style  is 
delightfully  free  from  every  thing  bookish  and 
commonplace ;  it  is  natural,  fiimiliar,  and  idio- 
matic. It  approaches,  as  a  work  of  that  de- 
sign ought  to  do,  the  animation,  variety,  and 
ease,  of  spoken  language. 

The  work  called  Napoleon  and  his  Marshals 
was  written  to  be  popular.  The  author  obvi- 
ously contemplated  nothing  but  effect.  In  that 
point  of  view,  it  displays  remarkable  talent  for 
accomplishing  a  proposed  object,  l^e  figures 
and  scenes  are  delineated  with  that  freedom 
and  breadth  of  outline,  and  in  that  vivid  and 
strongly  contrasted  style  of  colouring,  which 
are  well  calculated  to  attract  and  delight  the 
people.  If  it  were  regarded  as  a  work  written  to 
satisfy  his  own  ideas  of  excellence,  and  as  the 
measure  of  his  best  abilities,  it  could  not  be 
considered  as  adding  any  thing  to  his  repota- 
tion.  He  has  taken  the  subject  np  wiUi  ar- 
dour, but  with  little  previous  preparation :  the 
work  therefore  indicates  imperfect  informatioD, 
immature  views  of  character,  and  many  hasty 
and  unconsidered  opinions.  The  style  has 
the  same  melodramatic  exaggeration  which 
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tbe  whole  desigrn  of  the  work  exhibits.  Yet 
unquestionably  there  is  power  manifested  even 
in  the  faults  of  brilliant  sketches.  There  is 
that  exuberant  copiousness  of  imagination 
and  passion,  which,  if  it  be  not  admirable  in 
itself,  is  interesting  as  the  excess  of  youthful 
genius.  We  accept  it  as  a  promise,  but  are 
not  satisfied  with  it  as  a  production.  If  it  be 
true,  however,  as  has  been  stated,  that  some 
five  thousand  copies  of  this  book  have  been 
disposed  of  in  the  few  months  that  have 
elapsed  since  its  publication,  Mr.  Headley 
has  many  motives  to  disregard  the  warnings 
whidi  may  be  mingled  with  his  triumph. 

I  am  unwilling  to  trust  myself  in  a  detailed 
criticism  of  Mr.  Headley's  latest  work, — ^The 
Sacred  Mountains.  He  may  readily  be  ac- 
quitted of  intentional  ineverence ;  but  he  has 
displayed  a  most  unfortunate  want  of  judg- 
ment, and  a  singular  insensibility  to  the  cha- 
racter of  the  subjects  which  he  undertook  to 
handle.  The  attempt  to  approximate  and  fami- 
liarize the  incidents  of  the  Deluge,  to  illustrate 
the  Transfiguration  by  historical  contrasts,  and 
to  heighten  the  agony  and  awe  of  the  Cruci- 
fixion by  the  extravagancies  of  rhetoric,  has 
produced  an  effect  that  is  purely  displeasing. 
As  events  in  the  annals  of  the  world,  those 
august  occurrences  '*  stand  solitary  and  sub- 
lime," and  are  only  to  be  viewed  through  the 
passionless  ether  of  the  inspired  narrative. 
As  mysteries  of  faith,  and  symbols  of  a  truth 
before  which  our  nature  bows  down,  they  re- 


cede  into  the  infinite  distance  of  sanctity  and 
worship.  In  a  literary  point  of  view  Mr. 
Headley's  desigrn  has  much  the  same  success 
that  would  attend  an  effort  to  represent  the 
stars  of  heaven,  the  horror  of  an  eclipse,  or  the 
roseate  beauty  of  an  evening  sky,  by  the  whiz 
and  crackle  of  artificial  fireworks. 

We  think  so  highly  of  Mr.  Headley's  natu- 
ral powers,  that  we  feel  a  concern  in  their 
proper  direction  and  development.  The  fasci- 
nation of  strong  writing,  the  love  of  rhetorical 
effect,  have  proved  the  ^^torva  voluptm^^  }m 
which  American  genius  has  often  been  be- 
trayed and  sacrificed.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
Mr.  Headley  will  recover  in  time  from  the 
dangerous  intoxication.  He  should  remem- 
ber that  the  spirit  of  literary  art  is  essentially 
natural,  simple,  and  calm ;  that  it  is  advanced, 
not  by  sympathy  with  the  passions  of  the  mul- 
titude, but  by  lonely  communion  with  that  high 
idea  of  excellence,  which  is  pure,  permanent, 
and  sacred  ;  that  it  dwells  not  in  excitement, 
and  the  fervent  endeavour  after  an  oi^prard  re- 
sult, but  in  the  quiet  yet  earnest  development 
of  those  inward  instincts  of  grace  and  beauty 
which  are  the  creative  energy  of  genius.  Mr. 
Headley's  first  move  in  literature  was  a  com- 
mendable and  successful  one,  and  he  could  not 
do  better  for  his  true  fame  than  to  retrace  his 
steps,  and  recover  the  line  of  his  earliest  efforts. 

— Besides  the  works  above  mentioned  Mr. 
Headley  has  published  several  orations  and 
many  able  articles  in  the  reviews. 


SALERNO. 

rSOM  LETTERS  FROM  CTAXT. 


The  great  beauty  of  Salerno  is  its  bay.  We 
returned  to  our  hotel,  and,  sitting  down  on  a  bal- 
cony that  overlooked  it,  drank  in  the  fresh  evening 
air,  and  feasted  on  the  quiet  beauty  of  the  scene. 
The  sun  went  down  over  Amalfi,  pencilling  with 
itii  last  beams  the  distant  mountains  that  curved 
into  the  sea  beyond  Psslum.  Along  the  beach, 
on  which  the  ripples  were  laying  their  lips  with  a 
gentle  murmur,  a  group  of  soldiers  in  their  gay 
uniform  was  strolling,  waking  the  drowsy  echoes 
of  evening  with  their  stirring  bugle-notes.  The 
music  was  sweet ;  and  at  such  an  hour,  in  such  a 
scene,  doubly  so.  They  wandered  carelessly  along, 
now  standing  on  the  very  edge  of  the  sand  where 
the  ripples  died,  and  now  hidden  from  sight  behind 
some  projecting  point  where  the  sound  confined, 
and  thrown  back,  came  faint  and  distant  on  the 
ear,  till  emerging  again  into  view,  the  martial  strain 
swelled  out  in  triumphant  notes  till  the  rocks  above 
and  around  were  alive  with  echoes.     It  was  a 


dreamy  hour ;  and  just  then,  as  if  on  purpose  to 
glorify  the  whole,  the  full  moon  rose  up  over  the 
sea  and  poured  its  flood  of  light  over  the  waters, 
tipping  every  ripple  with  silver,  and  making  the 
whole  beach,  where  the  water  touched  it,  a  chain 
of  pearls.  One  by  one  my  friends  had  dropped 
away  to  their  rooms  till  I  was  left  alone. . . .Every 
vagrant  sound  had  ceased,  except,  the  very  faint 
murmur  of  the  swell  on  the  beach.  The  gray  old 
mountains  were  looking  down  on  Salerno,  and  Sa- 
lerno on  the  sea ;  and  all  was  quiet  as  night  ever 
is  when  left  alone.  And  yet,  quiet  and  peaceful 
as  it  was,  it  had  been  the  scene  of  stirrmg  conflicts. 
There  were  the  moonbeams  sleeping  on  the  wall 
against  which  Hannibal  had  once  thundered  with 
his  fierce  Africans ;  and  along  that  beach  the  wild 
war-cry  of  the  Saracen  had  rung,  and  women  and 
children  lain  in  slaughtered  heaps.  But  the  bold 
Saracen  and  bolder  African  had  passed  away, 
while  the  sea  and  the  rocks  remained  the  same. 
I  turned  to  my  c&uch,  not  wondering  the  poets  of 
the  Augustan  age  sang  so  much  and  so  sweetly 
of  Salerno. 
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NAPLES. 

WmOU  THX  tAMX. 


To-irioHT  we  arrived  from  Cafltellamare.  Oar 
road  wound  along  the  bay — near  Pompeii,  through 
Torre  del  Greco,  into  the  dty.  The  aky  waa 
darkly  overcast — the  wind  waa  high  and  angry, 
and  the  usually  quiet  bay  threw  its  aroused  and 
rapid  swell  on  the  beach.  Along  the  horizon,  be- 
tween the  sea  and  sky,  hung  a  storm-cloud  blacker 
than  the  water.  Here  and  there  waa  a  small  sail- 
ing-craft, or  fisherman's  boat,  pulling  for  the  shpre, 
while  those  on  the  beach  were  dragging  their  boats 
still  farther  up  on  the  sand,  in  preparation  for  the 
'Hipidly-gathering  storm.  There  is  always  some- 
thing fearful  in  this  bustling  preparation  for  a  tem- 
pest It  was  peculiarly  so  here.  The  roar  of  the 
sarge  was  on  one  side ;  on  the  other  lay  a  buried 
city — a  smoking  mountain ;  while  our  very  road 
was  walled  with  lava  that  cooled  on  the  spot  where 
it  stood.  The  column  of  smoke  that  Vesuvius 
usually  sent  so  calmly  into  the  sky,  now  lay  on  a 
level  with  the  summit,  and  rolled  rapidly  inland, 
before  the  fierce  sea-blast  It  might  have  been 
fiuicy ;  but,  amid  such  elements  of  strength,  and 
such  memories  and  monuments  of  their  fury,  it 
did  seem  as  if  it  wanted  but  a  single  touch  to  send 
valley,  {j^wns,  mountain,  and  all,  like  a  fired  maga- 
zine into  the  air.  Clouds  of  dust  rolled  over  us, 
blotting  out  even  the  road  from  our  view ;  while 
the  dull  report  of  cannon  from  Naples,  coming  at 
intervals  on  our  ears,  added  to  the  contusion  and 
loneliness  of  the  scene.  As  we  entered  the  city 
and  rode  along  the  port,  the  wild  tossing  of  the 
tall  masts  as  the  heavy  hulls  rocked  on  the  waves, 
the  creaking  of  the  timbers,  and  the  muffled  shouts 
of  seamen,  as  they  threw  their  fastenings,  added 
to  the  gloom  of  the  evening ;  and  I  went  to  my 
room,  feeling  that  I  should  not  be  surprised  to  find 
myself  aroused  at  any  moment  by  the  rocking  of 
an  earthquake  under  me.  The  night  did  not  dis- 
appoint the  day,  and  set  in  with  a  wildnoss  and 
fury,  that  these  fire-countries  alone  exhibit  My 
room  overlooked  the  bay  and  Vesuvius.  The  door 
opened  upon  a  large  balcony.  As  I  stood  on  this, 
and  heard  the  gnroaning  of  the  vessels  below,  reel- 
ing in  the  darkness,  and  the  sullen  sound  of  the 
surge,  as  it  fell  on  the  beach,  while  the  heavy  tbun- 
^  der  rolled  over  the  sea,  and  shook  the  city  on  its 
foundations, — I  felt  I  would  not  live  in  Naples. 
Ever  and  anon  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning  would 
throw  distant  Vesuvius  in  bold  relief  against  the 
sky,  with  his  forehead  completely  wrapped  in 
clouds  that  moved  not  to  the  blast,  but  clung  there, 
as  if  in  solemn  consultation  witii  the  mountain 
upon  the  night  Overhead  the  clouds  were  driven 
in  every  direction,  and  nature  seemed  bestirring  her- 
self for  some  wild  work.  At  length  the  heavy  rain- 
drops began  to  fall,  one  by  one,  as  if  pressed  from 
the  clouds ;  and  I  turned  to  my  room,  feeling  that 
the  storm  would  weep  itself  away. 


THE  MISERERE  AT  ROME. 

rBOM  TBS  SAMS.      ' 


Thx  night  on  which  oar  Saviour  is  auppoari  to 
have  died  is  selected  for  this  service.  The  Marine 
Chapel  is  dimly  lighted,  to  correspond  with  the 
gloom  of  the  scene  shadowed  forth. . . .  The  oere- 
moniea  coyimenced  with  the  chanting  of  the  La- 
mentationa.  Thirteen  candles,  in  the  form  of  an 
erect  triangle,  -were  lighted  up  in  the  beginning, 
representing  the  difierent  motiU  lights  of  the  an- 
cient church  of  Israel.  One  after  another  vras  ex- 
tinguished as  the  chant  proceeded,  until  the  last 
and  brightest  one  at  the  top,  representing  CkrvA, 
was  put  out  As  they  one  by  one  slowly  dis^ 
peared  in  the  deepening  gloom,  a  blacker  night 
seemed  gathering  over  the  hopes  and  Cute  of  man, 
and  the  lamentation  grew  wilder  and  deeper.  But 
as  the  Prophet  of  propt^ets,  the  Light,  the  Hope  of 
the  world,  disappeared,  the  lament  suddenly  o^scd. 
Not  a  sound  was  beard  amid  die  deepening  gloom. 
The  catastrophe  was  too  awfyl,  and  the  shock  too 
great  to  admit  of  speech.  He  who  had  been  pour- 
ing his  sorrowful  notes  over  the  departure  of  the 
good  and  great  seemed  struck  suddenly  dumb  at 
this  greatest  wo.  Stunned  and  stupified,  he  could 
not  contemplate  the  mighty  disaster.  I  never  felt 
a  heavier  pressure  on  my  heart  than  at  this  mo- 
ment The  chapel  was  packed  in  every  inch  of  it, 
even  out  of  the  door  hx  back  into  the  ample  hall, 
and  yet  not  a  sound  was  he-ard.  I  could  hear  the 
breathing  of  the  mighty  multitude,  and  amid  it  the 
suppressed  hal  f-draw  n  sigh.  Like  the  chanter,  each 
man  seemed  to  say,  *<  Christ  is  gone,  we  are  orphans 
— all  orphans !"  The  silence  at  length  became  too 
painful.  I  thought  I  should  shriek  out  in  agony, 
when  suddenly  a  low  wail,  so  desolate  and  yet  so 
sweet,  so  despairing  and  yet  so  tender,  like  the  last 
strain  of  a  hroken  heart,  stole  slowly  t>ut  from  the 
distant  darkness  and  swelled  over  the  throng,  that 
the  tears  rushed  unbidden  to  my  eyes,  and  I  could 
have  wept  like  a  child  in  sympathy.  It  then  died 
away  as  if  the  grief  were  too  great  for  the  strain. 
Fainter  and  fainter,  like  the  dying  tone  of  a  late, 
it  sunk  away  as  if  the  last  sigh  of  sorrow  was  ended, 
when  suddenly  there  burst  through  the  arches  a 
cry  so  piercing  and  shrill  that  it  seemed  not  the 
voice  of  song,  but  the  language  of  a  wounded  and 
dying  heart  in  its  last  agonizing  tfaiob.  The  mul- 
titude swayed  to  it  like  the  forest  to  the  blast 
Again  it  ceased,  and  broken  sobs  of  exhausted 
grief  alone  were  heard.  In  a  moment  the  whole 
choir  joined  their  lament  and  seemed  to  weep  with 
the  weeper.  Afler  a  few  notes  they  paused  again, 
and  that  sweet,  melancholy  voice  mourned  on  akme. 
Its  note  is  still  in  my  ear.  I  wanted  to  aee  ^ 
singer.  It  seemed  as  if  such  sounds  could  come 
from  nothing  but  a  broken  heart  Oh !  how  un- 
like the  joyful,  the  triumphant  anthem  that  swept 
through  the  same  chapel  on  the  morning  that  lyia- 
bolized  the  resurrection. 
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CORNELIUS  MATHEWS. 


[Born  1S15.] 


Mr.  Mathews  was  born  in  New  Ybrk  in 
1815,  and  was  ^duated  at  the  university  of 
that  city  when  about  twenty  years  of  age.  He 
soon  after  entered  upon  the  study  of  the  law, 
and  in  due  time  was  admitted  to  practise  as 
an  attorney  and  counsellor.  His  attention, 
however,  has  been  mainly  given  to  literature, 
and  probably  no  one  of  our  younger  authors 
has  written  more  largely.  From  1835  to  1838 
he  was  a  contributor  to  the  Knickerbocker 
and  American  Monthly  magazines,  in  which* 
appeared  some  of  his  best  sketches  of  life  and 
manners.  In  1838  he  published  The  Mot- 
ley Book,  a  series  of  tales  and  sketches,  of 
a  humorous  character.  In  1839  he  delivered 
an  Address  on  the  True  Aims  of  Life,  before 
the  alumni  of  the  New  York  University;  and 
in  the  same  year  appeared  his  Behemoth,  a 
Legend  of  the  Mound  Builders,  in  which  he 
endeavoured  to  make  the  gigantic  relics  which 
have  been  discovered  in  the  central  parts  of 
the  continent  subservient  to  the  purposes  of 
the  imagination.  The  conception  was  a  fine 
one,  but  the  execution,  although  the  work  em- 
braces some  good  passages,  was  generally  bad, 
evincing  a  want  of  both  taste  and  power.  In 
1840  he  gave  the  public  The  Politicians,  a 
Comedy,  in  five  acts,  designed  to  exhibit  the 
various  humours  attending  the  election  of  an 
alderman  in  the  city  of  New  York,  and  in  the 
same  year,  with  his  friend  Mr.  £.  A.  Duyck- 
inck,  a  man  of  much  cultivation  and  an  agreea- 
ble style  of  writing,  he  commenced  Arcturus, 
a  monthly  magazine,  which  was  continued  a 
year  and  a  half.  In  its  pages  appeared  his 
Wakondah,  the  Master  of  Life,  a  poetical  frag- 
ment founded  upon  an  Indian  tradition ;  and 
The  Career  of  Puffer  Hopkins,  a  novel,  of 
which  three  or  four  editions  have  since  been 
issued.  In  184*2  he  published  several  pamph- 
lets on  International  Copyright,  and  in  the 
following  year.  Poems  on  Man,  in  the  Ame- 
rican Republic,  which,  though  unfinished  and 
rough,  are  terse,  and  evince  reflection  and  man- 
ly feeling.  In  1843  also  appeared  a  complete 
edition  of  his  various  writings,  up  to  that  pe- 
riod.   His  last  work.  Big  AJbel  and  the  Little 


Manhattan,  was  published  in  Wiley  and  Put- 
nam's Library  of  American  Books,  in  1845. 

The  longest,  mostambitious,  and  best  known 
flff  the  works  of  Mr.  Mathews,  is  The  Career  of 
Puffer  Hopkins.  The  object  appears  to  be  to 
illustrate  the  every-day  life  of  the  middlir^ 
and  lower  classes  in  New  York.  The  main 
story  is  that  of  the  public  advancement  of  a 
vulgar  politician ;  but  it  is  interrupted  by  many 
scenes  and  incidents  that  in  no  way  assist  in 
arriving  at  the  conclusion,  in  which  are  intro- 
duced the  inhabitants  and  frequenters  of  the 
dens  of  crime  and  wretchedness  in  the  city. 
The  book  has  some  merits.  The  characters 
are  drawn  with  considerable  vigour  and  dis- 
tinctness, and  they  are  very  well  susUined,  in 
dialogue  and  action.  But  Puffer  Hopkins  is 
no  more  a  representative  of  life  in  New  York 
than  it  is  of  life  in  Dublin.  From  beginning 
to  end  it  has  scarcely  a  gleam  of  vraisemblance. 
Its  whole  spirit  is  low  and  base,  and  as  untrue 
as  it  is  revolting.  If,  as  the  author  intimates 
in  his  preface,  it  was  his  hope  to  produce  a 
book  '^  characteristic  and  national  in  its  fea- 
tures," surely  no  hope  was  ever  more  com- 
pletely disappointed. 

Big  Abel  and  the  Little  Manhattan  is  a 
suggestive  parallel  between  the  present  and 
primitive  condition  of  New  York.  A  great- 
grandson  of  the  navigator  Hudson,  and  the 
heir  of  the  last  chief  of  the  Mannahatoes,  are 
supposed  to  have  in  -contemplation  a  suit 
against  the  corporation  of  the  city,  for  the 
whole  of  its  territory,  and  are  represented  as 
wandering  about  its  streets  and  squares,  agree- 
ing upon  a  division  #f  the  property  they  expect 
to  acquire. 

The  style  of  Mr.  Mathews  is  unnatural,  and 
in  many  places  indicates  a  mind  accustomed  to 
the  contemplation  of  vulgar  depravity.  Who 
would  think  of  finding  such  names  as  ^^  Hob- 
bleshank,"  "  Greasy  Peterson,"  "  Fishblatt," 
or  "  Flab,"  in  Washington  Irving  or  Natha- 
niel Hawthorne?  but  they  are  characteristic 
of  Puffer  Hopkins.  His  language  is  some- 
times affectedly  quaint,  and  when  more  natu- 
ral, though  comparatively  fresh,  it  is  rude  and 
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uncouth.  Some  writers  are  said  to  adyanca 
on  stilts ;  our  author  may  be  said  to  procee^ 
difficultly,  8trainingly,jerkingly  through  mire. 
The  charge  of  a  want  of  nationality  is  some- 
what stale,  but  as  copies  of  the  works  of  Mr. 
Mathews  have  gone  abroad,  it  is  proper  to 
say  th-it  nothing  has  ever  been  printed  in  this 
country  that  exhibits  less  the  national  charac- 
ter. It  is  not  intended  here  to  say  that  The 
Politicians  and  Puffer  Hopkins  are  German, 
French,  or  English,  but  merely  that  they  are 
not  in  any  kind  or  degree  American,  The 
most  servile  of  all  our  copyists  have  thus  far 
been  those  who  have  talked  most  of  originali- 
ty, as  if  to  divert  attention  from  their  felt  defi- 
ciencies in  this  respect  Our  "  Young  Ame- 
rica" had  not  wit  enough  to  coin  for  itself  a 
name,  but  must  parody  one  used  in  England ; 
and  in  its  pronunciamerUo  in  favour  of  a  fresh 
and  vigorous  literature,  it  adopts  a  quaint 
phraseology,  that  so  far  from  having  been  bom 
here,  or  even  naturalized,  was  never  known 
among4(U9,  except  to  the  readers  of  very  old 
books  and  the  Address  of  the  Copjrright  Club. 
In  all  its  reviews  of  literature  and  art,  the 
standards  are  English,  which  would  be  well 


enough,  perhaps,  if  they  were  English  stan- 
dards, but  they*  are  the  fifth  rate  men  with 
whose  writings  only  their  own  can  be  com- 
pared. Their  very  clamor  about  Americanism 
is  borrowed  from  the  most  worthless  foreign 
scribblers,  and  has  reference  chiefly  to  the  com- 
paratively unimportant  matter  of  style.  Of 
genuine  nationality  they  seem  to  have*iio  jost 
apprehension.  It  has  littfe  to  do  with  any 
peculiar  collocation  of  words,  but  is  the  po'- 
vading  feeling  and  opinion  of  a  country,  lea- 
vening all  its  written  thought.  And  the  prime 
argument  in  favour  of  an  international  recog- 
nition of  copyright  (aside  from  that  of  justice 
to  the  pillaged  author)  arises  from  the  fuct  that 
under  the  present  system  the  real  education 
of  the  popular  heart  is  yielded  too  exclusively 
to  men  taught  by  a  different  experience  and 
under  different  institutions.  The  absurdest  of 
all  schemes  is  that  of  creating  a  national  lite- 
rature by  inventing  tricks  of  speech,  or  by  any 
sort  of  forced  onginality.  Of  which,  proof 
enough  may  be  found  in  the  writings  of  Mr. 
Mathews,  who  wroto  very  good  English  and 
very  good  sense  until  he  was  infected  with 
the  disease  of  building  up  a  national  literature. 


THE  MISSION  OF  HOBBLESHANK. 


PBOM   PUPPER  HOPKim. 


Thehe  was  one  that  toiled  in  Puffer's  behalf 
more  like  a  spirit  than  a  man ;  a  little  shrunken 
figure,  that  was  everywhere,  for  days  before  the 
canvas ;  a  univerbal  ^csence,  lureathing  in  every 
ear  the  iiaran  of  PiAer.  There  was  not  a  tap- 
room that  he  did  not  haunt;  no  obscure  alley  into 
which  he  did  not  penetrate,  and  make  its  reeking 
atmosphere  vocal  with  his  praises.  Wherever  a 
group  of  tal};crs  or  citizens  were  gathered,  the  little 
old  man  glided  in  and  dropped  a  word  that  might 
bear  fruit  at  the  ballot-box.  At  nightfall  he  would 
mix  with  crowds  of  shipwrights'  prentices  and  la- 
bourers, and  kindle  their  rugged  hearts  with  the 
Uiought  of  tho  young  candidate. 

He  stopped  not  with  grown  men  and  voters,  but 
seizing  moments  when  he  could,  he  whispered  the 
name  in  childi-en's  ears,  that,  being  borne  to  parents 
by  gentle  Vipa,  it  might  be  mixed  with  kindly  re- 
collections, and  so  be  made  triumphant. 

It  was  given  out  that  the  Blinkentes  had  esta- 
blished or  discovered,  in  some  under-ground  tene- 
ments that  never  saw  light  of  day,  a  great  warren 
of  voters.  When  the  toilsome  old  man  learned  of 
this  burrow  that  was  to  be  sprung  against  his  fa- 
vourite, he  looked  about  for  an  equal  mine,  whence 
voters  might  be  dug  in  scores,  at  a  moment's  no- 
tice, ahould  occasion  demand.     With  this  in  view, 


one  afternoon,  he  entered  Water  street,  at  Peck 
aUp,  like  a  skilful  miner,  as  though  a  great  shaft 
had  been  sunk  just  there. 

A  strange  cUmatc  it  was  that  he  was  entering ; 
one  where  the  reek  and  soil  are  so  thick  and  fer- 
tile, that  they  seem  to  breed  endless  flights  of  gmt 
white  overcoats,  and  red*breasted  shirts,  and  fljiog 
blue  trowsers,  that  swarm  in  the  air,  and  fix,  like 
so  many  bats,  against  the  house  sides. 

Tropical  too,  for  there's  not  a  gaudy  ccdour, 
green,  or  red,  or  orange-yellow,  that  the  son,  shin- 
ing through  the  smoky  atmosphere,  does  not  brii^ 
out  upon  the  house  fronts ;  and  for  inhabitants  df 
the  region,  there  are  countless  brottd-backcd  gnh 
tlcmen,  who,  plucking  from  some  one  of  the  neish- 
bouring  depositories  a  cloth  roundnlK)ut,  and  a  bbck 
tarpaulin,  sit  in  tho  doorways  launching  their  ci- 
gars upon  the  street,  or  gather  within. 

Hobbleshank,  a  resident  of  the  inland  quarter  of 
the  city,  certainly  came  upon  tlicse,  with  bis  frock 
and  eye-glass,  as  a  traveller  and  landsman  firom  fiir 
in  the  interior ;  and  when  he  firpt  made  bis  ap- 
pearance in  their  thoioagh&re,  looking  hard  aboitf 
with  his  sin^e  eyo,  it  could  not  be  cause  of  sur- 
prise that  they  wondered  aloud  as  he  passed,  where 
the  little  old  blubber  had  come  from 

But  when,  as  he  got  accustomed  to  the  place,  be 
accosted  them  with  a  gentle  voice,  said  a  compb- 
mentary  word  for  their  sign-board,  with  its  fiiO- 
length  sailor's  laas — Hope  upon  her  anchor,  or 
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■tardy  Slrength,  standing  square  upon  his  pins — 
they  began  at  once  to  have  a  fancy  for  the  old  man. 

He  paned  from  house  to  house,  making  friends 
in  each.  Sometimes  he  made  his  way  into  the 
bar-room,  where,  seated  against  the  wall,  on- benches 
all  around  the  sanded  floor,  with  dusty  bamboo 
rods,  alligator  skins,  outlandish  eggs,  and  sea-weeds 
plucked  among  the  Caribe^  or  the  Pacific  islands, 
or  some  far-off  shore,  he  would  linger  by  the  hour, 
listening''  with  all  the  wondering  patience  of  a 
.  child,  to  their  ocean-talk.  And  when  they  were 
through,  he  would  draw  a  homely  similitude 
between  their  story — the  perils  their  ship  had 
crossed-^with  the  good  ship  of  state ;  and  then  tell 
them  of  a  young  friend  of  his,  who  was  on  trinl 
before  the  ship's  crew  for  a  master's  place*  Be- 
fore he  left,  in  nine  cases  of  ten,  they  gave  their 
hands  for  Puflfer,  sometimes  even  rising  and  con- 
firming it  with  a  cheer  that  shook  the  house,  and 
brought  their  messmates  thronging  in  from  the 
neighbourhood,  when  the  story  would  be  recited  to 
them  by  a  dozen  voices,  and  new  recruits  to  Puf- 
fer's side  enrolled. 

Then,  again,  he  would  be  told  of  an  old  sick 
sailor  in  an  upper  chamber — tied  there  by  racking 
pains  in  bis  joints,  answering,  they  would  say, 
each  wrench  to  the  trials  his  old  ship's  timbers 
wore  passing  through  on  the  voyage  she  was  now 
out  upon — and  mounting  up,  he  would  find  him 
busy  in  his  painful  leisure,  building  a  seventy-six, 
razeed  to  the  size  of  a  cock-boat,  for  the  landlord's 
mantle.  Gaining  upon  him  by  degrees,  Hobble- 
shank  would  sit  at  his  side ;  and  by-and-by,  when 
he  saw  it  would  be  kindly  taken,  gathering  up  a 
thread  of  t^vine  or  two,  and  helping  to  form  a 
length  of  cable  or  rigi;ing.  By  the  tiipe  a  dozen 
ropes  were  fashioned,  he  would  have  a  promise 
filt>m  the  old  sea -dog  that  he  would  show  his  teeth 
at  the  pulls  when  roll-call  came. 

There  were  some,  too,  engaged  in  boisterous 
mirth  and  jollity  in  back  parlors,  just  behind  the 
bar ;  where  a  plump  little  fellow,  in  his  blue  round- 
about, duck  trowscrs  supported  by  the  hips,  and 
tarpaulin  hat,  with  a  fiying  riband  that  touched  the 
floor  and  shortened  him  in  appearance  by  a  foot, 
broke  down  in  a  hornpipe  to  Uie  sound  of  an  an- 
cient fiddle,  that  broke  down  quite  as  fast  as  he 
did.  In  the  enthusiasm  that  held  him,  Hobble- 
shank  even  joined  in,  and  with  some  comic  mo- 
tions and  strange  contortions  of  the  visage,  carried 
the  day  so  well  that  he  won  the  back  parlor's  heart 
at  once;  and  they  promised  him  whatever  he  asked. 

The  little  old  man — true  to  the  interest  he  had 
first  shown^)ent  himself  with  such  hearty  good 
will  to  his  task,  that  when,  after  many  days'  la- 
bour, he  left  Water  street,  at  its  other  extremity, 
there  was  not  a  ripe  old  salt  that  was  not  gathered, 
nor  a  tall  young  sailor  that  was  not  harvested,  for 
the  cause.  And  so  he  pursued  Uie  task  he  had  set 
to  himself  without  faltering,  without  a  moment's 
pause.  For  days  before  the  contest  came  on,  he 
waaout  at  sunrise,  moving  about  wherever  a  vote 


could  be  found ;  nundng  and  maturing  it  for  the 
polling  day,  as  a  gardener  would  a  tender  plant ; 
watching  and  tending  many  out-of-the-way  places, 
and  by  a  skilfiil  discourse,  a  chance  word,  an  apt 
story,  ripening  it  against  the  time  when  it  was  to 
be  gathered. 

Late  at  night,  when  others,  who  might  haTe  been 
expected  to  be  stisring  and  making  interest  for 
themselves,  slumbered,  Hobbleshank  takitfig  his 
rounds  through  the  city  with  the  watchmen,  with 
more  than  the  pains  of  an  industrious  clear-starcher, 
smoothed  the  placards  on  the  fences ;  jumping  up 
where  they  were  beyond  his  height,  as  was  often 
the  case,  and  brushing  them  down,  both  ways, 
with  out-spread  hands,  so  that  they  should  read  f 
plain  and  free  to  the  simplest  passer-by.  Was 
there  ever  one  that  toiled  so,  with  the  faith  and 
heart  of  an  angel,  in  the  dusty  road  that  time-serv- 
ers use  to  travel! 


THE  MOUND  BUILDERS. 

FROU  BBflSMOTH. 


Upoit  the  summit  of  a  mountain  which  beetled 
in  the  remote  west  over  the  dwellings  and  defences 
of  a  race  long  since  vanished,  stood,  at  the  q|ose  of 
a  midsummer's  day,  a  gigantic  shape  whose  vast- 
ness  darkened  the  whole  vale  beneath.  The  sun- 
set purpled  the  mountain-top,  and  crimsoned  with 
its  deep,  gorgeous  tints  the  broad  Occident ;  and  as 
the  huge  figure  leaned  against  it,  it  seemed  like  a 
mighty  image  cut  from  the  solid  peak  itself,  and 
framed  against  the  sky.  Below,  in  a  thousand 
grouj^s  were  gathered,  in  their  usual  evening  wor- 
ship, a  strange  people,  who  have  left  upon  hills  and 
prairies  so  many  monuments  of  their  power,  and 
who  yet,  by  some  mighty  accident,  have  taken  the 
trumpet  out  of  the  hand  of  Fame,  and  closed  for 
ever,  as  regards  their  historical  and  domestic  cha- 
racter, the  busy  lipswof  traditi|i^jn.  Still  we  can  ga- 
ther vaguely,  that  the  mound  builders  accomplished 
a  career  in  the  west,  corresponding,  though  less 
severe  and  imposing,  with  that  which  the  Greeks 
and  Romans  accomplished,  in  what  is  styled  by 
courtesy  the  old  world.  The  hour  has  been  when 
our  own  west  was  thronged  with  empires.  Over 
that  archipelago  of  nations  the  Dead  Sea  of  time 
has  swept  obliviously,  and  subsiding,  has  left  their 
graves  only  the  greener  for  a  new  people  in  this 
after  age  to  build  their  homes  thereon.  But  at  the 
present  time,  living  thousands  and  ten  thousands 
of  the  ancient  people  were  paying  homage  to  their 
d^ity ;  and  as  they  turned  their  eyes  together  to 
bid  their  customary  solemn  adieu  to  the  departing 
sun,  they  beheld  the  huge  8hai)e  blotting  it  from 
sight  The  first  feeling  which  sprang  in  their  bo- 
soms as  they  looked  upon  the  vision  was,  that  this 
was  some  monstrous  prodigy,  exhibited  by  the 
powers  of  the  air  or  the  powers  of  darkness  to  as- 
tonish and  awe  them. 
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Wi  have  promise  of  a  rich  and  peculiar 
literature  in  the  south-west  and  south.  The 
excellent  story  of  Mike  Fink,  the  last  of  the 
Boatmen,  by  the  late  Mr.  Morgan  Neville,  of 
^Cincinnati,  has  been  followed  by  many  others 
of  a  similar  character,  from  the  Valley  of  the 
Mississippi,  which  have  given  a  raciness,  all 
their  own,  to  two  or  three  of  our  periodicals. 
The  first  collection  of  these  appeared  in  Phila- 
delphia in  1835,  under  the  title  of  The  Big 
Bear  of  Arkansas  by  T.  B.  Thorpe,  and  other 
Tales  by  Various  Authors,  edited  by  Mr.  Wil- 
liam T.  Porter,  the  well-known  conductor  of 
the  New  York  Spirit  of  the  Times.  It  was 
followed,  in  1846,  by  The  Mysteries  of  the 
Backwoods,  entirely  by  Mr.  Thorpe,  and  Cap- 
tain Simon  Suggs,  late  of  the  Talapoosa  Volun- 
teers, together  with  Taking  the  Census,  and 
other  Alabama  Sketches,  by  Mr.  Johnson  J. 
Hooper ;  and  A  Quarter  Race  in  Kentucky, 
with  other  Tales,  chiefly  from  contributions 
to  ^e  Spirit  of  the  Times,— all  of  which  con- 
tain passages  of  bold,  originsd  and  indigenous, 
though  sometimes  not  very  delicate  humour.* 

Mr.  Thorpe  (the  son  of  a  clergyman  who 
died  with  a  brilliant  reputation  at  the  early  age 
of  twenty-six)  was  bom  in  Westfield,  Massa- 
chusetts, in  1816b  While  he  was  an  infant 
his  parents  removed  to  New  York,  where  he 
resided  until  he  left  the  north  to  settle  in 
Louisiana.  He  early  exhibited  a  taste  for  the 
fine  arts,  and  chose  historical  painting  as  a 
profession.  When  but  seventeen  years  of  age 
his  picture  of  the  Bold  Dragoonf  was  exhibited 
at  the  New  York  Academy  of  Fine  Arts,  and 
was  very  highly  praised  by  the  late  Colonel 
Trumbull,  for  its  original  design  and  happily  \ 
told  story.  C  ircumstances  led  to  the  abandon-  ' 
ment  of  his  pencil,  and  he  entered  the  Wes- 
leyan  University  qt  Middletown,  in  Connecti- 
cut, where  he  spent  three  years ;  and  when  he 

•  These  volumes  are  illustrated  by  Mr.  F.  O.  C.  Darley, 

of  Philadclpliia,  a  young  artist  who  in  his  line,  I  believe, 

has  now  no  superior.    His  drawings  are  remarkably 

spirited  and  life-like,  and  are  perfect  reproductions  of 

the  characters  and  scenes  of  his  authors. 

t  Now  in  possession  of  Mr.  Washington  Irving. 
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was  twenty-one  years  of  age,  his  health  being 
somewhat  impaired,  he  sought  a  more  con- 
genial climate  in  Louisiana,  in  which  state  he 
has  ever  since  resided.  The  characteristics 
of  her  scenery  and  population,  and  the  romanoe 
of  her  history,  he  has  exhibited  with  singohr 
felicity  in  some  of  his  writings. 

The  last  book  of  Mr.  Thorpe,  Our  Army  en 
the  Rio  Grande,  was  published  in  the  summer 
of  1846,  and  contained  a  record  of  the  obserra- 
tions  of  the  author  while  accompanying  the 
forces  under  General  Tkylor  into  the  terrftoiy 
of  Mexico,  illustrated  with  engravingrs  from 
drawings  made  by  himsey. 

He  now  resides  at  Baton  Rouge,  in  Lou- 
isiana, where,  in  November,  1846,  he  esUr 
blishcd  a  newspaper  under  the  title  of.'Rie 
Conservator. 

Mr.  Thorpe  may  serve  as  a  type  of  the  class 
of  writers  that  has  been  referred  to.*  He  has 
a  genuine  relish  for  the  sports  and  pastimes 
of  southern  frontier  life,  and  describes  them 
with  renfarkable  freshness  and  skill  of  Ughi 
and  shade.  No  one  enters  more  heartily  ii^ 
all  the  whims  and  grotesque  humpurs  of  (he 
backwoodsman,  or  brings  him  MCeisctually 
and  clearly  before  us.  He  has  fixed  upon  his 
pages  one  of  the  evanescent  phases  of  Ame- 
rican life,  with  a  distinctness  and  fidelity  that 
will  make  his  books  equally  interesting  as 
works  of  art  or  history. 

Mr.  Thorpe's  style  is  simple,  animated  and 
picturesque,  but  has  marks  of  carelessness, 
which,  perhaps,  result  from  mistakes  of  the 
printers,  as  he  has  never  been  able  to  superin- 
tend the  passage  of  any  of  his  writings  through 
the  press. 

*  The  limits  of  this  volume  are  to  nearly  filled  thai 
I  shall  be  unable  to  give  the  space  I  had  inteo<kd  lo 
Judge  Longtftreot,  author ,of  the  amus  iig  volume  entitled 
Georgia  Scenes;  to  Mr.  Briggs,  who  has  evinced  both 
wit  and  humour  of  a  high  order  in  his  Harry  Franco^ 
and  other  novels  and  ?Xciches;  to  the  late  William  P. 
Hawes,  whose  Sporting  Scen'^s,  edited  by  a  congratal 
spirit,  Henry  W.  Herbert,  have  been  praised  by  alHrto 
have  read  them;  and  to  several  others  who  hare  m^ 
peared  as  witnesses  of  the  fact  that  there  ia  homoar  oc 
the  richest  description  in  the  country. 
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TOM  OWEN,  THE  BEE-HUNTER. 
vaoM  MTsnEBin  or  tuk  backwoods. 


Aa  a  coontry  becomes  cleared  up  and  settled, 
bee-honters  disappear ;  consequently  they  are  sel- 
dom 4f  ever  noticed  in  literature.  Among  this 
backwoods  fraternity  have  flourished  men  of  ge- 
nius, in  their  way,  who  bfcve  died  unwept  and 
unsung,  while  the  heroes  of  the  turf  and  of  the 
chose  have  been  lauded  to  the  skies  for  every  trivial 
superiority  they  have  displayed  in  their  respective 
pursuits.  To  chronicle  the  exploits  of  sportsmen 
is  commendable :  the  custom  began  as  early  as  the 
days  of  the  antediluvians,  for  we  read  that  «  Nim- 
rod  was  a  mighty  hunter  before  the  Lord."  Fa- 
miliar, however,  as  Nimrod's  name  may  be,  or  even 
Davy  Crockett's,  what  does  it  amount  to,  when  we 
reject  that  Tom  Owsir,  the  bee-hunter,  is  com- 
paratively unknown  ? 

Tes,  the  **  mighty"  Tom  Owen  has  hunted  from 
the  time  he  could  stand  alone,  until  the  present, 
and  not  a  pen  has  inked  paper  to  record  his  ex- 
ploits. **  Solitary  and  alone"  has  he  traced  his  game 
through  the  mazy  labyrinth  of  ether,  marked,  / 
hunt e fit  I  f outlet  I  fvnqueredy 'upon  the  carcasses  of 
his  victims,  and  then  inarched  homeward  with  his 
spoils,  quietly  and  satisfiedly  sweetening  bis  path 
through  life,  and  by  its  very  obscurity  adding  the 
principal  element  of  the  sublime. 

It  was  on  a  beautiful  southern  October  morning, 
at  the  hospitable  mansion  of  a  friend,  where  I  was 
staying  to  drown  dull  care,  that  I  first  had  the  plea- 
sure of  seeing  Tom  Owen.  He  was  straggling,  on 
this  occasion,  up  the  rising  ground  that  led  to  the 
hospitable  mansion  of  mine  host,  and  the  difference 
between  him  and  ordinary  men  was  visible  at  a 
glance.  Perhaps  it  showed  itself  as  much  in  the 
pt^fect  contempt  of  fashion  he  dbplayed  in  the 
adornment  of  his  outward  man,  as  it  did  in  the 
more  elevated  qualities  of  his  mind  that  were  visible 
in  his  face.  His  head  was  adorned  with  an  out- 
landish pattern  of  a  hat ;  and  his  nether  limbs  were 
ensconced  in  a  pair  of  inexpressibles,  beautifully 
fringed  by  the  brier-bushes  through  which  they 
were  oflen  drawn.  Coats  and  vests  he  considered 
as  superfluities.  Hanging  upon  his  back  were  a 
couple  of  pails;  and  he  bad < an  axe  in  his  right 
hand.  Such  were  the  varieties  that  characterized 
the  corpus  of  Tom  Owen.  As  is  usual  with  great 
men,  he  had  his  partisans,  and  with  a  courtier-like 
humility  they  depended  upon  the  expression  of  his 
&ce  for  all  their  hopes  of  success.  The  common 
salutations  of  meeting  were  sufficient  to  draw  me 
within  the  circle  of  his  influence,  and  I  at  once 
became  one  of  his  most  ready  followers.  "  See 
yonder !"  said  Tom,  stretching  his  long  arm  into 
the  air;  "See  yonder— there's  a  bee,"  We  all 
looked  in  the  direction  he  i&dicalid«  but  that  was 
the  extent  of  our  observation.  "  Tt  was  a  fine  bee," 
continued  Tom,  «  black  body,  yellow  legs,  and  into 
that  tree," — pointing  to  a  towering  oak,  blue  in  the 
distance.  "  In  a  clear  day  I  can  see  a  bee  over  a 
mile,  easy!"  When  did  Coleridge  "talk"  like 
that  ?  And  yet  Tom  Owen  uttered  such  a  saying 
with  perfect  ease. 


After  a  variety  of  meanderings  through  the  thick 
woods,  and  clambering  over  fences,  we  came  to  our 

place  of  destination  as  pointed  out  by  Tom 

The  felling  of  a  great  tree  is  a  sight  that  calls  up 
a  variety  of  emotions ;  and  Tom's  game  was  lodged 
in  one  of  the  finest  in  tke  forest  But  **  the  axe 
was  laid  at  the  root  of  the  tree,"  which,  in  his 
mind,  was  made  expressly  for  bees  to  build  their 
nests  in,  that  he  might  cut  it  down,  and  ibbtain 
possession  of  the  honey.  The  sharp  sounds  of  the 
axe  as  it  played  in  the  hands  of  Tom,  was  replied 
to  by  a  ^tout  negro  from  the  opposite  side ;  an4  by 
the  rapidity  of  their  strokes  they  fast  gained  upon  ■ 
the  heart  of  the  lordly  sacrifice.  There  was  a 
little  poetry  in  the  thought,  that  long  before  this 
mighty  empire  of  states  was  formed,  Tom  Owen's 
«  bee-hive"  had  stretched  its  brawny  arms  to  the 
winter's  blast,  and  grown  green  in  the  summer's 
sun.  Yet  such  was  the  case ;  and  how  long  I  might 
have  moralized  I  know  not,  had  not  the  enraged 
buzzing  about  my  ears  convinced  me  that  the  occu- 
pants of  the  tree  were  not  going  to  give  up  their 
home  and  treasure  without  showing  considerable 
practical  fight  No  sooner  had  the  little  insects 
satisfied  themselves* that  they  were  about  to  be  at- 
tacked, than  they  began  one  after  another  to  de- 
scend from  their  airy  abode,  and  fiercely  pitch  into 
>  our  faces ;  anon  a  small  company,  headed  by  an 
old  veteran,  would  charge  with  its  entire  force  u|)on 
all  parts  of  our  body  at  once.  It  need  not  be  said 
that  the  better  part  of  valour  was  displayed  by  a 
precipitate  retreat  from  such  attacks. 

In  the  midst  of  this  warfare,  the  tree  began  to 
tremble  with  the  fast-repeated  strokes  of  the  axe, 
and  then  might  have  been  seen  a  hive  of  stingers 
precipitating  themselves  from  above  on  the  unfortu- 
nate hunter  beneath.  Now  it  was  that  Tom  shone 
in  his  glory. 

His  partisans,  like  many  hangers-on  about  great 
men,  began  to  desert  him  on  the  first  symptoms  of 
danger ;  and  when  the  trouble  thickened,. they  one 
and  all  took  to  their  heels,  apd  left  only  our  hero 
and  Sambo  to  fight  their  adveiiBries.  Sambo  how- 
ever soon  dropped  his  axe,  and  fell  into  all  kinds 
of  contortions ;  first  he  would  seize  the  back  of  bis 
neck  with  his  hands,  then  his  shins,  and  yell  with 
pain.  **  Don't  holler,  nigger,  till  you  get  out  of 
the  woods,"  said  the  sublime  Tom,  consolingly ; 
but  writhe  he  did,  until  he  broke,  and  left  Tom 
**  alone  in  his  glory." 

Cut-thwack !  sounded  through  the  confused  hum 
at  the  foot  of  the  tree,  marvellously  reminding  me 
of  the  interruptions  that  occasionally  broke  in  upon 
the  otherwise  monotonous  hours  of  my  school  days. 
A  sharp  cracking  finally  told  me  the  chopping  was 
done;  and  looking  aloft,  1  saw  the  mighty  tree 
balancing  iq  the  air.  Slowly  and  majestically  it 
bowed  for  the  first  time  towards  its  mother  earth, 
gaining  velocity  as  it  descended,  shivering  the  trees 
that  interrupted  its  course,  and  falling  with  thun- 
dering sound,  splintering  its  gigantic  limbs,  and 
burying  them  deeply  in  the  ground. 

The  sun,  for  the  first  time  in  at  least  two  centu- 
ries, broke  uninterruptedly  through  the  chasm 
made  in  the  forest,  and  shone  with  splendour  upon  . 
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the  magnificent  Tom  standing,  a  cooqaeror,  among 
hia  spoils. 

As  might  have  been  expected,  the  bees  were 
very  much  astonished  and  confused,  and  by  their 
united  voices  they  would  have  proclaimed  death, 
had  it  been  in  their  powerfto  all  their  foes,  not^  of 
course,  excepting  Tom  Owen  himself.  But  the 
wary  h^ter  was  up  to  the  tricks  of  his  trade,  and, 
like  a  politician,  he  knew  how  easily  an  enraged 
mob  could  be  quelled  with  smoke ;  and  smoke  he 
tried  until  his  enemies  were  completely  destroyed. 
We,  Tom*s.  hangers-on,  now  approached  his  trea- 
sure. It  was  a  rare  one,  and,  as  he  observed,  <*  con- 
tained a  rich  chance  of  plunder."  Nine  feet,  by 
measurement,  of  the  hollow  of  the  tree  was  full, 
and  this  afforded  many  pails  of  pure  honey.  Tom 
was  lilieral,  and  supplied  us  all  with  more  than  w<e 
wanted,  and  *<  toted,*'  by  the  assistance  of  Sambo, 
his  share  to  his  own  home,  soon  to  be  devoured, 
and  replaced  by  the  destruction  of  another  tree  and 
another  nation  of  bees. 

Thus  Tom  exhibited  within  himself  an  uncon- 
querable genius  which  would  have  immortalized 
him,  had  he  directed  it  in  following  the  sports  of 
Long  Island  or  New«Market.     * 

We  have  seen  Colonel  Bingaman,  the  Napoleon 
of  the  southern  turf,  glorying  amid  the  victories 
of  his  favourite  sport;  we  have  heard  the  great 
Crockett  detail  the  soul-stirring  adventures  of  a 
bear-hunt ;  we  have  listened,  with  almost  suffocat- 
ing interest,  to  the  tale  of  a  Nantucket  seaman, 
while  he  portrayed  the  death  of  the  whale ;  and 
we  have  also  seen  Tom  Owen,  triumphantly  en- 
gaged in  a  bee-hunt  We  beheld  and  wondered 
at  the  sports  of  the  turf,  the  field,  and  the  sea,  be- 
cause the  objects  acted  on  by  man  were  terrible 
indeed  when  their  instincts  were  aroused ;  but  in 
the  bee-hunt  of  Tom  Owen  and  its  consummation, 
the  grandeur  visible  was  imparted  by  the  mighty 
mind  of  Tom  Owen  himself. 


FAT  GAME. 

ntOM  THX  BIO  BKAR  OF  ABXAlfSAS. 


frhe  narrator  is  supposed  to  be  in  a  cabin  of  one  of  the 
splendid  steamers  on  the  Mississippi.  After  the  boat  has 
led  the  wharf,  the  '*Big  Bear  o(  Arkansas"  enters,  takes 
a  chair,  puts  his  feet  on  the  stove,  and  looking  back  over 
his  shoulder  passes  the  general  and  familiar  salute  of 
'*  Strangers,  how  are  you  r'  avowing  himself  as  much  at 
home  as  if  he  had  been  at  *'  the  Forks  of  Cypress,"  and 
"  prehny>8  a  little  more  so."  Some  of  the  company  at  this 
familiarity  look  a  little  angry,  and  some  astonished;  but 
in  a  moment  everv  face  is  wreathed  in  a  smile.  There  is 
something  about  the  intruder  that  wins  the  heart  on  sight. 
He  appears  to  be  a  man  enjoying  perfect  health  and  con- 
tentment: his  eyes  are  as  sparkling  as  diamonds,  and 
Ifood-iiatnred  to  simplicity.  Then  his  perfect  confidence 
jn  himself  is  irresistibly  droll.  He  relates  that  he  has 
been  to  Now  Orleans  for  the  first  time,  and  has  been  in> 
quired  of  by  some  of  the  ''perlitc  chaps"  respecting  the 
game  in  his  part  of  the  country.] 

«Game,  indeed!  that's  what  city  folks  call  it; 

maybe  such  trash  live  in  my  diggins,  but  I  arn't 

noticed  them  yet :  a  bird  any  way  is  too  trifiing. 

I  never  did  shoot  at  but  one,  and  Fd  never  forgiven 

myself  for  that,  had  it  weighed  less  than  forty 

pounds.     I  wouldn't  draw  a  rifle   on  any  thing 

less  than  that ;  and  when  I  meet  with  another  wild 

|(turkey  of  the  same  weight,  I  will  drap  him.*' 


« A  wild  turkey  weighing  forty  poonda  f*  ex- 
claimed twenty  voices  in  the  cabin  at  onoe. 

«  Yes,  strangers,  and  wasn't  it  a  whopper  ?  Too 
see,  the  thing  was  so  fat  that  it  couldnU  fly  ftr; 
and  when  he  fell  out  of  the  tree,  afler  I  shot  him, 
on  striking  the  ground  he  bust  open  behind,  and 
the  way  the  pound  gobp  of  tallow  rolled  out  of  ihe 
opening  was  perfectly  beautifuL" 

"  Where  did  all  that  happen?"  asked  a  cynical- 
looking  Hooder. 

«  Happen !  happened  in  Arkanaaw :  where  else 
could  it  have  happened,  but  in  the  creation  state, 
the  finishing-up  country— a  state  where  the  file 
runs  down  to  the  centre  of  the  'arth,  and  goTem- 
ment  gives  jou  a  title  to  every  inch  of  it  ?  Then 
its  airs — just  breathe  them,  and  they  will  make 
you  snort  like  a  horse.  It's  a  state  without  a  iauU, 
it  is."  •  •  •  • 

**  What  season  of  the  year  do  your  hunts  take 
place?"  inquired  a  gentlemanly  foreigner,  who, 
from  some  peculiarities  of  his  baggage,  I  suspected 
to  be  an  Englishman,  on  some  hunting  expedition, 
probably  at  the  foot  of  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

"  The  season  for  bar  hunting,  stranger,"  said  the 
man  of  Arkansaw, « is  generally  all  the  year  round, 
and  the  hunts  take  place  about  as  regular.  I  read 
in  history  that  varmints  have  their  fat  season,  and 
their  lean  season.  That  is  not  the  case  in  Arkan- 
saw, feeding  as  they  do  upon  the  iponienadom 
productions  of  the  sile,  they  have  one  continued 
fat  season  the  year  round :  thoDgh  in  winter  things 
in  this  way  is  rather  more  greasy  than  in  summer, 
I  must  admit  For  that  reason  bar  with  us  ran  in 
warm  weather,  but  in  winter  they  only  waddle. 
Fat,  fat !  it's  an  enemy  to  speed ;  it  tames  every 
thing  that  has  plenty  of  it  I  have  seen  wild  tur- 
keys, from  its  influence,  as  gentle  as  chickens. 
Run  a  bar  in  this  fat  condition,  and  the  way  it  im- 
proves the  critter  for  eating  is  amazl^;  it  sort  of 
mixes  the  ile  up  with  the  meat,  until|jlpn  can't  tell 
t'other  from  which.  Fve  done  this  often.  I  recol- 
lect one  perty  morning  in  particular,  of  patting  an 
old  he  fellow  on  the  stretch,  and  considering  the. 
weight  he  carried,  he  run  well.  But  the  dogs  soon 
tired  him  down ;  and  when  I  came  up  with  him 
wasn't  he  in  a  beautiful  sweat — I  might  aay  fever; 
and  then  to  see  his  tongue  sticking  out  of  his  mooth ' 
a  feet,  and  his  sides  sinking  and  opening  like  a 
bellows,  and  his  cheeks  so  fat  he  couldn't  look  cross. 
In  this  fix  I  blazed  at  him,  and  pitch  me  naked  inio 
a  briar  patch  if  the  steam  didn't  come  out  of  the 
bulletpbole  ten  foot  in  a  straight  line.  The  feDofw, 
I  reckon,  was  made  on  the  high-pressure  systeia, 
and  the  lead  sort  of  bust  his  biler." 

**  That  column  of  steam  was  rather  corious,  or 
else  the  bear  must  have  been  icariTi,"  observed  the 
foreigner,  with  a  laugh. 

"  StrangpT,  as  yod  obMrve,  that  bar  was  wiax, 
and  the  blowing  ofi*  of  the  steam  showed  it,  and 
also  how  hard  the  varmint  had  been  run.  I  have 
no  doubt  if  he  had  kept  on  two  miles  fiirther,  hit 
insides  would  have  been  stewed ;  and  I  expect  ts 
meet  with  a  varmint  yet  of  extra  bottom,  who  iHI 
ran  himself  into  a  akin-full  of  bar's  grease :  it  is 
possible ;  much  onhkelier  things  have  haj^woed  " 
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DOGS  AND  GUNS. 

PmOM  THE  ftA.MX. 


^  TiiriD  little  man  Dear  me  inquired  if  the  bear 
in  Arkansaw  ever  attacked  the  settlers  in  numbers. 

**  No"  said  our  hero,  warming  with  the  subject ; 
**  no,  stranger,  for  you  see  it  ain't  the  natur  of  bar 
to  go  in  droves ;  but  the  way  they  squander  about 
m  pairs  and  single  ones  is  edifying.  And  then 
the  way  I  hunt  them — the  old  black  rascals  know 
the  crack  of  my  gun  as  well  as  they  know  a  pig*s 
■q  uealing.  They  grow  thin  in  our  parts, — it  fright- 
ens them  so,  and  they  do  take  the  noise  dreadfully, 
poor  things.  That  gun  of  mine  is  a  perfect  epv- 
demic  among  bar:  if  not  watched  closely,  it  will  go 
off  as  quick  on  a  warm  scent  as  my  dog  Bowi^ 
knife  will :  and  then  that  dog — whew !  why  the 
fellow  thinks  that  the  worl()  is  full  of  bar,  he  finds 
them  60  easy.  It's  lucky  he  don't  talk  as  well  as 
think ;  for  with  his  natural  modesty,  if  he  should 
suddenly  leam  how  much  he  is  acknowledged  to 
be  ahead  of  all  other  dogs  in  the  universe,  he  would 
be  astonished  to  ffath  in  two  minutes.  Strangers, 
that  dog  knows  a  bar's  way  as  well  aa  a  horse- 
jockey  knows  a  woman's :  he  always  barks  at  the 
right  time,  bites  at  the  exact  place,  and  whips  with- 
out getting  a  scratch.  I  never  could  tell  whether 
he  was  made  expressly  to  hunt  bar,  or  whether  bar 
was  made  expressly  for  him  to  hunt :  any  way,  I 
believe  they  were  ordained  to  go  together  as  natu- 
rally as  Squire  Jones  says  a  man  and  woman  is, 
when  he  moralizes  in  marrying  a  couple,  tn  fact, 
Jones  once  said,  said  he,  *  Marriage  according  to 
law  is  a  civil  contract  of  divine  origin ;  it's  common 
to  all  countries  as  well  as  Arkansaw,  and  people 
take  to  it  as  naturally  as  Jim  Doggett's  Bowie- 
knife  takes  to  bar.' " 


—  »  - 

A  J^ARM  IN  ARKANSAS. 

PBOM  THE  8AJIX. 


Just  stop  with  me,  stranger,  a  moiith  or  two,  or 
a  year  if  you  like, — and  you  will  appreciate  my 
place.  I  can  give  you  plenty  to  eat ;  for  beside  bog 
and  hominy,  you  can  have  bar-ham,  and  bar-sau- 
aagea,  and  a  mattress  of  bar-skins  to  sleep  on,' and 
d  wildcat«kin,  pulled  off  hull,  stuffed  with  com- 
'shucks,  for  a  pillow.  That  bed  would  put  you  to 
sleep  if  you  had  the  rheumatics  in  every  joint  in 
your  body.  I  call  that  ar  bed  s^  quietus.  Then 
look  at  my  land — the  government  ain't  got  another 
such  a  piece  ta  dispose  of.  Such  timber,  and  such 
bottom  land !  why  you  can't  preserve  any  thing 
natural  you  plant  in  it  unless  ^ou  pick  it  young, 
things  thar  will  grow  out  of  ^ape  so  quick.  I 
once  planted  in  those  diggins  a  few  potatoes  and 
beets :  they  took  a  fine  start,  and  after  that  an  ox- 
team  couldn't  have  kept  them  from  growing. 
About  that  time  I  went  off  to  old  Kentuck  on  bisi- 
ness,  and  did  not  hear  from  them  things  in  three 
months,  when  I  accidentally  stumbled  on  a  fellow 
who  had  stopped  at  my  place,  with  an  idea  of  buy- 
in$!r  me  out.  «*  How  did  you  like  things  ?"  said  I. 
"  Pretty  well !"  said  he ;  "  the  cabin  is  convenient, 
and  the  timber  land  is  good  ;  but  that  bottom  land 
ain't  worth  the  first  red  cent."    «  Why  V*  said  I. 


"'Cause,"  asid  he.  "'Cause  what?"  said  I. 
"'Cause  it's  full  of  cedar  stumps  and  Indian 
roound^'  said  he,  "and  it  can't  be  cleared  I" 
"  Lord  P  said  I ;  "  them  ar  *  cedar  stumps'  is  beets, 
and  them  ar  <  Indian  mounds'  ar  tater  hills."  As 
I  expected,  the  crop  was  overgrown  and  useless : 
the  sile  is  too  rich,  and  planting  in  jirkansaw  is 
dangerous,  1  had  a  good-sized  sow  killed  in  that 
same  bottom  land.  The  old  thief  stole  an  ear  of 
corn,  and  took  it  down  where  she  slept  at  night  to 
eat  Well,  she  left  a  grain  or  two  on  the  ground, 
and  lay  down  oh  them;  before  morning  the  com 
shot  up,  and  the  percussion  killed  her  dead.  I  don't 
plant  any  more :  natur  intended  Arkansaw  for  a 
hunting-ground,  and  I  go  according  to  natur. 


DEATH  OF  THE  BIG  BEAR. 

rSOM  THX  SAME. 


I  Toin  my  neighbours,  that  on  Monday  morning 
— naming  the  day — I  would  start  that  bar,  and 
bring  him  home  with  me,  or  they  might  divide  my 
settlement  among  them,  the  owner  having  disap- 
peared. Well,  stranger,  on  the  morning  previous 
to  the  great  day  of  my  hunting  expedition,  I  went 
into  the  woods  near  my  house,  taking  my  gun  and 
Bowie-knife  along,  just  from  habit,  and  there  sit- 
ting down  also  from  habit,  what  should  I  see,  get- 
ting o^er  my  fence,  but  the  bar!  Yes,  the  old 
varmint  was  within  a  hundred  yards  of  me,  and 
the  way  he  walked  over  that  fence — stranger,  he 
loomed  up  like  a  black  mist,  he  seemed  so  large, 
and  he  walked  right  towards  me.  I  raised  myself, 
took  deliberate  aim,  and  fired.  Instantly  the  var- 
mint wheeled,  gave  a  yell,  and  walked  through  the 
fence  like  a  &lling  tree  wonld  through  a  cobweb. 
I  started  after,  but  was  tripped  up  by  my  inexpres- 
sibles, which  either  from  habit,  or  the  excitement 
of  the  moment,  were  about  my  heels ;  and  before 
I  had  really  gathered  myself  up,  I  heard  the  old 
varmint  groaning  in  a  thicket^near  by,  like  a  thou-' 
sand  sinners,  and  by  the  time  I  reached  him  he 
was  a  corpse.  Stranger,  it  took  five  niggers  aod 
myself  to  put  that  carcase  on  a  mule's  back,  and 
old  long-ears  waddled  under  his  load,  as  if  he  was 
foundered  in  every  leg  of  his  body ;  and  with  a 
common  whopper  of  a  bar,  he  would  have  trotted 
off,  and  enjoyed  himself.  'Twould  astonish  you 
to  know  bow  big  he  was :  I  made  a  bed-nprend  of 
his  skin,  and  the  way  it  used  to  cover  my  bar-mat- 
tress, and  leave  several  feet  on  each  side  to  tuck 
up,  would  have  delighted  you.  It  was  in  fact  a 
creation  bar.  and  if  it  had  lived  in  Samson's  time, 
and  had  met  him,  in  a  fair  fight,  it  would  have 
licked  him  in  the  twinkling  of  a  dice-box.  But, 
stranger,  I  never  liked  the  way  I  hunted  him,  atid 
missed  him.  There  is  something  curious  al>out  it, 
I  could  never  understand, — and  I  never  was  satis- 
fied at  his  giving  in  so  eafy  at  last.  Prehaps,  he 
had  heard  of  my  preparations  to  hunt  him  the  next 
day,  so  he  just  come  in,  like  Capt.  Scott's  coon,  to 
save  his  wind  to  grunt  with  in  dying ;  but  that 
ain't  likely.  My  private  opinion  is,  that  that  bar 
was  an  unltuntable  bar,  and  died  when  his  time  come.  ' 
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[Born  UI9.] 


The  joongest  and  last  of  the  authors  I  shall 
^  notice  in  this  volume  is  Mr.  E.  P.  Whipple, 

who  has  exhibited  remarkable  powers,  both 
discriminating  and  comprehensive,  in  many 
critical  essays  which  have  appeared  in  the  re- 
views and  magazines,  and  gives  promise  of  qo- 
capying  a  higher  rank  than  has  been  attained 
by  any  other  American  in  this  department.  Mr. 
Whipple  was  bom  in  Gloucester,  Massachu- 
setts, on  the  eighth  of  March,  1819.  When  he 
was  four  years  of  age  his  family  removed  to 
Salem,  where  he  attended  various  schools  un- 
til he  was  iifleen,  when  he  entered  The  Bank 
of  General  Interest  in  that  city  as  a  clerk.  In 
1837,  being  then  in  his  eighteenth  year,  he 
went  to  Boston,  where  he  has  ever  since  re- 
sided, occupied  mainly  with  commercial  pur- 
suits. 

Although  from  the  age  of  fourteen  Mr. 
Whipple  has  been  a  writer  for  the  press,  occa- 
sionally producing  articles  which  evinced  an 
extraordinary  fulness  of  information,  maturity 
of  judgment  and  command  of  langruage,  it  was 
not  until  1843,  when  he  published  in  the  Bos- 
ton Miscellany  a  paper  on  Macaulay,  rivalling 
in  analysis  and  reflection  and  richness  of  dic- 
tion the  best  productions  of  that  brilliant  es- 
sayist, that  he  became  individually  known  as 
a  writer  to  any  but  ;^is  few  associates  and  con- 
fidants. He  has  since  published  in  the  North 
American  Review  articles  on  the  Puritans,  the 
American  Poets,  Daniel  Webster  as  an  Author, 
the  Old  English  Dramatists,  the  British  Cri- 
tics, South's  Sermons,  Byron,  Wordsworth, 
Talfourd,  James  the  Novelist,  Sydney  Smith, 
and  other  subjects ;  in  the  American  Review 
on  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  English  Poets  of 
the  Nineteenth  Century,  and  Coleridge  as  a 
Philosophical  Critic;  and  in  other  periodicals 
essays  and  reviewals  sufTicicnttofonn  several 
volumes,  some  of  the  most  strilcing  of  which 
are  on  Words,  Egotism  in  Greatand  Little  Men, 
the  Ludicrous  Side  of  Life,  and  the  Literature 
of  the  Present  Day. 

Criticism  in  this  age  has  been  made  an  art, 

and  many  of  tlie  best  writers  of  this  and  other 

nations  have  chiefly  employed  themselves  in 

*  examining  into  and  discovering  the  worth  of 
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I  what  ha^  previously  been  accomplished.  Thersft 
is  danger  that  this  fascinating  pursuit  will  be 
made  too  exclusive,  and  leave  us  without  sach 
imbodied  evidences  of  the  power  and  greatness 
of  our  own  generation  as  can  be  produced  only 
by  a  loving  and  long  continued  devotion  to  a 
single  object  It  cannot  be  denied  however  that 
among  its  fruits  is  much  of  the  roost  agreea- 
ble and  some  of  the  most  brilliant  literature  in 
our  language. 

The  scope  of  Mr.  Whipple's  studies  b 
in  some  degree  indicated  by^e  titles  of  his 
articles.  His  favourite  authOTs  appear  to  be 
those  of  the  golden  age  of  English  literature. 
His  style  is  sensuous,  flowing,  and  idiomatic, 
abounding  in  unforced  antitheses,  apt  iliustxa- 
tions,  and  natural  graces.  Though  he  is  no 
copyist,  some  of  his  articles  suggest  a  fusion 
of  the  strength  of  the  Areopagitica  with  the 
ease  and  liveliness  of  The  Spectator.  The 
characteristics  of  his  criticism  are  its  genu- 
ine insight  and  catholic  liberality.  He  enten 
deeply  into  the  spirit  of  the  work  he  examines, 
is  peculiarly  sensitive  to  its  beauties  and  ex- 
cellencies, and  writes  of  them  with  keen  dis- 
crimination, cheerful  confidence^  and  unh^i- 
tating  freedom.  His  apprehen«m  is  both 
quick  and  profound,  and  none  of  onl  critics  is 
more  successful  in  illustrating  truth  or  produc- 
ing a  fair  and  distinct  impression  of  an  author. 

But  we  hope  to  see  Mr.  Whipple  devotiag 
his  attention  to  some  such  great  work  as,  in 
these  brilliant  essays  and  reviewals,  he  bas  | 
shown  his  ability  to  accomplish.  Edward  Er- 
erett,  who  commenced  his  literary  life  at  about 
the  same  age,  and  in  nearly  the  same  manner, 
has  frittered  away  in  the  production  of  ephe- 
mera power  and  resources  that  would  hate 
made  immortal  the  great  reputation  which  he 
now  deservedly  enjoys.  Mr.  Whipple,  with 
bis  fresh  and  ardent  spirit,  his  perception  and 
power  of  illu0trating  truth,  and  his  large  ac- 
quaintance with  the  written  wisdom  of  all 
ages,  we  trust  will  follow  rather  in  the  path  of 
Prescott,  by  composing  some  work  that  shall 
satisfy  his  own  ideas  of  excellence,  and  that 
may  be  received  as  the  just  measure  of  bis 
abilities. 
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THE  POWER  OF  WORDS. 

raOM  A.N  »AT  ozi  wo&De. 


Words  are  most  effective  when  arranged  in  that 
older  which  is  called  style.     The  great  secret  of  a 
good  style,  we  are  told,  is  to  have  proper  words  in 
proper  places.     To  marshal  one's  verbal  battalions 
^  in  such  order  that  they  may  bear  at  once  upon  all 
quarters  of  a  subject,  is  certainly  a  great  art     This 
is  done  in  different  ways.     Swift,  Temple,  Addison, 
Humii,  Gibbon,  Johnson,  Burke,  are  all  great  gene- 
rals in  the  discipline  of  their  verbal  armies,  and  the 
conduct  of  their  paper  wars.     Each  has  a  system  of 
tactics  of  his  own,  and  excels  in  the  use  of  some  par- 
ticular weapon.     The  tread  of  Johnson's  style  is 
heavy  and  sonorous,  resembling  t'.iat  of  an  elephant 
or  a  mail-clad  warrior.     He  is  fond  of  levelling  an 
obstacle  by  a  polysyllabic  battering-ram.     Burke's 
words  are  continually  practising  the  broad-sword 
exercise,  and  sweeping  down  adversaries  with  every 
stroke.    Arbuthnot "  plays  his  weapon  like  a  tongue 
of  Aaiue."     Addison  draws  up  his  light  infantry  in 
orderly  array,  and  marches  through  sentence  after 
sentence,  without  having  his  ranks  disordered  or  his 
line  brokeru     Luther  is  different     His  words  are 
«  half  battle ;"  **  his  smiting  idiomatic  phrases  seem 
to  cleave  into  the  very  secret  of  the  matter."     Gib- 
bon's legions  are  heavily  armed,  and  march  with  pre- 
cision and  dignity  to  the  music  of  their  own  tramp. 
They  are  splendidly  equipped,  but  a  nice  eye  can  dis- 
cern a  little  rust  beneath  their  fine  apparel,  and  there 
are  suttlers  in  his  camp  who  lie,  cog,  and  talk  gross 
obscenity.     Macaulay,  brisk,  lively,  keen  and  ener- 
getic, runs  his  thoughts  rapidly  through  his  sen- 
tence, and  kicks  out  of  the  way  every  word  which 
obstructs  his  passage.     He  reins  in  his  steed  only 
when  he  has  reached  his  goal,  and  then  does  it  with 
such  celerity  that  he  is  nearly  thrown  backwards  by 
the  suddenness  of  his  stoppage.     Gifford's  words  are 
moss-troopers,  that  waylay  innocent  travellers  and 
mdfrder  thctn  for  hire.     Jeffrey  is  a  fine  *<  lance," 
with  a  sort  of  Arab  swifUiess  in  his  movement,  and 
runs  an  iron-clad  horseman  through  the  eye  before 
he  has  had  time  to  close  bis  helmet    John  Wil- 
son's camp  is  a  disorganized  mass,  who  might  do 
effectual  service  under  better  discipline,  but  who  un- 
der his  lead  are  suffered  to  carry  on  a  rambling  and 
predatory  warfare,  and  disgrace  their  general  by  fla- 
gitious excesses.     Sometimes  th^y  steal,  sometimes 
swear,  sometimes  drink  and  sometimes  pray.  Svrifi's 
words  are  porcupine's  quills,  which  he  throws  with 
unerring  aim  at  whoever  approaches  his  lair.     All 
of  Ebenezer  Elliot's  words  are  gifted  with  huge  fists, 
to  pummel  and  bruise.     Chatham  and  Mirabeau 
throw  hot  shot  into  theii  opponents'  magazines. 
Talfourd's  forces  are  orderly  and  disciplined,  and 
inarch  to  the  music  of  the  Dorian  flute ;  those  of 
Keats  keep  time  to  the  tones  of  the  pipe  of  Phce- 
bus ;  and  the  hard,  harsh-featured  battalions  of  Ma- 
ginn,  are  always  preceded  by  a  brass  band.     Hal- 
lam's  word-infantry  can  do  much  execution,  when 
they  are  not  in  each  other's  way.     Pope's  phrases 
are  either  daggers  or  rapiers.     Willises  words  are 
often  tipsy  with  the  champaign  of  the  fancy,  but 
even  when  they  reel  and  stagger  they  keep  the  line 


of  grace  and  beauty,  and  though  scattered  at  first 
by  a  fierce  onset  from  graver  cohorts,  soon  reunite 
without  wound  or  loss.  John  Neal's  forces  are 
multitudinous  and  fire  briskly  at  every  thing.  They 
occupy  all  the  provinces  of  letters,  and  are  nearly 
usdbss  from  being  spread  over  too  much  ground. 
Everett's  weapons  are  ever  kept  in  good  order,  and 
shine  well  in  the  sun,  but  they  are  little  calculated 
for  warfare,  and  rarely  kill  when  they  strike.  Web- 
ster's words  are  thiifider-bolts,  which  sometimes 
miss  the  Titans  at  whom  they  are  hurled,  but  al- 
ways leave  enduring  marks  when  they  strike. 
Hazlitt's  verbal  army  is  sometimes  drunk  and  sur- 
ly, sometimes  foaming  with  passion,  sometimes  cool 
and  malignant,  but  drunk  or  sober  are  ever  danger- 
ous to  cope  with.  Some  of  Tom  Moore's  words 
are  shining  dirt,  which  he  flings  with  excellent  aim. 
This  list  might  be  indefinitely  extended,  and  ar- 
ranged with  more  regard  to  merit  and  chronology. 
My  own  words,  in  this  connection,  might  be  com- 
pared to  ragged,  undisciplined  militia,  which  could 
be  easily  rooted  by  a  charge  of  horse,  and  which 
are  apt  te  fire  into  each  other's  faces. 


THE  POETRY  OF  HOLMES. 

FROM  A  RXVISWAL  OF  TUB  POSTS  AND  FOKTKV  OF  AMSKICA. 


To  write  good  comic  verse  is  a  diflerent  thing 
from  writing  good  comic  poetry.  A  jest  or  a  sharp 
saying  may  be  easily  made  to  rhyme ;  but  to  blend 
ludicrous  ideas  with  fancy  and  imagination,  and  dis- 
play in  their  conception  and  expression  the  same 
poetic  qualities  usually  exercised  in  serious  compo- 
sition, is  a  rare  distinction.  Among  American 
poets,  we  kno^  of  none  who  excels  Holmes  in  this 
difficult  branch  of  the  art  Many  of  his  pleasant 
lyrics  seem  not  so  much  the  offspring  of  wit,  as  of 
fancy  and  sentiment  turned  in  a  humorous  direc- 
tion. His  manner  of  satirizing  the  foibtes,  follies, 
vanities,  and  affectations  of  conventional  life  is  al- 
together peculiar  and  original.  He  looks  at  folly 
and  pretension  from  the  highest  pinnacle  of  scorn. 
They  never  provoke  his  indignation,  for  to  him 
they  are  too  mean  to  justify  anger,  and  hardly  wor- 
thy of  petulance.  His  light,  glancing  irony  and 
fleering  sarcasm  are  the  more  effective,  from  the 
impertinence  of  his  benevolent  sympathies.  He 
wonders,  hopes,  wishes,  titters,  and  cries  with  his 
victims.  He  practises  on  them  the  legerdemain  of 
contempt  He  kills  with  a  sly  stab,  and  proceeds 
on  his  way  as  if  **  nothing  in  particular"  had  hap> 
pened.  He  picks  his  teeth  with  cool  unconcern, 
while  looking  down  on  the  captives  of  his  wit,  as 
if  their  destruction  conferred  no  honour  upon  him- 
self, and  was  unimportant  to  the  rest  of  mankind. 
He  makes  them  ridicule  themselves,  by  giving  a 
voice  to  their  motions  and  manners.  He  translates 
the  conceited  smirk  of  the  coxcomb  into  felicitous 
words.  The  vacant  look  and  trite  talk  of  the  bore 
he  links  with  subtle  analogies.  He  justifies  the 
egotist  unto  himself  by  a  series  of  mocking  so- 
phisms. He  expresses  the  voiceless  folly  and  a^ 
fectation  of  the  ignorant  and  brainless  by  cunningl]^ 
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contrived  phrases  and  apt  imagerj.  He  idealizes 
nonsense,  pertness,  and  aspiring  dulness.  Tbe 
movement  of  his  wit  is  so  swift,  that  its  presence 
is  known  only  when  it  strikes.  He  will  sometimes, 
as  it  were,  blind  the  eyes  of  his  victims  with  dia- 
mond d  ust,  and  then  pelt  them  pitilessly  with  scoffing 
compliments.  He  passes  from  the  sharp,  stinging 
gibe  to  the  most  grotesque  exaggerations  of  drolle- 
ry, with  a  bewildering  rapidity. 

Holmes  is  also  a  poet  of  pentlment  and  passion. 
"Old  Ironsides,"  «  The  Steamboat,"  "Qui  Vive," 
and  numerous  passages  of  **  Poetry,"  display  a  ly- 
rical fire  and  inspiration  which  should  not  be  al- 
lowed to  decay  for  want  of  care  and  fuel.  In  those 
poems  of  fancy  and  sentiment,  where  the  exceed- 
ing richness  and  softness  of  his  diction  seem  trem- 
bling on  the  verge  of  meretricious  ornament,  he 
is  preserved  from  slipping  into  Delia  Cr-uscanism 
by  the  manly  energy  of  his  nature  and  his  keen  per- 
ception of  the  ridiculous.  Those  who  know  him 
only  as  a  comic  lyrist,  as  the  libellous  laureat  of 
chirping  folly  and  presumptuous  egotism,  would  be 
surprised  at  the  clear  sweetness  and  skylark  thrill 
of  his  serious  and  sentimental  compositions. 


THE  PURITANS. 

niOM  A.   HEVIXWAL  OF  NEAL'S  UQTORT. 


The  Puritans — there  is  a  charm  in  that  word 
which  will  never  be  lost  on  a  New  England  ear. 
It  is  closely  associated  with  all  that  is  great  in  New 
England  history.  It  is  hallowed  by  a  thousand 
memories  of  obstacles  overthrown,  of  dangers  nobly 
braved,  of  sufferings  unshrinkingly  borne,  in  the 
service  of  freedom  and  religion.  It  kindles  at  once 
the  pride  of  ancestry,  and  inspires  the  deepest  feel- 
ings of  national  vcncralion.  It  points  to  examples 
of  valour  in  all  its  modes  of  manifestation, — in  the 
hall  of  dehlte,  on  the  field  of  battle,  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  power,  at  the  martyr's  stake.  It  is  a  name 
which  will  never  die  out  of  New  England  hearts. 
Wherever  virtue  resists  temptation,  wherever  men 
meet  death  for  religion's  sake,  wherever  the  gilded 
baseness  of  the  world  stands  abashed  before  con- 
scientious principle,  there  will  be  the  spirit  of  the 
Puritans.  They  have  left  deep  and  broad  marks 
of  their  influence  on  human  society.  Their  chil- 
dren, in  all  times,  will  rise  up  and  call  them  blessed. 
A  thousand  witnesses  of  their  courage,  their  indus- 
try, their  sagacity,  their  invincible  perseverance  in 
well-doing,  their  love  of  free  institutions^  their  re- 
spect for  justice,  their  hatred  of  wrong,  are  all 
around  us,  and  bear  grateful  evidence  daily  to  their 
memory.  We  cannot  forget  them,  even  if  we  had 
suiTicicnt  baseness  to  wish  it  Every  spot  of  New 
England  earth  has  a  story  to  tell  of  them;  every 
cherished  institution  of  New  England  society  bears 
the  print  of  their  minds.  The  strongest  element 
of  New  England  character  has  been  transmitted 
with  their  blood.  So  intense  is  our  sense  of  affilia- 
tion with  their  nature,  that  we  speak  of  them  uni- 


versally as  our  <«  fathers."  And  though  thcdr  fame 
everywhere  else  were  weighed  down  with  calumny 
and  hatred,  though  the  principles  for  which  they 
contended,  and  the  noble  deeds  thej  perfbnned, 
ddould  become  the  acoff  of  sycophants  aiid  opfj— »• 
sors,  and  be  blackened  by  the  smooth  &leehoods  of 
the  selfish  and  the  cold,  there  never  will  be  want- 
ing hearts  in  New  England  to  kindle  at  their  vir- 
tues, nor  tongues  and  pens  to  vindieate  their  nj 


NEED  OF  A  NATIONAL  LITERATURE. 
raoM  AW  AsncLK  on  ths  amxhcjlii  foktsl 


Iv  order  that  America  may  take  its  due  rank  in 
the  commonwealth  of  nations,  a  literatore  is  ncedcil 
which  shall  be  the  exponent  of  its  higher  life.     We 
Uve  in  times  of  turbulence  and  change.     There  is 
a  general  dissatisfaction,  manifesting  it^If  often  in 
rude  contests  and  ruder  speech,  with  the  gulf  which 
separates  principles  from  actions.     Men  are  strug- 
gling to  realize  dim  ideals  of  right  and  truth,  and 
each  failure  adds  to  the  desperate  earnestness  of 
their  efforts.     Beneath  all  the  shrewdnew  and  self- 
ishness of  the  American  character,  there  is  a  ^moul- 
dering enthusiasm  which  flames  out  at  the  fin^t  touch 
of  fire, — M)metimes  at  the  hot  and  hasty  words  of 
party,and  sometimes  at  the  bidding  of  great  thoughts 
and  unselfish  principles.     The  heart  of  the  nation 
is  easily  stirred  to  its  depths ;  but  those  who  rouee 
its  fiery  impulses  into  action  are  often  men  com- 
pounded of  ignorance  and  wickedness,  and  vrhoUj 
unfitted  to  guide  the  passions  which  they  are  aMe 
to  excite.     There  is  no  country  in  the  world  which 
has  nobler  ideas  imbodicd  in  more  worthier  shapes. 
A II  our  factions,  fanaticisms,  reforms,  parties,  creeds;, 
ridiculous  or  dangerous  though'  they  often  appenr. 
are  founded  on  some  aspiration  or  reality  which 
deserves  a  better  form  and  expression^     There  is  a 
mighty  power  in  great  speech.     If  the  sources  of 
what  wo  call  our  fooleries  and  faults  were  rightly 
addressed,   they   would   echo  more   majp*tic   and 
kindling  truths.     We  want  a  poetry  which  shall 
speak  in  clear,  loud  tones  to  the  people ;  a  poetry 
which  shall  make  us  more  in  lo\'e  with  our  native 
land,  by  converting  its  ennobling  scenery  into  the 
images  of  lofty  thoughts;  which  shall  give  vl«iWe 
form  and  life  to  the  abstract  ideas  of  our  writlen 
constitutions ;  wliich  shall  confer  upon  virtue  ail 
the  strength  of  principle  and  all  the  enen^  of  pas- 
sion ;  which  shall  disentangle  freedom  from  cant 
and  senseless  hyperbole,  and  render  it  a  thing  of 
such  loveliness  and  grandeur  as  to  justify  all  self- 
sacrifice;  which  shall  piake  tjs  love  man  by  the 
new  consecrations  it  sheds  on  his  life  and  destiny ; 
which  shall  force  through  the  thin  partitions  of  con- 
ventionalism and  expediency  ;  vindicate  the  majesty 
of  reason ;  give  new  power  to  the  voice  of  con- 
science, and  new  vitality  to  human  aflSx^tion ;  soften 
and  elevate  passion ;  guide  enthusiasm  in  a  right 
direction ;  and  speak  out  in  the  high  language  of 
men  to  a  nation  of  men. 
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